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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


POETICAL. 


BOOK THE THIRD. 


DRAMATIC, CHIEFLY FROM SHAKSPEARE. 


$ 1. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

SlIAJCSrEARK. 

Advice. 

B E thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy 
father 

In manners as in shape *, thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, aud thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right. Love all; trust 
a few ; 

Do wrong to none ; be able for thino enemy 
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key ; bo check’d for si- 
lence, 

But never tax'd for speech. What Heaven 
more will, [down, 

That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck 
Fall on thy head ! 

Too ambitious Love. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. It were all one, 

That I should love a bright particular star, 
And think to wed it, he is so above me ! 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere, 

Th' ambition in iny love thus plagues itself ; 
The hind that would be mated by the lion 
Must die for love. 'Twas pretty tho' a plague, 
To sec him every hour ; to sit nnd draw 
His arched brows, his hawking oye, his curls, 
In our heart’s table : heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favor ! 

_ But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relics. 

Vol. vi. Nos. 83 & 8i. 


A parasitical vain Coward. 

I know him a notorious liar ; 
Think him a great way fool, solely a coward) 
Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, [bones 
That they take place, when virtue’s steely 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft 
we sco 

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Character of a noble. Courtier, by an old 
Cotemporary. 

King. I would I had that corporal sound- 
ness now, 

As when thy father and mysel. in friendship 
First tried our soldiership ! lie did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Disci pled of the bravest. He lasted long ; 
But on us both dul haggish age steal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs m# 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
He had the wit which 1 can well observe 
To day in our young lords ; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honor : 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were, 

' His equal had awak'd them ; and his honor. 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak ; nnd at that time 
His tongue obey’d his hand. 'Who were below 
He us’d as creatures of another place, [him 
And bow’d his imminent top to their low 
ranks. 
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Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poor praise lie humbled •, such a man 
Might he a copy to tlie^c younger times, 
Which, followed well, would demonstrate them 
But goers backward. [now 

Would I were with him ! — lie would always 
say — 

(Methinks T hear him now ; his plausive words 
lie scatter'd not in ears j but graded them 
To grow there, and to bear) “ Let me not 
live,’' 

— Thus his good melancholy oft began, 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, [he, 
When it was out — 11 Let mo not live,’ 7 quoth 
“ After my flame lacks oil j to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments 
are [stancics 

Mere fathers of their garments ; whose ron- 
Expire before their fashions' 7 — Tins he wish'd. 
I, after him, do after him wish too, 

-—Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some laborer room. 



td him to it : 

:, I am the cause 
Better 'twerc 


Whoever cha 
I an£the caiti 
And though I kill hin 
His death was so effect© 

1 met the raving lion, when he roar’d 
With sharp constraint of hunger, better ’twer^ 
That all the miseries which nature owes y 
Were mine at once. Nb y come thou homo/ 
Rousillon, 

Whence honor but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all. 1 will he gone : 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence. 
Shall I stay hero to do it 7 No, no, although 
The air of Paradise did fan the house, 

And angels oflic’d all : I will be gone ; 

That pitiful rumor may report my flight, 

To consolate thine car. , 

Custom of Reducers. 

As, so you serve us, [roses. 

Till we serve you ; but when you have our 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves. 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Against Delay. 


Honor due to personal Virtue, not to Birth. 

Strange is it, that our bloods, [together, 
Whose color, weight, and heat, pour’d out 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand 
In ditf ’rcnces so mighty. If she be [off 
All that is virtuous, save what thou disliVst, 
— A poor physician’s daughter, thou dislik’st 

Of virtue for the name, — But do not so 

From lowest place when virtuous tilings pro- 
ceed, 

The place is dignified by the doer’s deed. 
Where great addition swells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropsied honor ; good alone 
Is good without a name ; rile ness is so : 

The property, by what it is, should go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

In these, to nature she’s immediate heir; 

And those breed honor : that is honor’s scorn, 
Which challenges itself as honor’s born, 

And is not like the sire. Honors thrive 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our lore-goers ; the mere word ’s a slave 
Debauch’d on every tomb, on every grave ; 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 

Where dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb 
Of honor’d bones indeed. 

Self-accusation qf too great Love. 

Poor lord ’. is ’t I 

That chase'thee from thy country, and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-sparing war 7 And is it I [thou 
That drive thee from the sportive court, where 
Want shot at with fair eyes, to bB the mark 
Of smoky muskets ? O you leaded messengers, 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 

Fly with false aim ; move the still piercing air, 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my 
lonl! 

Whoever shoots at him, I set him there : 


Let ’s take the instant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 
Th’ inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals, ere. we can effect them. 

Excuse for unreasonable. Dislike. 

At fust 

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue . 
Where the. impression of mine eye enlixinir. 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 
Which warp'd the line of every other favor ; 
Scorned a fair color, or express’d it stolon ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a most hideous object ; thence it came, 
That she whom a J1 men prais'd, and whom 
myself, 

Since I have lost, have lov’d, w'as m my eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

$ 2. AS YOU LIKE IT. Shakspeare. 

J Playfellow. 

We have still slept together; [ther; 

Rose at an instant ; leam’d, play’d, eat togc- 
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Fond youthful Friendship. 

Celia . 0 my poor Rosalind, whither 'Wilt 
thou go 7 [mine. 

Wilt thou change fathers 7 I will give thee 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than 
Rosalind. I have more cause. [I am. 
Celia. Thou hast not, cousin. [Duke 

Pr’ythee be cheerfbl : know’st thou not, the 
Has banish’d me, his daughter 7 
Rosalind . That he hath not. [the love 
Celia . No 7 hath not 7 Rosalind lacks then 
Which teacheth me that thou and I are one : 
Shall we be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet 
girl 7 ■ 
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No b t my father seek another heir 
Tl« n ion. di vise with me how we miy fly, 

\\ liitht i to go and whit to be ir with us 
\iid do not s* ck to take yonr cli uigc tfcon you, 
lot ii % m r gric U joursc If, and 1c avejnie out 
I or l» tins he ivc n, no v at our soirofrs pale , 
Jmj whit thou eanst 1 11 go along with thcc 

*S ulttudt pt( fund to a Comt I \fe,\md the 
I Ul outages of i di a sity 
’Now my co miti s and hmthf rs in evilc, 

H ith not old t ustoin made 1 1ns Jilt moie sweet 
Him tint oi pun tea pomp ? Vic not these 

w < oils 

M i« tn ( liom i>tril thin the envious court 7 
lltri in 1 wc hut thr pcniltv ot Vdim, 

1 Ik m iso ii s difli if nr t , is tin jc v 1 my, 

Vnd chuili ti t 1 iilmg ol tl < wiutc i s wind , 

\\ hu h w In n it hiti s uid blows upon mv body, 
1 via till 1 sl rmk w th < Id 1 smile and siy, 

1 Jus is n j Hit t« v tin i tr< counsellors, 
l hit ti elm di | > i di uu whit I am 
snut nc tin u ( nl idursitv, 

Wbnb Id i tin t id ugl\ indMimnious 
VVi irs jit a p in u |< tvil m lus lie id 
\ml tins oiu life i st inpt Iroin public h mi 1 
i uuln ton me a m tu is, books m tin ruuiung 

brooks 

''I i mons hi st mi s mil good in r w ry tinny 
1 would n it < li ingi it 1 

ti/uuis Hippv is votir up 
111 i in ti u sl itt tin tullH mmssot lortuuc 
lot iso quit ml < swict i t\k 1 

/{i/lictwm on a v oundid Mag, and on tin 
mthtnchohf faquts 

i oim slnll w« g uid kill us venison 7 
Vnd vi t it irks uu tl i p or d ipplrd tool- 
Jh my n itiw hiti^lii-M tt this d« irtutv 
'shou d in thou old i munis with forked lie ids 
lfi\c tin u mind h on hes ^oicd 
Is/ / oid I ud< id mv 1 jril 
I lu mi 1 uu holy I upii s gru vc a it tli it , 

\ nd in tint kind s se us vou do moie usurp 
I h in doth youi bi oil er w Jio h it li hamah d you 
r » d iv my 1 ml ot Vmic us ind mvselt, 

Did sti il lit hind hun is Ik 1 ty ilong 
1 tub run ik, whisi mtiquc roots peep out 
1 p i tht bi «)k tint 1 r iw Is flung this wood 
1 o the which pi w e i p x»r sequester d stag, 

I hit flon t) e hu lit r s mu li id ta ; en a huit 
Did coine to lu midi uid indeed, my lord, 
lh0 wretched lunnil hi i\ 7 d fmth ‘mCh groan*, 
That the r d schuyi did st letch hu leitliorn 
coat 

Vlino 1 1 » buist n r , and the big round tears 
( ours do c 1 1 it i< r dow n his lanpceut nose 
In piti ii fln(, m 1 ti u-4 the hasty fbol, 

Mm h in u 1 lit the uu 1 ini holy Jaques, 

Stmil on th extreme »t vu,c of tie swift 
Augmc iti 1 1 it [brook, 

/hit is Rut wlnt' said Jaques 7 
Did he not moi ilire this «per1 icle ? 

1st J oid O ji s into i t hulls mu! similes 
First, tor his weeping in the needless stn ini, 


Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'st a testament 
Vs worldhnys do giving thy sum ol mori 
r Io th it which )iul too much 'lhcn, betng 
done 

I eft and ibiud i d of lus velvet fnends, 

I is right quoth lu , thus misery doth pirt 
The flux ot lonipiny Anon a c ueless herd, 
full ot thi pastuie jumps along by hun, * 
Vnd nevu siijg to greet linn Ah, quoth j 
J iques * * 

^wcep on you flit md gieasy citizens; % 

J is just the tjshion , w hue tore do you look 
I pon th it poor and broken bankrupt there I 
1 1ms most invective ly he pierceth through 
I lu body oi the country, city, court, 
lei and ot this our hit , swearing that we 
\x mere usuipeis tv lints, and whit s worse, 

1 o in 1 1 tl i in tnn is, ai d kill them up , 
In tin u is i u il mil uitivf dwelling pi ice. t 
J)uki h Vnd did you leave him in thlg? 

i outi nip) it ion 7 [conimcntmjh 

1 minis Mi did my loid, weeping utdj 

l pon tl c sobbing dcei I 

Du/ 1 s fcshcw me the pi ice , 

I love to cojk, him hi these sullen fits, 
i oi then hi i» lull it in ittir 

Coinpuvous 1 utm txposid to Eniy f 
Adam Mint* inj voung muter? O my 
gentle m i tc r 

0 mv swe et ni isf i * O you me rnory [here ? 
Of tdd 'ni Kowlmd' wl> whit iqjike you 
\V hy ir< ) m \ nt ions t Yl hy do people love 

Vou I [lnutT 

\n 1 w In ic loro ire vou gc nth stiong, and va~ 
V\ liv would vou Ik s ind to om icome 

1 hf hmv pusei oi the humoif u*« duko 7 [you 

V out pi use come too swiftly homo bofoio 
Know vou not nutter to souk kind ot men 

1 In ir *,nc cs sene the m but u> cue mies ? 

No mote do yours , your v utm *• j*outJe ma&tety 
Vic simtifiid -uicl holv traitors to you •» * 
Oh* what a woikl is this, when whickAf; 
L live noma hun tliat be ire it 7 

JiuMlitd Honesty * $ 

Chlando \\ hat, wonldst thoujhave mO gO 
and beg my tood 7 ~ , 

Oi with a lyise and boisterous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common road. 7 
This I must do or know not what to do*— 

\ c t this 1 will not do, do how 1 c m , 

I rather will subject me to the mahoe 
Of a div cited blood, and bloody brother 

Gratitude tn an old Servant 
Adam Rut do iut so, 3 have hvc hu”di$$ 
c towns, ^ 

1 bo thrifty hue I sa.’d under jour fitber, # 
Whn h I did stor$, to Ik mv footer nurse » 
When service should m mi old limbs he lame, 
And unregarded tge m c or mi" i hi own 
T ike that , ami He thjt doth the ravens feed} 

V ca, providently ciicis for the sparrow, 

Re c omfort to mj ace 1 llore u the gold; 
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All this I give you , let me be your servant 
Though 1 look old yet I am strong and lusty , 
lor in mv V outli I never did apply 
Hot ami rclx Ihous liquors m my blood , 

Nor d d i with unbashtul ton head woo 
The means of weakness and d< bilitv 
therefore mv age is aa 1 lusty wintir, 

I rcsty but kindly Let me go with you, 

I \1 do the service of a younger man, 

1b all your business ind n« c essities 
Orlando Oh 1 good old man, how well in 
thee appeirs 

The constant servic e of the antique world 
When servmts swe it for duty not lor meed f 
Thou art not for the fashion ol these times 
Where none will swreit but for pre m turn , 
And, hiving that, do ebook tlieir seme r up 
Even w ith the having It is not so w ith t lice — 
But, poor old nnn tl ou prun st a r< tten tree 
That cannot so muc li is i hi m yield 
In lieu ot ill thy puns ind husbandry 
But come thy w iys, we 11 g > along toge ther 
And ore we have thy youthful wiges sp nt 
We 11 light upon some settled low content 
Adam Mister goon, and I will kllow 
thee, 

To the last gi&p, with tiuth and loy ilty 

rrcin sc vc ntien vc its till now llmost fourecou 
Here lived I, but now live hero no more 
At seventeen yeirs mmy tin tr fortunes seek, 
But at foursci re it is too 1 ttc i week , 

Yet fortune caunot licompensc me better 
Than to die well ind not iny master s debtor 

loter described 

Oh thou didst the n nc er love so heartily 
If thou remember st not the slight st folly 
That evei love did nuke thcc run into 

Thou h »st not lov d 

Or if thou hast not sate as I do now, 
Wearying thy h< in r in thy mistress praise, 

Thou hast not lov d 

Or if thou hast not broke fiom company 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 

Thou hist not lov d — 

Description qf a Fool , and hu Morals on the 
Time 

Jaquei As I do live by food, I met a fool , 
Who laid him down, and bosk d him m the 
sun, 

And. rail'd on lady Fortune m good terms— 

In good set terms— and yet a motley fool 
** Good morrow, fool,” quoth I " No, Sir,” 
quoth he, [fortune” 

” Call me not fool, till Heaven hath sent me 
\ud then he drew a dial fiom his poke, 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Siys, very wisely, “ It is ten o'clock [wags 
„ 1 us we may tee," quoth he , a how the world 
but an hour igo since it was nine 
after one hour more twill be eleven 
I so from how to hour we npe and ripe, 
nd then from hour to hour we rot and rot 
*nd thereby hangs a tale " When I did hear 


The motley fool thus moral on the tune. 

My lungs began to crow like chantu leer 
Thit foftis should be to deep contemplative 
And I did laugh sans intermission, 

An hous by his dial 

Duki W hat fool is this ? [ i coin to r 

Jaquei O worthy foci 1 one that h id hi < n 
And say* if lulic- be but young ind fur 
They have the gift to know it md in hia 
brim, 

Which is as dry is the remainder biscuit 
Mter a voyage he h ith stiange plac os cramm d 
\\ ith obse rvitn n the which he vents 
In mangled forms Oh that 1 were a fool 1 
I un ambitious lor a motley coat 

Distress prei enti Ceremony 

r Iho thorny jioint 

Of bare distress hath tacn trom me the show 
Of smooth civility 

A tendir Petition and Reply 
Orlando Speak you so gi ntly 7 Pifdon 
me Ipriyyou 

I tl ought t hat ill things had been sav tgo lu le , 
\nd therefore put J on the countenance 
Of stern icinmaudment But white er nu 
I hat in this dt sert inn i essihlc 1 u» 

Undt r the sh ule of mcl uicholv lioughs 
I esc md neglect the creeping htmts of lime 
If ever yon h ivc look d on bettc r d iys , 

If ever been yvhire belli* have km lid ti 
ft eve r sat at any gred mm s fc i*t , [chnrcl 
It ever from vour eyi lids wipd a tc »r 
Vnd know what tm to pity ind hi pitied 
I et gentleness my strong enforce nu nt lie 
In the which hope 1 blush and hide mysvve id 
Duke 1 rue it n* that w c h ive mm n hi tti r 
days, [c hun h 

And hive with holy bell been knoll d to 
\nd sat at good men s ie ists anil w ip d < ur 
eyes 

Of drops that saeied pity hath engender d 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 

And take upen command whit hflp we hive, 
Th it to your wanting mav be ministi r d 
Orlando llitn but forbear your food a 
little while 

Whiles, hkp a doe I go to find my f iw n. 

And give it food 1 here is an old poor man 
Who after me hath many i weary step 
Limp'd in pure love , till he be first sufficed, 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age md hun- 
I will not touch a bit 1 [ger, 

The World compared to a Stage 
Thou are not all alone unhappy— 

This wdda Apd universal theatre 
Presents more woful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play . c 
Jaques All the wttpt 9 o a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players 
They have their exits and their entrances , 
And one man m his time plays many parts, 
His acts being sev en ages At first the infant 
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Mewling and poking in the nurse’s arms \ 

And then the whining school-boy, ^rith his 
satchel ' V, 

And shining morning face, (Steeping late Snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then thdlover, 
Sighing like furnace^with atroful feolad 
Made to his mistreats eye-brow, TJhen the 
soldier, * [pard, 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation [justice, 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the 
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe, apd beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances, 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lend and slipper’d pantaloon, 

With spectacles on ’s nose and pouch on 's side : 
His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shanks} and his big manly 
voice, 

Turning again towards childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every 
thing. 

Ingratitude. A Song. 

Blow, blow, thou winter-wind. 

Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude* : 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

Thou dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

Tbo’ thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember'd not. 

Scorrtfvl Love. 

Sylvius. The common executioner, 

Whose heart th’ accustom’d Bight of death 
makes hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humble peck, 

But first begs pardon ; will you stefUer be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloi^. drops ? 

Phoebe I would not be thy exeec^bner : 

I fly thee, for I would not injure thfce^' ' 
Tljiu tell’st me there is murder in eye 5 
’Tis pretty, sure, and very probably " (things, 
That eyes, that are the frail'st and jfcpftest 
Who shut their coward gates qpEiatqe^es, 
Should be call’d tyrants, bdtohiljV|^wrjcterers l 
Now I do frown on thefe wiih 
And/ if mine eyer jMut wound, them 

.kill thee: W 

Now counterfeit tofjihjp?! why now frlldowrt j 
Or, if thou canst nol/^wsfcame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say minfceye are murderers, [thee. 
Now show the wotfhd mine eye hath made in 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scaref it : lean but upon a rush, 


ft 

The Cicatrice and capable impressure [eyes, 
Thy palm some moment keeps j but now mine 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 
Now, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt to any. 

Sylvius. O dear Phtebe, 

If ever (as that ever may be near} [fancy, 1 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible • 
That Loyo’s keen arrows make. 

Scorn retorted. 

Od’s my little life ! 

I think she means to tangle mine eyes too.' 

No, ’frith, proud mistress ! hope not after it. ' 1 
'Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair, •" 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow 
her, 

Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain t 
You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman : ’Tis such fools as you 
That make the world full of ill-favour’d chil- 
dren. 

’Tis not her glass, but you that flatters her ; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. 

But, mistress, know yourself} down on your 
knees [love : 

And tliank Heaven, fasting, for a good man’s 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer: 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer/ 

Tender Love. 

So holy, and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace, 

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and. 

then ‘ . 

A scatter’d smile, and that I '11 live upon. . 

Real Love dissembled. 

Think not I love him, though I ask for him; 
’Tis but a peevish boy :— yet he talks well. — 
But what care 1 for words ? Yet words do well, 
When he that speaks them pleases those that 
hear. 

It is a pretty youth not very pretty 5 — 

But sure he’s proud : and yet his pride be- 
comes him : [him 

He’ll make a proper man : the best thing in 
Is £ls complexion : and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He is not very tall ; yet for his years he’s tall} 
His leg is butjft so : and yet ’tis well : 

There was j^ptetty redness in his lip, 

A little .riper and rqpte lusty red 
Than thtt&tbt’d ih his cheek } ’twas just the 
difference 

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Sylvius, had they 
mark’d him 
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In parcels, as I did? would have gone 
To la 11 in love with him ; but, for my 
1 love him not, nor hate him not j and yet ‘ 

1 liave more cause to hate him than to love 
].\, r what had he to do to chide at me 7 {blin$ 
lie said mine eyes were black, and mj hair 
black; 

And now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me : 

1 marvel why I answer'd not again ; * 

But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance. 

A fine Description of a sleeping Man, about to 
be destroyed by a Snake and a Lioness , 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d 
'* with nge, 

And high top baj&.wtth high antiquity, 

A wretched, ragged man, oVrgrown with hair, 
Lay sleeping onliis back ; about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had writh'd itself, 
Who with her head, nimblo in threats, ap- 
proach’d 

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 

And with intended glides did slip away 
Into a bush ; under which bush’s shade 
A lioness, with lidders all drawn dry, [watch 
Lav couching, head on grouud, with cat-like 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for 
The royal disposition of that beast [’tie 

To prey on nothing that doth seem an dead. 

$ & COMEDY OF ERRORS. ' . 

SUAXSPJEARK. 
Maris Pre-eminence. 

WHY head-strong liberty is lash’d with woe, 
There’s nothing situate under Heaven’s eye, 
But hath its bound, in earth, m sea, in sky ; 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males’ subjects, and at their con- 
trols. 

Men, more divine, the master of all these, 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas, 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-eminence than fish or fowls, 

Arc masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Patience easier taught than practised. 

Patience uumov’d, no marvel though she 
pause ; 

They can be meek, that have no other cause. 
A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; [pain. 
But, were we burden’d with like weight of 
As much or more we should ourselves ebb- 
plain. 

Defamation. 

I see the jewel best enamgl] 

Will lose its beauty ; and thp’gold hides stilly 
That others touch ; yet will 

Wear gold. And so nits hrnfi that hath 'a name, 
But falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 

Wife's Exhortation on a Husband's Infidelity. 


Botne other mlstrtaahath thy sweet aspects : 


Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and frown ; [Of pale distcmperaturcs awl fees to life. 


I am; nob Adriana, ndr thy wife. [vow 

The tjnp was once when thou, unurg’d , wouldst 
That nlver WfrtdbJvfero music to thine car, 
That nlver o^e£pleasing in thine ^n, 

That niver t tblicf ^oll people to thine hand, , 
That n$rer meat aweet^er’d in thy taste, 
Unless I spake, or look’d, dr touch’d, or carv'd. 

to thee. [comes it, 

IIow comes it now, my husband, Oh, how 
That thou art thus estranged from thyself? 
Thyself 1 call tt, being strange to me : 

That, undh’idable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from inc : 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking Lilf, 

And take unmiuglcd thence that ul qp again, 
Without addition or diminishing, 

As take from me thyself, and not me too. ■ 
Document for Wives, and the iU Effects of 
Jealousy . 

Abbess. Hath he not lost much wealth by 
wreck at sea ? [eye 

Buried some dear fVicnd ? Hath not else his 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 
Adriana. To none qf these, except it be 
the last ; 

Namely, some love that drew him off from 
home. [heuded him. 

Abbess. You should for that have repio- 
Adriana. Why so I did. 

Abbess. But not rough enough. [let me. 
Adriana. As roughly as my modesty would 
Abbess. Haply in private. 

Adriana. And in assemblies too. 

Abbess. But not enough. 

Adriana. It was the copy of our con- 
ference; 

In bed, ho slept not for my urging it ; 

At bqdrd, he fed not for my urging it'; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme : 

I 11 company, 1 often glanced at it : 

♦Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abbess. ' And •therefore came it that the 
'jUartWas mad. • 

The.yeflea® Clamors of a jealous women ‘ 
PorebbthoiA dead ly than a Hind-dog's tooth. 

It seems ‘his sleeps were hindered hy thy &U- 
ingYi 

And comes it that his head is light. 

Thou. hiKmeat was sauc’d with thy up- 
Unquipt ill digestions, [braidings; 

Thereo^jH|£ing fire of fever bred ; 

And wh£t fever, but of madness 7 ' ^ 
Thou say'sl bis sports JSjre hindered by jjfiiy 

Sweet rec reatiorr barr^'Wbat doth ensue 
But moody mul dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless, despair 7 
And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 

or«ni« * 1 . M- ,w.' r 
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Description qf+heggv&f Cm$§Mr*r,ora Jfyr* 
tw i+TeUer * 

A hungry, lein-fhced vulftgd, 

A mere inatomy, a moahtmnk, 1 
A thrc id-bare jugglci, ad £&riott6-t*11er, 

A needy hollow-ey'd, shafp4oolttngtoTetcb, 

A living dcwl n>ai tm* pcrtiicioas Slave, 
hursooth took on Mfcn &b a conjuror 
And guiiig in &y eyes, U elmg my pulse, 

And with no face is 't were outfacing me 
( ries out, 1 was pos*cst 

Old Age 

Not know my viyce 1 O time’s extremity, 
lldbt thou so crack d and ^plittcd my poor 
tongue 

In sevr n <Jort ye in that heie my only son 
Knowsnjff my feeble key of untun'd Car6* 1 
Tin jjgnnow this grimed iacc of mifte he hid 
, JHfsap consuming winter's drizzled snow, 

And all the. i onduits of my blood iro/o up 
^ c t li ith mv night of liie some memory , 

My w Lbtiug 1 imp some tiding glimmer lefj^ 
My dull de if t irs i little uy» to heir 
All these old witnesses, — 1 C tnnot err,— 

7 ell me, thou irt my son Autiphokts 

$ 1 LOVES LABOUR'S LOST 

JSh vksm ir r 

A laudable Ambition for Fame and true Con* 
qiu it dent tbed 

King Li t 1 mic, that* all hunt after fn 
tlnir li\cs 

1 i\r re lstird upon our brazen tombs, 

And tl < ii „ncc us in the disgrace of death, 
Whc u pite of f oimorant devouring timo, 

7 h' endi aiour < i this present breath may buy 
7 hat h jnor wine h shall bite his scythe's keen 
cdje, 

And mike us heirs of all eternity 
7 hr rr t nt brave conqueroiS 1 for no you are 
lliat w ir igmist vour own affections 
\nd the huge aitny of the world s desires , — 
Our life edict shall strongly stand m torce 
Na\ irre shAll be tin wonder of tho world 
Oui « urt shall b< i little acidemc, 

Will a ul contempt tiw in lmng art 

# On »S ludy 

Study is like tho Ik i\cn s glorious 80$, 

7’hat will not be dec p ^circh^l With saucy 

looks-, 

Small 1 t\e contimul plodders efflr Won 
** m his< authority f i om other* 1 hqftke 
7 he c c irthly godt ilhers of teveo^ Hghts, 

I hit give a name to eveiytligd atatfc 
Have no more proht of their slHMMghts, 
Than those tteL walk, and 1 fSt not what 
thty ire * 

Too much to IdMjtt to know neug] 

And every godfather cap gjVe 0 name 

A conceited Coitttier, or Man (f Compliments 
Our courVyou know, is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 


A mag hi all the world’s new fash on planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in Ins biam 
One whom the music, of his own vun tongue 
Doth ravish like enchautmg harmony 
A man of comphmc urn, whom right and wrong 
Have cliosc os umpire of their mutiny 
Ihis child cf fincy, that Armido bight, 
tor interim to our studies, shall relate 
In high bom words the wortli of many a 
knight, 

I loin taw ny Spain, lost in tho word's debate 
How you delight* my lords I know not, I 
Bui l protest, T Dve to hear him lie, 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy 
Biron Armada is a most illustrious wight, 
A m in of hro-new words, fashion's ow u knight 

A Merry Man 
\ merner mao, 

W lthm the lm it of ho oming mirth, 

I never spent an hom s talk withal 
Hts eye begets occ \sion for his wit , 

1 or every object th it (he one doth c iteh 
The other turns to a mufh moving jest , 

Winch ins fur tongue (concerts expositor) 
Ddners in such apt and gracious words, 

1 bat lged cm play trumt it his tiles, 

And youngci hetnnga ire quite nvisl ed, 

Be sweet and voluble is lus discourse 

A Camtcul Description of Cupid or Love 
0 1 and I forsooth, hi love 1 
I, that have been low & whip 
A very be idle to i huinorr us sigh 
A critic , nay i n Jit w ucli const ihle; 

\ domineering pod mi o cr the boy, 

I han whom no raort ii more m igmlicent , 

This wlumplcd, whimng, purbliud, wayward 
bov, 

I his Sigmor Julio s giant dwaif, Dan Cupid, 
R< n nt of love rhymes, lord of folded irnw, 

I Ii uiointed sovereign of sighs and groins $ 

I ie<*c of ill loitvms and milco itcuts, 

^olc unperator uid f,rc it gc ncral 
Oftiotting pin tors (On) little heart) 

And I to be a eoiponl of his lile, 

And wear bis colouis 1 like i tumbler s hoop l 
Whif * I f 1 love. * 1 sue ! I seek a wife 1 
A woman, tint is like i Oannn clock, 
btill i repairing , c\er out ol frune, 

And never going right, being a w itch, 

[But being watch'd lliat it may still go right 7 

Bonnet 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine ev© 

( Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu- 
ment) 

Peisuide m* heart to ibis false perjury T 
„ Vow®, wlp thee broke, ilcscne not punish- 
er A woman { ft re Wore . but J will proto [meut. 
I (Tl m bemt i gm*»s) I forswoic uot thee 
I My vow was earthly, thou a he iv only love 
| Thy grace being gam d cuies all disgrace m 
1 me 

j Vows are but breath, and bieoih a vapor is , 
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f Then thou fMr «un, which on my earth dost 
Exhal st this vapor vow , in thee it is fyfetoe* 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine , 

If b> mo broke, what fool is not so wise, 

To lost an oath to win a paradise f 

Another 

On a day (alack the day ') 

I ove, whose month is ever May, 

Spy d a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air 
Thrpugh the velvet leaves the Band, 

All unseen, ’gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish'd himself the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy Cheeks may blow j— 

Air, would I might triumph so * 

But, alack r my hand » sworn 
Ne er to pluck thee from thy thorn 
Vow ilick 1 for youth unmeet, 

Youth so ipt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sm in me. 

That I am forsworn for thee 

Thou for whom e'en Jove would swear 

Juno but in Ethiope were , 

And deny lumself tor Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy lovp 

Commanding Beauty 

Who sees the heavenly Rosalind, 

That, like i rude and savage man of fade, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 
Bows not his vassal he ul and btrucken blind. 
Kisses the base ground w ith obedient breast t 
What peremptory eagle sighted eye 

Dares look upon the lie uen of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

The Power qf Jam 
Why universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries, 

As motion and long during action too 
The sinewy vigor ol the traveller 

When would you, my liege — or yon — or you — 
In leaden contemplation have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors h ive enrich’d you with f 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain } 

And therefore finding barren practisera. 
Scarce show a hiriest ot their heavy toil j 
But love, frst learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lues not alone immured in the brain j 
But, with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every pow’r j 
And gives to every pow*r ft double pow’r , 
Above their functions and their offices, 

It adds a precious aeaingMthe eye , 

A lover's eyes will gave apTagte 
A lover's eftrs will hear tbs lew*# sound. 
When the suspicious head Ojf theft * Ofof*. 
Love’s feeling is more soft and Sensible 
Than are the tender horns of eocktt# suftUs. 
Love's tongue prove* dauuty Baechfos gust* in 
For valor, jsdfc love a Hercules, [taste, 


Still climbing trees h| the Hespendes * 

Subtle as Sphinx , as sweet end musical 
As brifejhr Apollo s late, strung with h a luir 
And When love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the hannoiiy 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 

Until hiayinlTwere tysbpeied Vith love's sighs 
O then his eyes would ravish savage cars, 

And plant m tyrints mild humility 
From women e e\es this doctrine 1 derm 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fore 
They ire the book*, the arts, the academes, 

Th it show, cont un, and nourish ill the world , 
Elbe, none at all in aught proves excellent 

Ladies mask’d and unmask’d 
Fair ladies mask’d are ro«*es in t tos bud , 
Dismask’d, their d unask sweet commixture 
shown, 

Are Angela vailing clouds, or roses blown 
A Lord Chamberlain or Gentleman Usher 
This fellow pecks up wit, os pigeons pease , 
And utters it again when God doth phase 
He is wit’s pedier , and retails hit. wares [fairs 
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know. 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show 
This gallant pms the wenches on his sleeve , 
Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve 
He can carve too, and lfap Why this is foe 
That; kiss’d his hapd away in courtesy , 

Thu it the ape of form. Monsieur the nu e 
That when he plays at tables ehides the dire 
In honorable terms nay he can sing 
A mean most meanly , and in ushenn^ 

Mend him who can the ladies c all him sweet , 
The stairs as he treads on them kiss his feet 
This is the floWer that smiles on every one 
To show his teeth os white as whale hie bone 
And consciences that will not die in debt, 

Pay him the due of honey tongu’d Bojet 

See where it comes 1 Behaviour, what wert 
thou . [now 1 

Till this man show’d thee ? and what urt thou 

The Fjjeeti of lone 

Fbr ybur tax aikes hue we neglected time, 
Play'd foul p|py with our oiths , your beauty, 
1*4*0*, [mors 

Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our his 
Even to the imposed end of our intents , 

And what in 5 hath seem’d ridiculous— 

As love fefaft o&ftMttiiig str tins, 

All wantotrfts fiJMUlfe skipping and vam , 
Form’d byjjftdjp > ftnfi therefore like the eye, 

; Full of of habuls, and of forms, 

Varying m subjects as the em doth roll 4 
To every vow’d object % 

Which porty-cotered pr3K$e of loose love, 
Put on by us, if, m your heavenly eyes, 

T hath rawbecom’d our oaths end gravities, 
Those heaveuly eyes that look into these faults 
Suggested us to make them , therefore) tabes 
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dor lore being yours, the «ww that loro makes . Cuckow ! Cuckow ! 0 word of fear, 

la likewise yours. ' • Unpleasing to a married ear ! 


Trial qflm. 

If this austere, iusoci&ble^fe 4 , ' 

Change not your offor made m hegt df blood ; 
If frosts, and fosts>' lodging and thin 
weeds, 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But that it bear this trial, and last love j 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me. 

Jest and Jester. 

Ros Oft have I heard of you, my lord 
Biron* 

Before l aawou : and the world’s large tongue 
Proclaimj^fou for a man replete with zpooks ; 

* ^comparisons, and wounding flouts j 
1 you on all estates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit : [brain 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful 
And therewithal to win me, if you plense, 
(Without the which I am not to be won) [day, 
You shall this twelvemonth term, from day to 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches : and your task shall 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, [be, 
T’ enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Bir. To move wild laughter in the throat 
of death ? 

It c innot be, it is impossible : * 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. [spirit, 
Ros. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing 
Whose influence w begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools . 
A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it. Then, if sickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamors of their own dear 


groans, 

Will bear your idle scorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal f 
But if they wjjU not, throw away that spirit, 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. 


Spring. A Song. 

When daisies pied, and violets blue* ' 

• And lady-smocks .ill silver white? * * 
Andsmckow buds of yellow hue, 

Do paint the meadows with delijfft : 

The cuckow, then, on every tree* ' 

Mocks married men ; for tbtka " 

Ouckow ! , j 

Cuckow! Cuckow! 1 OH 
Vhpleasing to ettttarri*d ear f 
When jshepherds pipAn oaten straws, 

Am merry larks aflHMfettnen’s clocks \ 
When turtles tread, T atmfaks and daws J 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks : 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men ; for thus rings he, 
Cuckow 1 



Winter. A Song, 

When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows bis nail ; 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail) 

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl 

To-whoq ! * 

Tu-whit, to-drhoo, a merry note, 

While greasy Jean doth keel the pot 
When all aloud the wind doth blow 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw; 

And birds sit breeding in tflfi snow, 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw : 

Win 11 roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl 
To-whoo ! 

Tu-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

4 5 . MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

SH4KSPJCARR. 
Virtue given to be exerted . 

Thebe is a kind of character in thy life, 
That, to the observer, doth thy history •* 
Fully unfold * thyself and thy belongings 
1 Are not tigne own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon (by virtues, them on thee. 

IDeav’n doth with us as wc with torches do. 
Not light them for themselves; for if our 
virtues 

Did not go forth of us, 'twerc all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits arc not finely 
touch’d 

But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goodness, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor. 

Both thanks and use. 

Dislike of Popularity. 

I love the people, 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause and aves vehement : 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does aflcct it. 

Neglected Law. 

This new governor 
Awakes mo all th’ enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unscour’d armor, hung by 
the wall [round, 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone 
And none of the# been worn ; end for a name, 
Now puts th$4feewey and neglected act 
Freshly on me : ti* surely for a name. 

Ucentionsnm Ae ^onsemtence qf unexecuted 

s Law. 

We have strict statutes, and most bitiim 
laws, [steeds?. 

(The necdfkl bits and curbs to headstrong 
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[BOOK III. 


Which for these nineteen years we have let 
Fapu like an o ergrown lion in a cave, [sleep, 
7 hat goes not out to piey now as fond lathers 
Having bound up the thre lining twigs of 
birrb, 

Only to buck it m their children’s sight 
For terror not for use 3 in timo the rod 
Becomes more mock’d thin tear d, so our 
decrees, 

Dead to lufliction, to themselves are dc id , 
And liberty plucks justice by the nc si 
The baby beats the nune, and quite o.tliwart 
Goes ail decorum 

A Vfygni addiiwed 

Had, virgin* it you be , as those cl « tk ic si s 
Proclaim you are no less 1 

A Religion* prof at 

I hold you is l thnxj oibk) d md Minted 
B) y<ur ren unrement an munortil spint, 
And to be t ilk d with in iik c rity , 

As with a baint 


Revolution 

Our doubts ire trutors , 

And make ub lost the good we oft might win, 
By ltd ring to attempt 

AU Men frail 

Angelo Vs e must not make a SCare*Crow 
ot the law, 

Setting it up to bcare the birds of prey. 

And lot it k< tp ( m bli ijk uU custom make it 
Their perch nul not tl ui terror 
Etna Ay, but vet 

I/t us be kc< 11 md rither cut a little, 

Th *11 fall amlbrui&f todcitk alls this gen 
tleman 

Whom I would save had 1 most noble father 
Lit but your honor know, 

(Whom I believe to be mobt btrnit in virtue) 
Tint 111 the working of joui own iflecti ms 
llul time coherd with place, or pi ice with 
wishing 

Or that the resolute acting ( f your blood 
Could lm< attain d th’ effect of your own 
purpose, 

Whether you h id not some time m your life 
Errd 111 tbib pouit which now you censure 
And pi 11 d the law upon you [him 

Angelo I is oue thing to be tempted I s 

Another thiug to fill I’ll not deny, [calus. 
The jury , pacing on the pna’per’s hte, 

Mav in the sworn twelve liave a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try , wh it ’s open made 
To justice, that justice seises Whit know 
the laws [pregnant, 

That thieves do pass on thieves'? ’I'm very 
The jt wcl that we find, ftp Stoop and t ike it, 
Because we see it , btyt whet we do not bee, 
We tread upon, and nyver think of it 
You may not so extenuate bus offence, 

For I have hid such fruits but rather tell me 
When I that censure him do so offend 


Let mine own judgment pattern out my dcatl), 
And nothing come m partial 

Mercy in Governors itcomin ended 
No ceremony that to great ones lon^s 
Not the king’s crown, nor thy depnt< d swoid 
1 he marshal s truncheon, nor the judge s n be 
Become them with, ono half so good a 1,1 it< 

\b ratify does 11 he had been as y< 11 
\nd >ou as he you would have blipt 111 c 1 1111 
But he like y ou would not h ive been so stern 

7/ts Duty qf mutual ror gurnet* 

— \hb 1 al is 1 # 

\\ h> ill the s< uls Ih it w< ro weie forfeit once, 
\nd I e th it might tl r vant 1 r c best have took 
l ouiul out tlit icmr lv II w w told v vu lie, 
If lie which lb tl c t p ot ) ulgnn ifto should 
Put judge you is >011 ire 7 Oh thiu\ 1 that 
\ nd mcicy then will breathe within youi s 
I ike man new m ide 


Unpi epared Duith 

| Isab To moirow 1 O th it s sudden ’ spire 
him, him [kiU hens 

He ’s not proper d for death 1 Even for our 
We kill the fowl Of beason, rfiail w< scrip 
W ith It sb rf spect than w« do numstt r [Hour 11 
To our gross selves? Good, good my lnd, 
bethink you , 

Who is it that bith dy’d for tins offence 7 
— Iherc s nianv Jiivc t jinnutted it 

Ang 1 1 e Jaw h ith n it bt cn dead thoi 4I1 
it h ith slept , 

Those many had not dird t> da tint evil, 

If the Aral man that did th edict mil ngc 
Had answei d for his deed now tis awakf , 
lakes note of what is done, and, like a 
prophet, 

f ooks m a glisb that shows what future evils 
(Or new, or by lCtmssnc ss new conceiv’d, 
And so m progress to be hatch d and born) 
Are now to h&W no successive degrees, 

But, me they live, to end 

Juekce 


Ieoh Yet show seme pity [ instire , 

Ang 1 ehow it n t of all when I show 
For thou t^ily th sc 1 d not know, 

WhicIrA dfsmi s d ofh net would offer gslJ , 
Anfi do hlila right, tint uibwenng one foul 
Lives net to act a&otliei [wrong, 

ytk% 4b**4 qf Authority 


Oh, 
ro have' a 
Po use 



M hut it is tyrannous 
Men’t J$mi qf Power* 


Could great melt JtyNtfbf , [qtfiet , 

Ab Jove fiimsill would neer be 

Tor ev’rv pelting petty officer [but thunder 1 
W ould use his beav 11 for thunder 1 Nothing 
Merciful heav’n 1 [bolt 

Thou rather with thy sharp end fetlphurous 
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/hplit *t the nnwedge&bl* tad gnarled oak, 1 m 4n a grave severe Governor 

Tim the soft myrtle O, but Ami proud | When t wouM pny «bmV, 1 think md 

pray [words 

To sev'ral subjects Heav’n hath mv empty 
Whilst my lmention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchott on Isabel Heav n '» in my month. 

At, if 1 did but only chew his name j 
And m my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception the state whereon I studied, 
Ts like a good thing, being often read, > 
tn own leer’d etld tedious , yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let ttmm hear me) I take pnde. 
Could I with beoiy change for an idle plume 
Which the a^ j^eats for run* O place 1 O 
form * * 

T low often dost thou with thy Case* th) habit, 

\V renrh iw« fiom fools, and tie the wi i r souls 
lo th> fil < set mi u D 1 Blood, thou still art 
blood 1 

f et s w nte good tngol on the devil s horn , — 
l is not tile devil s crest* 

A nrmtt on the Presence qftkejtdoved Object 
— ■ 0 Heavens 1 

Why does my blood thus mu«tcr to my hcait, 

M iking both it unable for itholf, 

And dispobbf SMiig all my other pirts j 

Of necessary ftfncbs 1 

So play the foolish throngs with one thit 
swtooufi 

Comd all to help him, and thus stop the au 
By which lie should r< vivo and even so 
The gen’nti subject to a well-wish d king. 

Quit then own part, ind m obsequious fbnd- 
ness [love 

Crowd to his present c wheie their untiught 
Must needs appear oticnc e 

Heroic remale \ irtue 
Ang Admit no other way to save his life 
( Vs L subscribe not tbit or iny other, 

But in the less of question), that you his sister. 
Finding > ourself desir d oft such a peison, 
Whose credit with the jndgo, or own great 
pheo, 

Could fetch your brother from the mainclcs 
Of the all-binding law , and that there were 
No earthlj mean to sive him, but that either 
You must lay down the tre isures of your liody, 
To this suppose d oi else lo let him suflci , 
What w ould ) ou do ? [self 

hab As much fer my poor brother as iny- 
That is, were J under the terms of dcith, 

W mipreastoa of keen whips I ’d weir as 
rubie^ 

And strip myself to ddath os to a bed 
That longing J have been sick for, ere l d 
My body up ttflbame Ijrwld 

Ang Tfcen must your brother die 
Itab And ’twain the cheaper w ly 
Better it were ft brother die d at once, 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him 
Should die fer ever 

Ang Were not you then as cruel as the 
I h it yon have slander d so t [sentence 


Du t in a little brief authority [man, 

M st ignorant of whit he a most assur’d, 

His t,l >ssy essence— like ah angry apo, 
i'l i\ s tic h fantastic ti lckshafet* high Ueav'n 
As makee the angels weep, who, with our 
\\ ould all themselves laugh mortal [spleens, 

Consciousness Qfoin own Fault* should make 
us meictful 

Ang Why do you put these sayings upon 
me r [others, 

hab Because authority, though it eir like 
H itli yit a kind or medium, in itself, 

I hit skims the vice o the top go to your 
b s j i [know 

Knock tl^no , uid isk your heart whet it doth 
That s#ffkc my bi oilier s fault it it confess 
4^ iural guiltiness such as la His> 

I ct it not sound i thought upon your tongue 
Against my bi other s life 

IJonest Bribery 

hab If irk how I II bribe fdu 1 (food mv ! 
Ang lfow 1 bribe me 7 [Lord, turn bick I 
hab Not with fend shekels of the tested 
gold, 

Oi stones whose rato is either rich or poor 
\s f mey values thun , but with tree prayers, 

1 h it shall be up at heaven ind enter there 

I o the sun rise pr i>i rs f rogi piescned souls, 

I I jm f isting minis who* minds ou dedicate 
1 o nothing tcmpoial 

I he rower of virtgaui Beauty 
hab Save your honour 1 [hut hab 
Ang 1 rom tbee , even from thy vutue »— 
What s this 1 \V hat’s this 7 Is 4ms her fault 
or nuio * [ha. f 

The tempter, or tho tempted, whq sms most l 
Not sin , nor doth she tempt | but 4 1 * h 
1 h it, lying by the violet, in tile su»> 

Do as the carrion dees, not as the {fewer* 
r oirupt witji virtuous seu>on Can it be, 

1 h t modesty may mme beti iy oui sense 
f l h in w i man slightness I Hoa mg waste ground 
ISh ill am desire to ny the sinctnmy, [enough,! 
Ami pitch our evils tb ic t Oh, he, 

W fiat dog thou or w hat art thou* Angefe 7 
Dost tfiou debit e Ik r foully foi these tfyftga 
lltfitmikr lie i g< i l ? Oh, let her briber live 
Thu >es fn thi ir rebbo^r have ufltilbiity, 
When judge-, steil Ihsmselvetr ^ yhat * do I 
Th \t I dt sire to hem fa her, 


And ieobt upon hpe 
Oh, cunning enemy, 

With saints dost fat tiqrhoek 
one 



dream 
i, [on t 
danger* 


Is that timpUtion^g^gM 


goad us on 
m’0* coaid th* 


lo sin in lovittg 
6trumpct|A 

With all her double vigor, ait and nature, 
Onee stir my temper but this virtnous maid 
feubdueetae quite 
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hab An ignominious ransom, and free 
pardon, 

Are of two homes , lawful mere) sure, 

Is nothing kin to foul redemption 
Hop* 

The miserable have no other medicine 
But only hope 

Moral Reflection* on the Vanity qf tAfe 
Be absolute for death , eitfcet jteath or hfe 
Shall thereby be the sweeten Edison thusj 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a ftfog [with lite 
That none but fools would keep * a breath thou 
Servile to all the skiey influc$jfef, [art, ] 
That do this habitation, where thou keep 
Hourly afflict merely, thou act death s loci , 
For him thou labonr'st by thy (light to shun 
And >ct ruim'&t tow’rd him still Thou ut 
not noble , 

Tor all the accommodations that thou bear st 
Arc nurs d by bareness thou art by no means 
valiant , 

Tor thou dost fear the soft ind tender fork 
Of i poor worm Thy host of rest u sleep, 

And th it thou oft provok st yet grossly fear’stj 
Thy d< ith, which is no more Thou art not 
tliysclf, 

For thou exist st on many a thousand grams , 

7 hit issue out of dust Happy thou art Diet , 
Tor what tliou hast not, still thou stmfet to get , 
And wh it thou hast, forgett’at Tliou art not] 
certain , 

Tor thy complexion «hifts to strange effects, 
After the moon it tliou art rich, thou 'rt poor 
1 or, like an w, whose bark with ingots bows, I 
Thou lx ar ot th> lu a\y nclu s but a journey, 
And dcith unloids thcr Inend thou bast 
none , 

For thine own bowels which do rail thee biro 
* I he mere effusion ot thy proper loins, 

Ho curtc the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 

Tor ending thee no sooner. Thou host nor ! 
youth nor age, 

But as it were an alter dinner’s sleep, 

Dk 'iming on both , 1< i all thy bit cued youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth be g the alms 
Of palmed eld , and when thou art old and 
rich, [beaut) 

v niou hast neither he it, affection, limb, nor 
To make thy riches pie isant What s yet m 
this, 

That bears the name of life 7 Yet in this Ufe 

I ib hid more thousand do itha , yet death we! 
That makes there odds all eve*. [fcor,^ 

The Terror* qf Death most in Apprehension 
Claud Is there no remedy * [head, 
Dab None but such remedy os, to save a| 
Would cleire a heart m twain. 

IhcWf 7 But is there any 7 
IV ci use aw. - 
We trcid \ I do fear thee, Claudio j and 
You may i tf* 

For I have jWrott* life should^ entertain, 

II hen 1 that ven winters more reaped! 


[book nr r 
Dar’st thou die ? ^ 


Than a perpetual honor 
The sense of death is most w apprehension , 
And the poor beetle that we tre id upon, 

In corprol suflcrance feels a pang a& great 
As when & giant dies 

Resolution from a Set#* qf Honor 
Claud Why give you me this shame 7 
Think >ou I can a resolution fetch 
From flow ry tenderness 7 If I must die, 

I will encounti r dirkness as a bride, 

Vnd hug it m my arms 1 [lather s grn« 

hab There spike my brother, there my 
Hid utter iorth a voice 

A sainted Hypocrite 
hab \fs thou must do > 

1 hou art too noble to conserve a liK s (puty 
1 n b iw sppham es i his outw ird saik l dc 
\\ hose settled visage aud dclib r it< woid »■ 
\ ipb youth i th’ head, and follu s drth cmnu w 
Vs f ikon doth the fowl is jf t i devil , 

His filth within being cist, h< would ipp< u 
V pond ib dtc p dB hill 
Claud The princely Angelo 7 
Dab O ’tis the cuuumg livery of h« 11, 
The damnedst body to invest and cover 
(n princely guards I 

The Terror* qf Death. 

Dab O, were it but my hie, 

I’d throw it dow n for j our dchvei mce 
AS frankly is a pin 

(laud Ah, Isibel 1 
hab What says iny brother 7 
( laud *»— Death’s a feirtul thing 
Tsab And shamed hfe a hateful [where , 
Claud Ah but to die, and go we know not 
To lie m cold obstruction, and to rot , 
i lus sensible warm motion to become 
\ kneaded dW[5 and the dilated spirit 
To baths in fletf floods ) or to reside 
In thrtUmg regions iff thick-jibbed ice 
To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with rt stlc ss violence round ibout 
1 he pend mt world , < r to be drone thin worst 
Of those, that law 1 ss iml mcertain thoughts 
Bhsgme hofclfdg 1 tis it o h rnble 1 
The wannest And most h allied worldly hfe 
That age, aqne, penury, imprisonment, 

Can lay OfeMure, flue paridi«c o 

To what w^ajr ofdea^ 

Death reptoachcd 
Dab [fdLJ O dishonest 



Wilt 
Is ’t not a 


taj vtce 7 

of magst, Cb 4 ike Mo [I thi nk 7 
From thine own 1 What should 

Hea\en graaA f dS®®fWy' d my father 

f IT* S 

Tor such a warped slip of wilder ness [once- 
No er issued from his blood— Take my <feh 
Die perish ' might but my bending dfltvn 
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kc pnrvi thee from thy fate, it should proceed— 

V)h he fie he' \ 

1 hv sm 6 not accident'll! but a trade , 

Me icy to thee would prove itself a bawd , 

1 wi ic best thou diest quickly 1 

A beautiful Song 
Take O take those Upi away, 

1 hit so sweetly Were forsworn , 

And those eyes, the break of dav, 

1 ghts that do mislead the mom 
Put my kisses bnhg igiin , 

Sells cf love but eeald in vsin 
Hide O hide those hills of snow. 

Which thv frozen bosom bears, 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Art of thi se thit \pnl wears > 

But in# pool heirt hrst set free, 

Bou / in thoso icy chuns by thd*, 

Execution finely expressed 
By eight to-morrow 
I hou shilt be nudi lmmort il « 

bound Sleep. 

As fabt lock'd up in sleep , n guiltless libor 
W lien it lies starkly m the trailer s bones 

Character if an Arch Hypocrite 
O I conjure thee, prince, Os thou belicv’st 
1 here is another comfort than this world 
I hat thou ueglec t me not, with that opinion 
lint 1 am touch'd with madness make not 
impossible > [sfota] 

1 hat which but seems unlike 'tis not itnpos- 

I ut one the w« kcdcbt c utiff on the ground 
M iy si i m is shy, is gr ive, as just, a a absolute 
Vs Vii^do, even so may Angc&O, 
in all his dressings, charocld, tides, forms, 

Be on arch villain trust me rend prince, 

II he be less, he 's nothing but nV* pore, 

Had I more names for badness 

Rupert due to 

Respect to your great place h-end let the 
devil 

Be sometimes honor'd for his burning throne 
j fapombfbty Intercession 

Against all sense you do importune her. 

Should she kneel d y* u m mercy of this foot, 

Her brother s ghost his pa\od bed. would break* 

And take her hence in honor 1 „ 

• Reformed Man si *utu*#*«* 

They say best mefr %tc oul of 


13 


And for the mo^ 
For being a little 1 
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StiStRatt*** 

Natural Pn 
out , with a' 
melancholy M#i 

Ant Ig sooth, I know not why I *m so sad 
you my, it weanes you 


It 


But bow ! caught it found it, or camo by it, 
W hat stuff tis made of, whereof it is born, 

1 am to learn 

And such a want wit sadness makes of me 
That I havt much \do to know myself 
Solar lour mind is tossing on the ocean. 
There where your argosies with portly tail, 

I ike sigmoia and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants oi the sea,— 

Do over peer the petty traffickers, 

That curtsey to them { do them reverence, 

A* they fly by thfsm With their woven wings 
Solan Relieve me, Sir, had I such ven- 
The better part of my affections would {tares, 
Be with my faggs abroad I should be still 
forth, 

Plucking the gram, to know where sits the 
wind 

Pcciin^ m mips, for ports, and piers, and 
roads 

Vnd every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to tay ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me bad 
SaUtr My wind, codHng taty btoth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too groat might do at s< a 
1 should not see the sandy hour-gl i s run, 

But I should think of shallows and of flat* , 
And Bee my Wealthy Andrew dock d m sand. 
Vailing her high top lower than lu r ribs 
To kisu her banal Should 1 go to church, 
And seo the noly edifice of stone, 

And not bethmk ne straight of dangerous 
rocks, 

Which touching but my gentle vessel's sidp. 
Would matter all he r spices on the stream 
T nrohe the roaring witirb with my snks 
And, in ft word, but even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing ? bliall I have the 
thought 

To think of this I end shall {Mbit the thought 
That such a thing bechanc'dPWuld make me 
But toll net mo, I know Antonio [suH 
lb aid to think upon his merchandise 
Ant Believe me, no I thank my fortune 
fruit, 

My ventures ate not m one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place , nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year 
Therefore my merch mdise makes me not sadf 
Sal Why then you are in love 
Ant Fie, fie 

Sal Not m love neither 1 Then let us say 
you are sod, 

Because you are not merry and 'twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and any you are 

merry, ffanus. 

Because you tte not tod Now by two headed 
Nature hath firami strange fellows m hor 
tune [eye#*, 

Sorao that will evermore peep through their 
And laugh like parrots at a big piper 
And others of such vinegar aspect, [smile. 

That they 'll not show their teeth m way of 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable 
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Chttrfidneu and affected Chanty contrasted 
X ct me play the fool [tome , 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles 
And let mv liver rather heat with w me 
r lhan n»y heart cool with mortifying groat}* 
Why sin uld a nun whobC blood is w ant} vdth- 
Stt like his grandsire oat in abbafttmt? [in, 
Sltep when he wakes, and CJ&ep tyito tho 
jaundice 

By bung peevish f I tell the* tfo&t, Antoni* 

I love thee, and it is my love thfri speaks 
7 here are a sett mtin, whtpo visages 

Do ere im and mantle like * standing pond , 
And do a wilful Stillness ootettotatt, 

With purpose to be drest in an opinion 
Of wisdom gravity, profound conreit , 

As who should say, ‘'lam Sir Oracle 
And when I opo my hps kt no do n ' lnrk 

0 my Antonio T do know of those, 
r l lut theicfore only ne reputed wise, 

For a lying nothing, who I am veiy sure, 

II thov should speak would almost damn 

those ears, 

W lui h hearuig thorn, would call their bro 
tliers tools 

I II tell tlite more of this another time 
But ti*>h not w 1th this melancholy bait. 

For thi9 fool gudgeon, this opinion 

Generous and dinntereeted Friendship 
Ant I pray you, good Bassamo, let me know 
And i) it stand, as you ) ourself still do, [it 
Within the eje of honor lie assurd 
Mv purso, in\ porson mv extremcbt means, 
Lie ill unlock d to your net asions 

Base In my bchool days when I hid lost 
one shitt, 

T shot his fellow of tl c i If same flight 
l h «* Its unc wai with more advised watch 
1 o hml the other , and by advent ring hotli 

1 oft found botbjk.1 ur^e tht* childhood proof, 

Because what is pure innocence 

I owe you much } and, like a wiifhl yonth 
T hat which l owe is lest but if )ou please 
1 o shoot a not lu r arrow that sell w ly 
W hirh you did shoot the first l do not dotibt — 
\s 1 will watch the aim, — or to find both, 

Or bring your litter hazard back igam, 

And thankfully rest debtor tor the first 
Ant > ou know new ell , and here m zpend 
but time, 

To wind ibout my love with cucumstance , 
Vnd, out ot doubt, you do me now mom 
In making question of my uttetpwrt, [wrong, 
Than if you bad made wiste of all 1 have 
Then do but say to me what I Ihonld do, 
lhat In vour knowledge may by me he done, 
And 1 m prest unto it therefore, sputk 

—Thou know’st that ail my fortunes are at 
Neither have I money, nor commodity JVa, 
f Xo ruse i present sum theiefore go forth, 
T^mbhit my credit can in Venice % , 
fell he rack d even fo the u#rmost ; 
taee to Bfljfiont, to fcff ffyttuu 


(3o, pmmfy inquire* and so will I, 
Where mofiev is , and 1 no question make 
To haw it ot my trust, or fbr my sike 


A Jew » Value 
This is Signor \ntomo 
How hke a fvwmug public m le 


I toss 
Myl 
looks t 

I hate 1 im for he » a Cbnsfc^n [ 1 side 
But nu re for that, m low simplicity 
He lend < ut monev gratis and brings d >w n 
The rat cf ubance here witli us m \cnicc 
[f I can catch him once upon th< hip 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge 1 Ik ir him 
Hr h ites our sacred nation , uid he tails 
h cn there, wheie merchants most do congie 
gate, 

Ot me, m) b&rguns and my wdl\ m thrift 
\\ Inch he eills interest ( uibcd be a ^ tribe 
It I forgive him 1 ^s. 

4 Jew's Sanctity and Ifypoci isy 

Fhyl When Jacob graz d 1 1 uut lc L it a i s 
slu op, 

This F icob from our holy Abrohun was 
( \s his wise mother Wrr tight m 1 ib Ik hill) 

1 he third possessor , ay, he was the third 
Ant And \vhat of him 1 did he t »ki mt« 
rest 7 [would saj 

t>hyl No, not take mtoiest , nut is you 
Direetly interc st , mark what Tat ob did 
When I sban and hnmcli were coniprolnibd 
That all the canhngs, w Inch w ere stie il d a» d 
py’d, [i mk 

Should fall as Jacobs hire —the ewes bui 
In r nd of mtumu turned to the r mis 
Vnd w l cn the work of gi nu ttion was 
Be tween those Woolly breeders in the ict 
1 he skilful shepherd pceld me certain wand , 
And in the doing of the deed ot kind, 

He stuck them up bt foie the fulsome e\ , 

M ho then eojicfiVing, did m caning turn 
TaU party -eoloitfd lambs, and ties* wtu 
Jacob’s 

Thi* M* i wqy to thrive, and be was t U st , 
And thrift is blessing if nun steal * 4 1 not 
Ant 7 his was a venture, Sir, that I uob 
terv d for, 

\ thing not n$ Iw pawci to bring to pu>s 
Bdt sway’d A f i um d ’n the h ind ot Hi i 
to make i tc rt t good 7 [veu 
Or is yeuyjgcffiL Uld Igyer ewi uid rams 7 
&hyl VpAtoMt W, J mike it breed a* 
Botfote 11 * list 

ThfdSk? 

\n evil Soul; 

Is like a 

V goodly 1 _ rnr 

O, what a goodly jjbiehoctkhath 

%gnur Xntomo many itihfoanSoft 
In the Rialto you have iited me 
About my monies and my usances 4 ± 



4purpcbe 

witness 
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fctill Ime I borne it with t patient Wrog, 

1 i suite lain c is the badge ot all oirr tnbo 
1 > i c ill me rtusbehem t ut thro it dog, 

\ini *■! t up in my It wish gabardine, 

Vi (I ill 1 m use of that which is in) own 
Util tlun it now ipp$w you need my 
help — 

Cio to then you come to sod you say, 
^h> lot k w e would fehve monies yon s iy so , 
1 u tli it <lid void your rheum upon my beard 
\nd li ot nit , is you spurn i strougei t ir 
()\t r )i ur Ihicshold —Monies l«> >oui 1 1 — 
M h it should 1 siy to you t«— Should I not s iy,| 
* II ith i dog money 1—1$ it possiblo 
A ii cm lend threb thousand ducitb 1 —or 
sh ill I bend low ana, m a bondman g key, 
With batul bit ith and wlnsp ring humble 
m ssy [djw lafit 

say this ‘l in *hi you epitonmeoaUfediies, 
irn d uu ui li i diy , another timr 
< u till d mt d , and for these courtesies 
1 11 h nd jou thus much monies ?” 

An Apology foi a black Complexion 
Mislikt me not for my completion 
'*1 he shidow d In cry ot the burnish d Min, 

I o whom l am a nughlior, and ne n bred 
Brin,. me the furest crciture northern born 
W lie rc Phcebus' fare be tree th iws the icicles 
A ud let us m ike incision for your love 

10 prove whose blood is irddest lus or mine 
I ti li thee lady, this aspect ot mine 

Ilith teir d the \ limit , li> nty hue l sweu 
1 lie best rcjrtrdcd Minina ot eur clime 

11 i\o loy d it to a 1 would not c lnnge this 

hue fque t ii 

I xcept to &teil jour thoughts, my b on ^ c 
Merit no Match for the Coptics & Fortune 
—Lead me to the casket^ 

To try mj fortune By this soynuto t, 

T hit slew the sophv ijfld a Persian ppnee. 
That won three holds afSulffa Stiff dutar- 
I would o erstare the bternest^fpes thqt look, 
Out bnve the heart most daring on the earth,] 
Pluck the joung sucking cubs from the she 
bear. 

Yea, mock the hog w ben lu roan for prey, 

I ) win thee, lady But il is the while * 

If l Hercules and Ly< 1 is pla\ it 
\\ Inch js the better m m * tin gi tw 
May turu by fortune li yi ~ 

So as Alcides be itr n by 
And ee may I ' " 



Miss th tt which 
And die with 


Bm, 

rhou art too 
Parte that become 
And in such mi 
But where thou/ 
they Mtow] 

Something tee hheiol , pray thee tatet pain 
To allay mt <W drops of modesty 



VOlflO 

enough, 

‘ Its 
i, why there] 


Thy skipping spirit , lest, through thy wild 
behaviour, 

I bo mi&construi d in the place I go to, 

And I< se my hopi 

Ora * n inor Bassamo hen me 

If I da not put on a sober habit, [then. 

Talk with Kspict, and swe ir but now and 
Wear piavei books in n»y pocket, look de- 
muiely , [eyes 

Npy more while gtocc is siylng hood mmo 
Thus with my hat, end sigh, and say Vincu > 
TTst all the observance of civility, 
l il c om well studied hi i sad oatent, 

To please his gfApdaty-Mimr tiurt me more 

1 he Jtw 9 Cofnpwnds to /its Daughter 

lieu you me, lesMCi [mum, 

I ( k p m\ Jim is , uid when >ou lu t the 
Viul tie uh qiu ikin* nl the ton nak d lde, 

( 1 uni i r you n< t up to the e tsi ments tin u 
Not tlirust jour he id into t[ie public sticet 
f<» gi/f on (bristnn fools with iirnnlid 

facts [mints 

LJut stop lay house s ears —I mean wv ciso- 
Lel not the sound ot shallow iopptry enter 
My sobc r house 

1 tuition mort languid than ripectation 
O, ten Uines foster Venus put t ns tty 
7 o Seal love’b bonds new made tlun the y are 
To keep obliged forth nnforibited [ wont 
—Who nseth from a fc ist 
With th it keen appetiU that he aits down f 
Wh» ie u> the horse tbit doth untie id again 
His tedious measures with the unbited tire 
1 hat he did pan Him hi t 7 All thing* that 
Art w ith inon spirit t b i id than < njoy d [lie, 
How Like ajounkcr oi a prodigil 
I he si irted bark puts from her nalm bay 
Hu™ d aud unbraced by the strumpet wuid r 
How like a prodigal doth she ffrtnra , 

With over weather'd ribs, ap£ tagged suls 
Lean, rent, and beggar’d faf W strumpet 
wind* * 

The Parting qf Friends 
I saVv Bassamo and Vutomo pait 
Bassamo told him, he would mike some speed 
Ot his return , he answer d, u Do not so , 
Slubber not businiss toi my sikt , Bias into, 
But stay the \crv npmg ot the time 
And foi the Ii w s bond, which he lnth of me, 
I et it not enter ut your mind of love 
Bo meny , aud wdnploy your ehiekst thoughts 
To courtship, hud such fan ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there ” 

And even th hw eye being big with tears, 
Turning has raw* he put his band behind him, 
And with afteefeoh wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bhssajvio'b hand and so they ported 
raise Judgment oj the Many 
~****#Drttuio uow, 

To my heart** bop* ‘—Gold, silver, and base 
lead# . [he huh . 1 

Mwatifrtpt (Mt- hiuurd all 
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You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard 
What mv a the golden cheat? ha 1 let me 
— 

f( W ho clioosoth me, shall gam what many 
meit desire 99 [meant 

\V h it m in} men desire * — rbat many may be 
Of tin tool multitude, that choost by show, 
Not lc irnmg more thin the fond cyt doth 
teach frnartlet, 

Which pries not to the intenot, but, like the 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even m the force and road of casu ilty i 

1 will not choose what many men desire, j 
Because I will not jump with common spirits,! 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes , 


\\ ith blc/rcd visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. 

A Song On Fancy 

f 

Tell me, where is foncy bied 
Or in the heart, or in the ht ad ? 

How begot, how nourished 1 

Replj 

IT 

ft is engender’d m the eyes , 

W ith gazing fed and f int y dies 
In the cradle where it lies 

Let us all ring fancy's knell 
1 11 begin it, — Ding dong, bell 


Honor ought to be confer* ed on Met it only 
Wh} then to thee, thou silvu treasure 
house. , 

Tell me once more what tith thou dost bear 
1 W ho ch inseth me, shall get a* much as he 
deserves 9 

And wc 11 baid too , f< r who shall go about 
r l 1 1 o/en fortune wd 1*. honorable [bume 
Without the stamp of ment ? Let none pre 
To wear in undeserved dignity 

0 tint estates degiees, and offices [honor 
IV cic not dc riv d corruptly * and that clear 
Wf re pure has d b) the merit of the wearer * 
How in ms then should rover, Ih it stand bire * 
How m my be < ommanded, that command 1 
IIow nurh low peasantry would then bo 

git in d [honor 

From tlit tiut seed < t honor 1 and how much! 
IVk d from the chaff and ruin of the times 
To be new varnish d 1 

1 etc s Mi ssenger compated to an April Day 

I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of Jove , 

V diy in April never came so sweet, 

To show how costly summer was at h md 
Ab tins lore-spurrer comes bclorc his lurd 

Music 

Let music sound, while he doth make his 
ch nee ’ 

Then, if he lobe, he makes a bwan kke end, 

F idmg m music —That the comparison 
Miy stand more proper, my eje shall bo the 
streim 

And w it rv deith bed for him he may win , 
And what is music then ? Then music is, 
Even as thp flourish, when true subjects bdw 
To i new crowmd monarch such it is 
As ait those dulcet sounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bndcgiooms 
And summon him to * fear, 

Now he goes 

With no less presence, but with much more 

love, 

Than young \lcjdes, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by bowling Troy 
To the sea monster i find for Mpnjice, 

The rest aloof am the Dacdanion wives, 


The Decett qf Ornament or A } 
So may the outward shows 


Appearances 
1 o '*ist them 


I he world is still deceiv d with om mien*** 

In law what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

Hut being season d with i ruu us voic e, 
Obsc urcs the show of evil f In religion 
What d imned error but sonic sc her brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text 
Hiding the grossness with fur ornament 1 
I here, is no sice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward puts 
I How m my cowards, whose heirts arc ill as 


false 


As btairs of sind weir }ct upon their chins 
1 he bcaids ct Hercules md irowmn * Mar , 
Who inward starthd hivt livers white is 
milk 1 

\nd the se issume but valor excrcmi nt 
1 o render them redoubled f ook on beauty 
\nd \ou shall see tis purchas d by the weight, 
\\ Inch therein works a nurick in ntturc, 
Making them lightest that weir most of it 
'-o are those crisped snaky golden locks 
\\ hich make sue h wanton gambols with the 
[Jpon supposed ikirnebs often known [wind 
To be the dowry of a *er ond he id 
The scull that bred them m the sepulchre 
Thus ornament ib but the gilded shore 
1 o a most clingerous &ca , the beauteous scart 
V riling an lmh in beauty , in a word [on 
I he seeming truth which cunning times put 
T’ entrap the wibc*.t— I hen fore thou g udy 

Hud food for Midas, 1 will none of thee 
Nor none Of thee, thou pale and comAion 
drudge, [lead. 

Tween man and me% thou, thou meagro 
Which Wither threarxfort tjhan foist promise 
aught, * 

Thy plainness move# me aim than eloquence, 
And hereofae** 1$ Joy consequence 

r Future 

What had LJwre? 

Fair Portia s counterfeit i What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these 
Or whether, ndisg on the belle of mine, [eyes ? 
&eem they In motion ? Here are sever'd lips 



BOOK III ] 

1* in« (1 w ith sugar breath ; so sweet & bar 
bhould sun h i such sweet friends Here in 
he i It urs 

r l lie p iinti r pi i\s the pule r , mcl h ith woven 
\ goid» h mi sli 1 inti ip the he aits of me n 
] isi< i th Lit gnats in r obw ebs but hot eyes, — 
1 low t ould he see to do them ? Having m ide 
one* [his, 

Me thinks it should have power to steal both 
And it lu itscit unfurnished 

An amiable Ihitle 
Portia Though for mvself alone 
1 would not lit ambitious, in my wish, 

1 o w ish my self much bettor jet for you 
I would be tw ble d twenty time s myself, 

V thousand times moic fui, ten thousand | 
time * moi e rich, 

That in y fei t inel high in your account, 

I Jit in virtues heiuties livings, ti lends, 

I \i ted i count but the full sum of me 

Is uin e t nothin,* , which to te rm in gross. 

Is hi uulcsson el ill unschonl d, uiipr ictis d 

I I ippy in tins she ia not yet so old 

But site in iy learn , hippiei than this in thit 
^1 m in not bre.il so dull but she e in leirn , 
Nippiest ot ill is tint her gentle spmt 
f e minus lUelf to jours to he diroe t, 

Vs lioin her lord, In r governm he r king 

1 oi ns Thoughts computed to thi inailuulati 
Jot^ of a CtoujI 

Hass Madam jeiu lnu be it ft nit ol ill 
woicls , 

Oiil\ m\ 111 i wl s|u lk to von in mv \e ms 
\ ml time is sue h e e illusion ill mv piweis, 

\s life r sornt ontiein 1 urlj spoke 
By i be loved pi me. e thi re doth ippen 
Wong (Ik buzzing pletsed multitude , 

\\ lien every sown thing, being blent together 
Turns to i wld of nothing, save of joy 
1 \pre t ind not tvpii st 

Valuable Frund. t 
Por Is it grout ik ir fru ml that is thus in ] 
trouble I [man 

Hass 1 he dearest end to me, thi kindest 
f In* lx st e onditiou d iml miw tried spirit 
In d»png louittsus i nel oni in whom 
1 lie men nt Romm h mor mine ippears 
r i Inn inj that dnws hie tth m Itily 
Por Whit sum owes tap the Jpw 7 
Haag Tot me three thousand duetts. 

Por What, no rafts* 1 
Ri lum siv thdhs in Sl'wi defkee tfajbond j 
1> hie sit thousand, and then treble that, 
J'efoie a friend of this description 
Should low a hair though my duetyro’afhult 

Implacable Rtymge* 

T II have my bond; I wfll net hear thee 
speak, 

I 11 Imo my bond; and therolore speak no 
more ( 

1 11 not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool | 
V oi y 1 Nos 83 6l 84 
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To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
1 o Christi in inti re e ssors 

(•tnnous friendship 

Lot. Mid un although I speak it in your 
prest in \ 

You have a noble and a true conce it [ly 
Of godlike arnity whir h ippe irs most strong- 
In bearing thus the disc m < ot j our lord 
But, if you knew to whom jou show this 
honor, 

How tine a gentleman you si nd relief, 

I low ill ar i lover of my lord jour husband, 

I know von would bo prouder of thi work 
'I lnu » istomary bounty can ontorce you 
Pot 1 never did rt pent lor rioin T pood 
Ni i lull not now lor m compounds 
1 hit do <i iiu ii mi w iste tin turn tie.ithu, 
W ho i < ul d » heir 1 1 equal yoke < f lo\< , 
Then mo t In nifds l like proportion 
Of Inn mu nts ol nm nils mil of spmt 
W Jin h in ik* > ini think tint this Vntonio 
IN mg thr bosom lovei oi my lord 
Must n< rils br like my lord , if if be so, 

How little is the cost I hiy< bestnyy d 
. In pun hasing tin si milliner of my soul 
I rom out tlie stiti ot hi llisli crui Itv ' 
j I his comes ton ueir the pi using ot mv-* 11 
i hereioie no mo i of it 

A purt , bragging I on th 
I 11 hold the « mv v »jj* i, 

When yve m bntli accoutred hki young men 
I 11 pro\i tin putliu li llow ot the two, 

Vml y\i ir my cl i< ■vrvvilli i brnrrm no, 

V nd sjm ik bctvvciu rli ehmgt ol mm md 
boy, [sUp> 

With i lenl voice and ti rn two niun mg 
Into i in in 1} stride , and spi ik ot li its 
Like i hue bringing youth and tell ipumt 

Ills 

How Ik ii rilile Iidiis sought my love, 

W liu h 1 1< nyuu the v fill sick and died, 
l r ould not do with ill , then J 11 rt pi nt 
Vml yyisli, for ill tl> t that ( had not kill d 
\»d twenty of thesi puny lies I 11 toll | < in ' 

J h it men shill bwi ar I ve discontinue d i In r I 
Above i twclvemontn 1 have within mv 
iniud 

A tliousami nw tucks ot these brigging jieks 
Which 1 will pi n tise 

The Jiw's Reason for his Revenge 
Shyl t have possess'd your grace ol whit 
I purpose j 

Aud by our holy sabbath have I sworn 
To h ive the due and forfeit of my houd 
If you denj it, let the danger light 
I pon your charter and your city b fjc edmn 
Von 'll ask me, why 1 rather cIioom t > hive 
V weight ot carnou He li, thin to cieivi 
Three thousand due its 1 11 not mswer th n , 
Rut, say, it is my hmnor Is it mbwer d 7 
Whai if my house hi troubled with a rat. 

And 1 bo pleas d to give fen thousand due ds 
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To have it bail'd ? What, are you answer’d 
yet ? 

Some men there arc Invc not a gaping pig; 
Some that are mad if they behold a cat ; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i’ th' 
nose, 

Cannot contain their urine for affection : 
Masters of passion sway it to the mood 
Of what it likes, or loathes. Now for your 
answer : 

As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame 
As to offend, himself being offended *, 

So can 1 give no reason, nor 1 will not, 

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loatli- 
1 bear Antonio, that 1 follow thus [ing 

A losing suit against him. Arc you answer'd ? 

Unfeeling Revenge. 

Yoh may as well go stand upon the beach, 
And bid the mam flood bate bis usii.il height ; 
You may as well use questions with the wolf. 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the 
lamb ; 

You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise 
When they arc fretted with the gusts of hc.i- 
You mnj as well do any thing most hard, [ven ! 
As seek to soften that (than which what 's 
His Jewish heart. [harder ?) 

Retaliation . . 

Duke. How shaft thou hope for mercy, 
rend 'ring none l 

Bhyl. What judgment shall I dread, doing 
no wrong ? 

You have among you many a purchas'd slave, 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs and 
You u*e in abject and in slavish parts, [mules, 
Tie cause you bought them . shall 1 say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ; 
Why sweat they under burthens / let their 
beds 

Be marie as soft ns yours, and let their palates 
Be season'd with such viands : you will an- 
swer, 

The slaves are yours. So do I answer you : 
The pound of flesh, which l demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and 1 will have it ; 
If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 

I stand for judgment ; answer : shall I have it 7 

Mercy. 

The quality of mercy is hot strain'd ; 

It droppetli os a gentle rain from heaven 
L’pou the place beneath. It is twice blessed ; 
It blcsseth him that gives, and him that takes. 
7 Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than bis crown : 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 


Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings * 
Blit mercy is al»o\e the sceptred sway . 
ft is enthroned in the hearts of kings : 

If is an attribute to God himself; [God's, 
And earthly power doth then show hkosl 
\Y hen mercy seasons justice. Theivfbie. Jew, 
Though justice be tliy plea, consider this — 
That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should sec salvatiou : we do pray fur merev; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to 
The deeds of mercy. [render 

Cheerful Resignation, with friendly Tender - 

nm. 

• 

Ant. I am arm’d and well prepar'd — 

(Jive me your hand, Bnssanio : fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for yon; 
For herein fortune shows herself Afore kind 
I Than is her custom. — Jt is t.idl her use 
To let the wretched man online his wealth* 
To view with hollow evi* and wrinkled brow 
Ail age of poverty ; from which luig'riug jk- 
Of such a misery doth she cut me o!f. [nance 
Commend me to your honorable wife : 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end ! 

Sav how I loved you, speak me fair in death 
\ nd , when the tale is told, bid her be jndg 
Whether Bnssanio had not once a love. 

Repent not von that you shall lose your friend, 
And lie repents not that he pays your debt. 

Description of u Moon-light Night , with fine 
Music. 

Lor. The moon slimes bright *. in such a 
night as this, 

When tin' sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 
\ud they did make no noise; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall, 
And sigh'd his soul towards the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid’ lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew’ ; 

Arid saw the lion’s shadow' ere himself. 

And rinmway dismay'd. 

Lor. In such a night, # 

Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand. 

Upon the, wild sea-b.mks, and wall her love 
To come again Jo Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old iEson. 

Lor. In such a night 0 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew ; 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far ns Belmont, 

Jes. And in such a night, 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well ; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night, 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 


I How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this 
bank l 
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I loro will we eit, and let the sounds of music 
t’recp m our oars : soft stillness ami the night 
Heroine the touches of Mveet Ir.irniouy. 

Sil, Jc-o-jra; look, how the llooi of licnv’n 
Is tlnek inlanl with pitmes of bright gold ; 
There *s not the smallest orb which them be- 
liut in his motion like an angel sings, [hold'st, 
Still i|uirinir to the young-eyed chorubims : 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

Hut , whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.— 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress* 
And draw her homeVith music. [ear, 

Jes. 1 am never merry when I hear sweet 
music. 

Lor . Tim reason is. your spirits are attori- 
For do hut note a wild and wanton herd, [tive : 
Or race of youthful and unbundled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing 
loud, 

Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they perchance hut hear a trumpet sound, 
Or any air of music touch their ears, 

Vou shall perceive them make a mutual stand. 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modes! gaze 
By the sweet pow’r of music. Therefore the 
poet [lloods ; 

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, aiul 
»Smcc nought so stock hard, and full of rage, 
But music lor the time doth change his nature. 
The man that hath not iiiu-it. in himself, 

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds, 
Ik lit for treasons, stiafagcms, and spoils ; 

The. motions of his spuit arc dull as night, 

Xml lus affections dark as Erebus ; 

Let no such man be trusted. 

A good Deed compared to a Candle, and the 
Effect s of Time. Circumstances , <$*c. 

Por. 1 low far that little candle throws liis 
beams ! 

o chines i good deed in a naughty world. 
iVn\ When the moon shone wo did not see 
the caiullc. 

Por. So doth the •• renter glory dim the 
A substitute shines brightly ag a king, [less : 
l : ntil a king be by; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark ! 

Ay. It is your music, madam, of the house. 
Por. Nothing is goodf l see, without re- 
spect ; 

Methinkx it souuds much sweeter than, by day. 
±\er. Sdcncc bestows that virtue on it, 
madam. [lark 

Por. The crow does sing as sweetly as the 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 
When ev’ry goose is cackling, would be thought 
Nn better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 
To their light praise, and true perfection ! 
Peace, ho : the moon sleeps with Kndvmion, 
And would not be awak’d ! 


Moon -light Night. 

This night met hoiks, is but the day-light 
Ft looks a little paler ; ’tis a day, [sick ; 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Elegant Compliment. 

Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

$ 7. MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Sit VKSVKAUH. 

Description of Spendthrifts, who seek to better 
their Fortunes by rich Wires. 

I Ik doth object, I am too groat of birth; 

And that, mv state being gall’d with my ex- 
1 sock t«» heal it only by his wealth : [pense, 
Beside the<o, other bars lie lays before me — 
My riots pist my wild societies ; 

And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible 
F should low* thee but as a property. 

A valuable Woman loved for her own sake. 

— Wooing thee,, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bio™ * 
And ’tis the very riches of thyself 
That now 1 aim at. 

An Apparilion. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tal pws. that 
I Feme, the hunter. 

Sometime a keeper here, in Windsor forest, 
Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight. 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d 
horns ; [cattle ; 

And there he blasts the tree, and takes the 
And makes niilch-kine yield blood, and shakes 
a chain 

In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 
You've heard of such a spirit ; and well you 
The superstitious idle-headed eld [know, 

Received, and did deliver to our age, 

Thin tale of Herne the Hunter for a truth. 
Page. Why, yet there want not many, that 
do fear 

Fn deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : 
But what of this ? 

Fairies : their office. 

Search Windsor castle, elves, within and 
out : [room ; 

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred 
That it may stand till the pcipetual doom, 

In state as wholesome, as in state ’tis lit; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juieo of balm, and every precious flower : 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 
With loyal blazon, evermore be blest ! 

And nightly, meadow-lairics, look, }«"« **mg. 
Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be. 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 
And, Tloni soit qui mal y pense, w rite, {white ; 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 
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SO 

Buckled below fair knight hood’s bending 
Fairies use flowers for their charactcry. [knee ; 

§8. A MIDSUMMER NIGHT S DREAM. 

StlAKSPKAKE. 
Tediottsnees of Expectation . 

Thee. Ilow slow 

This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

The Witchcraft of Love. 

My gracious duke, 

This man hath witch’d the bosom of »ny child . 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her 
rh\ mes, 

And interchang’d love tokens v. ith inv child : 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window Ming, 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 
And htol'11 the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, con- 
ceits, [sengers 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, mes- 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth : 
With cunning hath thou filch’d giy daughter’s 
heart : 

Turn'd her obedienre, which i3 due to me, 

To stubborn harshness. 

A Father s Authority. 

To you your father should be as a god : 

One that comprw’d your beauties 5 yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By bini imprinted ; and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Nun. 

Thes. Therefore, fair Ilcrmia, question 
your desires, 

Know of your youth, examine, well your blood. 
Whether, f if you yield nut to your father’s 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; [choice) 
For aye to be in a shady cloister mew d ; 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless 
moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage ! 

But earthlier happy is the rose distil I’d, 

Than that which, withering on the virgin 
thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her. ' So will I grow, so live, so die, my 
Ere I will yield my virgin-patent up [lord, 
Unto his lordship, to whoso unwish’d yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

T$ie Love ever craped. > 

, Lye. Ab me 1 for aught that ever I could 
Could ever bear by tale or history, [read, 
The course, of true love never dio run smooth 5 
Buygp It vftas different in blood, 
CtefKmisgntfM ip Inspect of years $ 

Dr -%0 if stood upon the choice of friends t 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
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War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it ; 
Making it momentary as a snuud, 

Swift as a shadow, sliort as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both hcav'u and 
earth : 

And, ere a man hath pow’r to say — Behold ! 
The jaws of darkness do deyour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion ! 

Her. Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross, [sighs. 

As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 
Assignation. 

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow. 

By his best arrow with the golden head, 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves, [loves ; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers 
And by that fire yririch burnt the Caitliagu 
queen, ' S* 

When the false Trojan under f ail was seen ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
in numlier more than ever women ‘■poke ; 

In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Modest and generous Eulogium of a Rival. 
Hel. Call you me fair? That fair again 
unsay : 

Demetrius loves you, fair ; O happy fair ! 

Your eyes are, lode-stars, ami yuur tongue 
sweet air 

More tunable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 
When wheat is green, when bawl horn buds 
appear. 

Sickness is catching : O, w r cre favor so ! 

Yours 1 would catch, fair llcruiia, ere l go : 
My car should catch your voice, iny eve your 
eye ; [melody. 

My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet 
Were the world mine. Demetrius being bated. 
The rest I ’ll give to be to you translated. 

O teach me how you look ! and w'lth what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Moon. 

When PbtL’be dotli behold 
Her Bilver visage in the watery glass, 

Decking with liquid pr arl the bladed gra is. 

Love. 

Things base andjgile, holding no quantity. 
Love can transposeto form and dignity : 

Love looks^not with the eyes, but with the 
mind, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind ; 
Nor hath Love’s nund of any judgment taste : 
Wings, and no eyes,' figure unheed)l r ba«te 3 
And therefore is Love said to be a child, 
Because in choice be is so oft beguil’d : 

As waggish boys in games themselves forswear 3 
So the boy Love is perjur’d every where. 

Cowslips, and Fairy Employment. 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be 3 
In their gold coats spots you see 3 
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Those be rubies, fairy favors ; 

In those freckles Jive their savors ; 

1 must go bcek some dew-drops here, 

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's car. 

Puck, or Robin Good-fellow. 

I am that merry wand’rer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal ; 

And sometimes lurk I in a gossip’s bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted, crab j 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 

A ud on her wither’^ dewlap pour the ale ; 

The wisest aunt, telling th$ saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot-etool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip 1 from her bum, down topples she, 
And rails or cries, and falls into a cough : 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and 
lolfe; [swear 

And waxen in their nifrfh, and neezo, and 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

Fairy Jealousy , and the Effects of it. 
Those are the forgeries of jealousy ; 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 
Mot we on lull, in dale, forest, or mead. 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 

Or on the beached inargent of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our 
sport : 

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

\- in revenge, have snek’d up from the sea 
f 'outiigious fogs ; whir li, filling in the land, 
il i vo every pelting river made so proud, 

That they have overborne their continents. 
The ox has therefore, stretch'd his yoke in vain. 
The ploughman lost his sweat : and the green 
corn 

Hath rotted, ere its youth attain’d a beard ; 
The fold stand*' empty in the drowned field, 
And eroxvs arc fatted with the murrain stock ; 
The nine men’s morris is filled up with mud, 
Ami flu; quaint mazes in the wanton green, 
For lack of tread Js uvdistinguishabh*. 

The human mortals w i.tt their winter here; 
No night is now with h)inn of carol blest j 
The ly lb re the moon, the governess of Hoods, 

I ’ale in her anger, washes all the air, 

.•That rheumatic diseases do abound. 

A mis thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter j ho&ry-hcndcd frosts 
r.ill in ihc fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

Ai. ' on old Ilyemx' chin, and icy crown, 

\r jd'rous chaplet of sweet summer-buds 
Is, as m mock’ry, set : the spring, the summer; 
The chilling autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the ’mazed world 
Ily their increase now knows not which is 
which. 

Love in Idleness. 

Thou remoraber’st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 


And beard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from llicir spheres 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 

That very tune 1 saw (hut thou couldst not 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid, all arm'd : a certain aim lie took 
At a fair vestal, throned hy the west; 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts. 
But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry 
And the imperial vot’ress passed on, [moon j 
In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of C’upid fell : 

Il fell upon a little western flow’r, [wound, 
Before milk-white ; now purpled with love’s 
And maidens call it, “ Love in Idleness.” 

A Fairy Bank. 

I know a bank, whereon the wild thyino 
blows, 

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopy’d with luscious woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine ; 
There sleeps Titnnia, sometime of the night. 

1 iUll’d in these ttow’rs with dances and delight. 

Fairy Courtesies. 

Be kind and courteous to this gentlemau : 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes; 
Feed him with apricots and dewberries ; 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries J 
The honey -bags steal fiom the humble bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the tierv glow-worm's eyes; 
To have my love to bed, ami to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To (an the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes; 
Nod to him, elves, aiul do him courtesies. 

Fici/tncss of Fairy's Motion. 

I no, I go, look how 1 go : 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. 

Female Friendship. 

Is all the council that we two have shar’d. 
The sister vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us : O 1 and is all forgot 1 
All school-days' friendship, childhood inno- 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, [ounce ? 
Have with our needles created both one flower. 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion ; 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and rninds, 
Had been incorporate ; so we grew together, 

1 .ike to a double Cherry, seeming parted, 

But yet an union in partition : 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 

So with two seemibg bodies, but one heart : 
Two of the first like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one; and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rend our ancient love asunder, 
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To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, ? tis not maiden Jy : 

Our sex as noil as I may chide you for it 3 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Day-break. 

Night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger 3 
At whose approach, ghosts wandering here 
Troop home to church-yards. [and theta, 

Embracing . 

So doth the woodbine ' the sweet honey- 
Gently entwist — the female ivy so [suckle 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

Dew in Flowers. 

That same dew, which sometime on the 
buds [pearls. 

Was wont to swell like round and orient 
Stood now within the pretty How ret 's eyes 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 

Hunting and Hounds. 

Thes. We will, fair queen, up to the moun- 
And mark the musical confusion [tain’s top. 
Of hounds and echo iu conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus 
once, 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the boar 
With hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear 
.Such gallant chiding. For, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, ev’ry region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry 3 I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 
Thes. My hounds arc. bred out of the Spar- 
tan kind, 

So flow’d, so sanded 3 and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knce’d, and dew-lapp’d, like Thessalian 
bulls, [bells, 

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never halloo’d to, nor cheer’d with horn. 


Fairy Motion. 

Then, my queen, in silence sad 
Trip we after the night’s shade : 
We the globe can compass soon 
Swifter than the wand’ring moon. 

Confused Remembrance . 


These things seem small and undistinguish- 
able, 

Like far-off, mountains turned into clouds. 


The Power bf Imagination. 

The lunatic, the lover, mid the poet, 

A\re of imagination aU cofflp&Ct : ^ 

One' tsees more devils than ya^t ^mTcan hold 3 
That is Uktynadman* The lotfcr, all as frantic, 
ity in ,a brow of Egypt, 
a tftie phtansy 
heara topaith, from earth 
bodies (to heat’n, 
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The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy no- 
A local habitation and a name. [thing 

Night. 

Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf bchowls the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fore-done. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl screeching loud. 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the grave?, aft gaping wide, . 

Every one lets forth bis spright 
In the church-yard paths to glide. 

And we fairies that do run, 

By the triple Ilecat’s team, 

From the presence pf the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow'd house 3 
I am sent with broom before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

$ 9 . MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

ShAKSI'KVKJC. 

Peace inspires Love. 

But now I am return’d, and that war 
thoughts 

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicalc desires. 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is. 

Merit always modest. 
ft is the witness still of excellency, 

To put a strange face on his own perfection. 

A Song. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one 011 shore, 

To one thing constant never. 

Then sigh not so, » 

But let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny, 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny nonny. „ 

Favorites compared to Honeysuckles, fyc. 
Bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where hojiey-suckles ripened by the sun 
Forbid the sun to enter 3 like favorites 
Made proud by princes, that. advance their 
Against that power that bred iU f [pride 

, 4 At%Ung, fyc. 

The pleanant’st angling is to see {he fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice. 

A scornful and satirical Beauty. 
Nature never fram’d a woman’s heart 
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Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice. 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on : and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak ; she cannot love, 
IS or take no shape, nor project of affection, 
She is so self- endear’d. 


I never yet saw man, [tur'd, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely fea- 
15 lit she would spell him backward j if fair 
fac’d, [sister; 

She'd swear the gentleman should be her 
If black, why Nature drawing of an antic, 
Made a toul blot.} if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut } [winds ; 

Vf speaking, why, a vane blown with all 
If silent, why, a block, moved with nope. 

So turns she every man the wrong Bid# out : 
And never gi\os to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and J&$rit purchaseth. 

Dissimulation. 


Valuing of her ; why she O she is fallen 

Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea 
I kith drops too tow to wash her clean again ! 
And salt too little, which ina) season give 
To her foul tainted flesh ! 

Innocence discovered by Countenance. 

1 have mark'd 

A thousand blushing apparitions 
To start into. her face ; a thousand innocent 
shames, 

In angel whiteness, bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations. 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The loner of my liook j trust not my ago, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Resolution. 


O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 

Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue I Would you not 
swear, 

All yon that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shows '! But she is none : 
SSlic knows the heat of a luxurious bed} 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Female Seeming. 

I never tempt oil her with word too large } 
Rut as a brother to a sister show'll 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Her. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you 7 
Clou. Out on thy seeming .! I will write 
against it : 

You seem to me as Dian in her orb } 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown : 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage ig savage sensuality. 

4 Father lamenting his Daughter s Infamy. 
Do not live* Hero j do n<$ ope thine eyes j 
For, did I think thou wouldst tint quickly die, 
Tlfought I thy spirits were stronger than thy 
shames, f 

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches^ 
Strike at thy life. — griev’d X, I had hut one ? 
Chid I for that at I^al b natureV'frftme 


O one too much by 
Why ever $ast thou T . 
Why had riot, Vithr 


f} why had rbfle 7 
v V(A my eyes? 
rltable hand, ' 


Toqk up a beggar tissue atmy gat 
Who sapared thus, and mir'd with „ 

I might have said* “ Nopart of it is*: 

This shame deririft 'ftWMK* ft 
loins. 7 ’ 

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and" 

And mine that I was proud on yJXtifie so much 
That I myself was to myself pot mine, 



I know not : if they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her : if they wrong her 
honor, 

The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
{Time hath not yet so dried this blond of mi no. 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means. 
Nor my had life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends. 

To quit me of them throughly. 

The Desire qf loved Objects heightened by 
f their Loss. 

This, well carried, shall, on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
But not for that dream I oh this strange course, 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain'd, 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus’d 
Of ever}* hearer. For it so falls out, 

That what we have, we prize not to the worth 
While we enjoy it *, but being lack'd and lost, 
Why, then we rack tho value ; then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
While it was ours. So will it fare with Clau- 
dio : 

When he shall hear she died upon his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination j 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come appjtfdl'dm more precious habit, 
More moving, delicate, and full of life 
Tnto the ejre fcftl prospect of bn soul. 

Than when sfcfc liv'd indeed. Then shall he 
(If ever love had interest in his liver) [mourn 
And wish he 'had not so accused her ^ 

No, fhohgh hh; thjo»£hufeif aecuaaliQft trim. 

"id doubt Apt but j 
e ventinbetfcari 


iv o, uiougn i 

Bet this be i 
Mm fashion 
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Thin I cm I ly it down in likelihood 
But if ill n 1 1 hut this hr leu 11 d f Use, 

r l 1 1 siij p tti >n 1 1 tlu 1 id\ s d< ith 
\\ ill m < in h tl i wt ndcr ot lit r ini imy , 

\ i <1 it it s rl not will 3011 ma\ tonct al her 
( \s bi si * 1 tits her wounded rt put itu n) 

Ji n p tt elusive iiid religious lile, 

Oit it ill (>es, tongues nunds, and injuries 
Icon Being that ills* 

I How 111 gncf, the sm illcst twine may lead mo 

Counsel of no II eight m Misery 
I pny thee, ccise my counsel, 

Which f ills into my tars as protitless 
As water in 1 bicve give not me counsel , 

Nor let no comforter delight miur car 
But such a one who* wrongs do t>uit with 
mine 

Bring me 1 father that so lov d lus child 
W hose joj of her is. overwhelm d like mine, 
And bid hun speak r f patience [mine 

IVltisurc his love the length and lire idth (1 
And let it answer every strain fot strain , 

As thus for thus, and such 1 grief for such, 

In evciy lineament bnnch shape, and form 
If sue h 1 011c will sunk md stroke his be ird, 
In sorrow wig, ciy hem 1 when he should 
groin, [drunk 

V itch gnef w ith piovcrbs , make misfortune 
With c indie w l it rs bung him yet to me, 
And 1 of him will gather patience 
But the ic is 110 such man , foi, bre ther, men 
(''an e ounsol, and give comfort to tl it grief 
YY Inch they themselves not feel , but tasting it, 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial ni< d • 1111 to 1 ige , 

I c tter strong madness in 1 silken thread , 

( hinn aeli with air and igony vufh words 
No no , tis all men b office to spoik patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 
But no man s virtue, nor sufficiency, 

’I o br so moral when he sh ill endure [sel , 
1 he like hunsc If therefoie give me no conn 
Mj guetscrv louder than idvertisement 
Ant 1 hen in do men from children no 
thing difTer [blood 

/ f on I pray thr 1 , pe ice -l will be flesh and 
tor there was nevci jet philosopher 
That could endure tin tooth Kb paticntlv, 
However they hive writ the stsle of gods, 

And made a pish at change and suffer m< 0 

An aged Fathers Resentment of Scandal 
Tush, tush, min » never fleer and jest at me $ 
I spt ik not like a dotard nor a fool t 
A* under privilege of age, to brag [would do, 
What I have dpne, being young; or what 
Were I not 0M1 Knew Claudio, to thy Md; 
Thou hut so wrong’d my innocent Md and 
That 1 am foicft to la? my rev'ibacoSy , [mo, 
And w ith gray hairs, and bnnse of many day** 
To eh illenge theft to trod of a moL 
1 say, thou teat baked mine 1 hteOm ehUd 1 
Thy slander hath gene 'J&mtjjfe fed ttonqgfc' 
her heart; 4, - 1 
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\nd she lus buried with her ancestor* 

O' in 1 tomb where never scandil vlej t 
s ivc this ot hers ft im d by thy vill in> 

1 ill tain to be noted 

\\ hi< li is the villain let mo see hi* c u , 
1 h it w hen l note another man like hun 
1 may avoid him 

Dirge on /Zero’* Death by Slander 
Done to death by stand rows tongues 
Was the Hero thit here lies 
Death, in guerdon of htr wrongs 

Gives her fame wbu h never dus ' 

So the life that died with shuno 
Lives in death with glorious iuUe 1 

Day break 

I he wolves haveprej’d, and look the gentle 
day, 

Pefore the wheels of f hah us lound about 
Dapples the draws; east with p its ot n i< v 

$ 10 THE TAMING Ob 1 III MIRIM 
'"'ll 1 1 'I 1 u > 

I/ounds 

Thy hounds shall mike the welkin insw c 1 
thi ni, 

\nd fetch shrdl echoes from die hollow » utli 
Fainting 

Dost thou love pictuies 1 we will fct< h thee 
Adonis, painted bV 1 running brink , [strn ft 
\nd Cytln n a ill m sedges hid [brr ill 

Which seem to move and w in ion with lur 
T ( n is the waving ^cdgi s pi iv with wind 

The Uses qf Travel and Study 
Luq. Tramo, since— for the gieit desire I 
To ce fair P idua, nursery of arts — [had 

I am irnv’d from fruitful Lombardy, 

I he pleasant garden of great ltalv , 

\nd, by my lather’s love and lea/e am arm d 
With hm-good will, and thy good companj, 
My truBty servant, well approv d ip ill 
Here let us breathe and hippdy mstiiule 
V course of )e irntng and ingenious studu s 
Pisa, renowned for grave c ltucns, 

Gave me my being, and my father first 
A merchant tof gieat ti iflic thro the woild,* 
Vincentio, come of the Brntivolu 
Vtncentio’s #sp, brought up 111 1 lorence, « 

It shall b te seSv# #11 hopes conceiv’d, 
To deck tea fortune With ||| virtuous deed 
And therefore, Tramo, fti t the tune I stud; 
Virtue, and that pert ^philosophy' 

Will 1 apply, that treats batoptaess 
By virtue specially la he achiev’d 
Tell fty mind* for I have Pisa m 
And gfe to Padua come $ os he that leaves 
A shallow pkt&j to pltmgjfrhim in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench lus thirst 
Tra Mi per donate, gentle master mine 
I am m all affepted as yourself, 

Glad that you time continue your lesolve, 
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iTo suck the sweets of sweet philosophy 
Only good mister while wo do adimro 
T h » mtiic uid this liionl dibc iplinc , 
lit s Ik no stoic *», nor no bloc ks I pray , 

Oi s » <0 von to Arist itlc b chic ks, 

Vs Oiul be in out< 1 t quite llqur’d 

I ilk logic with acquaint nice that you have, 
Vml pi ictisc rhetone in yonr common talk 
Mu ic mil peesy use to quicken you 

r l In nntlic mitics, and the metaphysics, fyou 
i ill to them as you hnd your stomach series 
JN profit grows where is no pleasure ta cn 1 — 
In brie t, hir, study si lut you most affect 
JTravel 

.such wind a& scatters young men thro the 
world, 

To sec k their fortunes Author than at honu 
Whe re bin ill « \penouce grows 

II oman Tongue. 

'J hmk you i littU dip can daunt my eirb f 
line 1 1 ot in in) tiino heard lions roar l 
line I not he iid the sei, puff d up with 
w md 

It i < like m mgry boir, chafed with swcit 1 

II i\c 1 not hi ird jjroit ordnance in the he Id ? 
Vul lu m is utilicn thuuder m the ski< ? 
llivi 1 not in i pile hed but lc hoird [ 1 n „ 1 
] iid larunis, nciglung steedb, and trumpets 
Vnd do you tell mo of a worn in’s tongue 

I hit Mves not bill so great i blow to th’ on 
A', will a chcsnut m a f nmer s fire 7 


Beauty 

biy that she frown , 1 11 say she looks as 
clear 

As morning rose s newly wash’d with dew 
Description qf a mad Wedding 
When the puest 

Did ask if Kithanne should be his wife , [loud 
Ay by gogs wooes,” quoth he, and swore so 
*1 h it, ad a.ina7 d, the priest let (all the book , 
Anil, as ho stoop'd ogam tp take it up, 

1 his m id-brum’d bridegroom took him such a 
cuff" [md priest, 

Tint down foil priest and book, uid book 
’Now take tltera up, ’ quoth he, 1 li any list 
Tran What said the wonefewben he rose 
• up og un 1 [stamp’d and swore, 

Orem Trembled and shook for why, ho 
\* if the vioar meant to Often 
Hut iff* r many ceremotins done, 

He < ills tor wine [aboard; 

V l c ilth ’ quoth tfe, if he had teen 
< ii using to his matfs aft^ra storm . 
t|u iff d off the tnuteml, and threw 4&e sops 
All in the sextfa'a hicey having other 

But thlSKTbesid grew thin and hgageiW, 
And seem’d to ask MMop*** heave* drinking. 
T his done, he took the bnde about the neck, 
And kiss d her Ups with such a clamorous 
arnick, 

That, at thfc parting, aU the eharcb did echo 


Pdiuchio s Trial of his II tfc in the Aitule 
oj /hew 

llah 1 fen u, tin iap your worship did 

bc-pi ik 

Pit \\ hv t Ins w i s moulded oil a porringer 
A ulvtt dish — in fu us lewd and filthy 
W hy. tib a c oi kit or i w limit blu II, 
Aknick, iliy i tn k i lnln b rip, 
j Away with it ionic let me hm a burger 
Kath 1 11 have no bigger , thib doth tit the 
time, 

; And gentle women wear sue h caps as tin se 
Pit When you arc gcntli , you Mi ill h n c 
Vnd m t till then [one too, 

ltor l hat will not be in li i tr [spe ik , 
hath Why Sir, I trust, limy line h m to 
Vnd sp< \k 1 will , I HQ no child n Me, 

V ui Ik tic is hive endur’d me siy 1 1 \ i cl, 
Vnd if you r mnot, best you stop y mr < i 
My tongue will toll the anger of im lent, 

Oi c 1st my h< ut, colliding it will Ini ilv 
Vnd ill her than it slull I will Ik 1m, 

I ye n to the uttermost, as I plci c m words 
Pet W hy thou siy bt true it is | iltiy 

V custard coffin, a bmblc i silken p < [( ip, 

1 loyc thee well, m tint thou lik st it no* 

hath love* mo or love me in t 1 hi c tl i 
And it 1 will have or 1 will lino u n |c ip, 
Pet Thy gown’ vhy, a) come tul t, 
let us ace 't 

(), mu* v, (iod 1 wlmt masking stuff is here * 
What ’b this t a sleeve t ’tib like idum cin- 
non 

What r up and down, c irv d like an ipple t irt f 
line ’§ Miip and nip md cut, uid blish md 
I ike to a censer in i birbtr’s shop [slisli, 
Why, what, odevil’b name, tailor i ill st 
thou this’ [noi jfimn 

Ifor I bee, she 's like to h iu ncithci < ip 
Tail \ ou bid me make it onk rly uid will, 
Vccordmg to the fishion and the time 
Pet Marry, and did , but if y on be remf ni- 
I d d not bid you mai it to the turn [be i d, 
(io Imp me oyer every kennel home. 

Tor you shill hop without my custom Sr 
I 11 none of it hence ’ m iko y out beM of it 
A ath l never baw a bettc r f islnoncd gown , 
More qu nut, more pleasing, more commc nd- 
able 

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me 
Thi Afmd atone valuable 
Pet Well, come my K ite , we will unfo 
your father’s, 

Even in these honest mean habiliments , 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor , 
For ’tis the mind that makes the body ru h 
And as the sun breaks thro* the darkest clouds, 
So honor peereth m the meanest habit* 

What, is the lay more precious th m the lirk, 
Bee iuse tea feathers are more beautiful 7 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because bjis painted akm contents dm eye ? 

Q > no, good Kate j neither art thou the worse 
For this poor ftmuture and mean array. 
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A lovely Woman . 

Fair, lovely maiden, young and affable, 

More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 
Than precious sardonyx, or purple rocks 
Of aniethists, or glistering hyacinth : 

— Sweet Katharine, this lovely woman — 

Kalh. Fair, lovely lady, bright and crystal- 
line, 

Reautcous and stately as the eve-train’d bird, 
As glorious as the morning wash’d with dew,* 
Within whose eyes she takes her dawning 
beams, 

And golden summer sleeps upon thy cheeks ; 
Wrap up thy radiations in some cloud. 

Lest that thy beauty make this stately town 
Unhabitable as the burning zone, 

With sweet reflections of thy lovely face. 

The Wife's Duty to her Husband. 

Fie ! tie ! unknit that threat *uing, inkind 
brow, 

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ; 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, ns whirl winds shake fair 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. [buds, 
A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty, 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign 5 one that cares for 
thee, 

And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labor both by sea and land ; 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, Beciire and 
safe, 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

Rut love, fair looks, and true obedience j — 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes a prince, 

Even such, a woman oweth to her husband : 
And when she ’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
And not obedient to his honest will 
What is shq, but a foul contending rebel 
And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? 

1 am ashiun’d that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, [peace j 
When they are bound to Berve, love, and obey 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and 
** smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

Rut that our. soft conditions and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our estertt&l parts 7 
Come, come, ^ou Award and unable worms 1 
My misd h&ihheen as big as one of yours, 

My heait as great 5 my reason haply more, 

To bandy word for word, add frown for 
frown: 

But now I see our lances are but straws ) j 
Our stftmgth as weak, our weakness past com-! 

Ejj% ' 1 ■ [least are. I 

That, “fijjjpto be most, which We indeed! 
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Then veil your stomachs, for it is no boot ; 
And place your hands beneath your husband s 
In token of which duty, if he please, |fuot : 
My hand is ready— may it do him ease ! 

$ 11. THE TEMPEST. Shaksteare. 

Miranda and Prospero. 

Mir. O I have suffer’d 
With those that 1 saw suffer ! A brave vessel , 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in 
her, * 

Dash’d all to pieces. O the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they pe- 
Had I been any god of.povjer, I would |rish’d. 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e’er 
It should the good ship so have swallow’d, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pros. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort ; 
The direful spectacle of the wreck which 
touch’d 

The very virtue of Q^appassiou in thee, 

I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order’d, that there is no soul — 

No, not so much perdition as an hair, 

Uetid to any creature in the vessel [sink. 
Which thou hcard’st cry, which thou saw’st 

Caliban’s Curses. 

As wicked dew, as e’er my mother brush'd 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen. 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye, 
And blister you all o’er ! 

I must eat my dinner. 

This island ’s mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak’st from me. When thou 
earnest first, [wouldst give me 

Thou strok’dst me, and mad’st much of me : 
Water with berries in ’t, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less. 
That hum by day and night : and then I lov’d 
thee, 

And showed tbee all the qualities o’ th’ isle, 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and 
fertile; 

Curs’d be I, that I did AO ! all the *charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the subjects that you have, 

Who first was mine own king : and here you 
sty me 

In this hard rook, whiles you do keep from me 
Th’ rest df th’ island* 

i - 

■ Whdre should this music be 7 in air or 
j earth 7 

It sounds no more : andfjure it waits upon 
Some. god of th’ island. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the kinq my father’s wjreck, 
This music crept by.me upon the waters ;* 
Adjuring faq^tfcpir Swy my passion 

ArteP* Bong. 

Full fiitfi&b five thy father lies) 

Of his boMr are Coral made j 
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7 ho*c arc pearls thit weie Ins ejes \ 
Nothin,} of him tint doth lido 
But doth sufh r *i so i c h m^c 
Into oint tiling ruh iiidstringp 
^ei Nymphs houil\ nn*, his km 11 

Ilark 1 now I lit ar the m dny dong hell 

Amiable Simphnty of \fuunda on first hew 
qf 1 irdmand 

Pros This gallant whic h thou scest, 

W is in the wreck and, but ho ’s something | 
at tin d [mightbt c lLI Inm 

With gruf, that ’s beauty’s conker, thou] 
A goodly pc rson— 

Mir 1 might Call him 
A thing divine fbr nothing natural 
1 1 v< r siw so noble 

/ u Most sure, the goddess 
On whom the &c airs ittend 1 

Mir Tn< r< s nothing ill can dwell in sue h 
If the ill spirit h ivc so fair a hous« [a temple 
Hood things will strive to dwell with ’t 

A I ovet s Speech 

Mv spirits is in a dieam, are all bound up 
M\ 1 ith< r s loss the weakness which 1 tc« 1 
r lht wiffk ot ill my fiunds, or this mins 
threats 

To whom L am subdu’d, are but light to me, 
Alijht I but through mv prison oik « a day 
Behold this mud all < orners else o th’ earth 
1 < 1 liberty m ike u f ot , sp ice enough 
Hue 1 in smh i pi iso n 

Dismption of r< rdinand's swimming ashore 
I siw him In it the surges under lain. 

And ndc up in thi ir bocks , he trod tilt water 
\\ ho < « mint v he flung aside, and bre uted 
7 lie suige most bwoln tint met him, his bold 
lu ul 

’Pom tin contentious waves he kept, and oar’d 
Hiin«clt with his good aruib in lusty strokes 
To th shore that o’er his wave-worn basis 
bow d, 

As stooping to relieve him I not doubt, 

He e mu ilive to land 

Saint on l/topian Tonhe qf Government 
• l the conimonwi alth I would by contraries 
I* aeeutf all things for no kind of trtfho 
\\ ould I admit , no name of magistrate ; 

I ettc rs should not be known 5 riches, poverty, 
And use of service, none , contracts, succes-] 
sion, + [none . 

B in bound of land, tilth, vineyard, olive 
No iue of metil, corn, or wine, or oil • 

No oce upation all men idle, all 
And vounen too, but innocent and pore 1 
No sovereignty 
All things m common nature should produce, 
Without sweat or endeavor treason, felony, 
Sw ortl pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have, but nature should bring 
forth 
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Ot its own kind all foison all abund mce, 
l’o t< < d 111} lniiof «. lit [m oplf 
1 would with u< li rf« 1 tion govern, S11 
I o i vc el tin lltii yi 

Mi rp 

l)o not omit 1 h< In i\\ ofl<r of it, 

It seldom i its sonow when it doth, 

It lb a comforti r 

Caliban v Curses 

All the infections tint the sun sucks up 
1 roin bo^s, fens, flats, on Prosper till, and 
make lum 

By iikJi me il 1 de-eiec * Tlis pints hen me, 
\ud it t I in eds must curse But th< \ 11 not 
pineh fmiit 

1 ivht uk wiih urchin-shows, pile h nu 1 th' 
N u 1« id uk like a hre-brind in the d rk 
Out ot my w ly, unless he bid tht 111 , hut 
I or 1 \i 1} trifle are the y set upon m< [ no 
Sonic tunes, Jiko apes, that mot md 1 hattt r it 
\nd after bite me, then like hidgc hojfs, 
which 

Lie tumbling in 111} hare foot way and m Hint 
1 heir pruks it my tint i til some turn mi l 
VU wound with adders, who with cloven 
tongues 

Do hiss me into m illness 1 o now 1 » ' 

Here come s a spirit ot his md to w him nt uk , 

1 or bringing wood 111 slowly I 11 1 ill fl it 
Perchauco he will not mmd me 

* Caliban’s Promises 
I ’ll show thee the best spnngs I 11 pluck 
thee berries , 

I ’ll fish tor thef and get thee wood enough 
V plague upon the t}nnt that I serve * 

T ’ll bear him no more sticks, but follow tin 

I hou wondrous man 

1 pr ythee, let me bring thee win re er ibs grow , 
Vnd I with my long nailb will dig thee pig 
nuts , 

Miow thee 1 jay s nest, and instruct tlu t how 
lo snare the nimble marmoiet I 11 bring 
thee [tin e 

To clu8t’nng filberds, and sometimes I 11 t 
Young sca-mels from the rock 

True and unbiassed Affectum. Ferdinand 
beating a tbg 

There be some sports are painful but their 
labor [ness 

Delight in them sets off some kinds of ba*i 
Are nobly undergone and most poor in itti 1 s 
Point to rich ends Tlu* my mean task w » ild 
As heavy to ine, a* tm odious $ but [be 
The miBtress whom I Serve, quickens what «■ 
dead, 

And makes my labors pleasures O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father ’s 
crabbed [move 

And he ’• compos’d of harshness I must re- 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile ’em up. 
Upon a sore injunction My sweet mistress 
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Weeps when she sees me work : and says, 
such baseness 

Had ne'er such executor. I forget ; 

Rut these sweet thoughts do even refresh my 
Most busy-less when I do it. [labors, 

Admir’d Miranda ! 

Indeed, the top of admiration : worth 
WJiot 's dearest to the world ! full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard ; and many a time. 
The harmony of their tongues hath into 
bondage [tucs 

Brought my too diligent ears 5 for several vir- 
Have I lik’d several women : never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she own'd, 
And put it to the foil : bat you, O you, 

So perfect, and so peerless, arc created 
Of every creature’s best. - 

Guilty Conscience. 

O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! [it : 

Methought the billows spoke, and told me of 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pr©r 
nounc’d 

The name of Prosper. It did bass my trespass. 
Gon. All three of them ore desperate; 
their great guilt, 

Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now ’gins to bite the spirits. 

Continence before Marriage. 

Pros. If thou dost break her virgin-knot, 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may [before 
With full and holy rite be minister’d, 

No sweet Aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow 5 but barren hate, 
Hour-eyed disdain, and discord shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeda so loathly, 
That you shall hate it both; therefore, takcj 
As Hymen's lamps shall light you. [heed, 

Vanity qf Human Nature . 

Pros. Our revels now are ended : these our] 
actors 

(As I foretold you) were all spirits; aftd 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

And, like .the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-cupt towers; the 'gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn, temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind 1 We are such,stuff 
As dreams awunado on ; and ourlittl^Iffb; 

Is rounded with a sleep. 

**®anted by Ariel. 

Ariei. ! ' ; ’i $S& you,' Sir, they weft red hot' 
with drinking ; 

So full of valor, that they smote 
For breathing in their faces : beat w ground 
For kissing jrjhelf feet; yet alw«», bending 
TwyanhyfiBr project. Then {[veil my 


At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d 1 
their ears, 

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noses, 
As they smelt music : so I charm'd their cars, 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd thro’ 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, 
and thorns, [’em 

Which enter'd their frail skins : at last 1 left 
I’ th’ filthy mantled pool beydnd your cell, 
There dancing up to the chibs. 

Fine Sentiment if Humanity on Repentance. 

Ariel. Theming, led; 

His brother, and yours, abide all three distract- 
And the remainder mouthing over them, 
Jlrim-full of sorrow and 1 dismay ; but chiefly 
Him that you term’d the good old lord (Jon- 
zalo ; [drops 

His tears run down his beard, like winter’s 
From eaves of reeds : your charms so strongly 
work ’em, 

That, if you now beheitf them, your affections 
Would become tended. 

Pros. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Ariel. Mine would, Sir, were 1 human. 
Pros. And mine’Shall. 

Hast thou, who art but air, a touch, n feeling 
Of their afflictions', and shall not myself, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. 
Passion os they, be kindlier mov’d than thou 
art 7 [quick, 

Tho’ with their high wrongs I am struck to the 
Yet with my nobler reason, ’gainst my fury 
Do I take part ; the rarer action is [tent. 
I11 virtue than in vengeance . they being peiu- 
Thn sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown farther. 

Fairies and Magic. 

Yc elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
groves 3 

And ye; that on the sands with print loss foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back ; you demy-puppets, that 
By moon-shine do the green sour ringlets 
make, > [pastime 

Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whose 
Is to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters tho’ ye be) I have bedi min'd 
'fe sun, call’d forth the mutinous 

the green sea and the nznr’d vault 
to the dread rattling thunder 
fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
bolt : the strong-bas’d promcm- 
|up 

I shake ; and by the spurs pluck'd 
" cedar : graves at my command 
thtdr sleepers 3 oped and let them 
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Senses returning. 

The charm dissolves apace : 
And as the mdrfttatg stcal* upon the night, 
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Melting the darkness, so tlieir rising senses 
1 login to chase the ign’rant fumes, that mantle 
Their dearer reason— 

Their understanding 

Regins' to swell} and the approaching tide 
_\VilL shortly fill the reasonable shores, 

That now tie foul and muddy. 

Ariel's Sang. 

Where the &e sucks, thgro jmck I; 

In a cowslip's hell 1 lie : *; 

There I couch when owfifflo ciy. 

.£>» the bat’s back I do fly 
After suns^ iperrily : 

Merrily, merrily^ shall I live now, 

U nder the blossom that hangs on the bough . 

$ 12. TW EI.FTH NIGHT, OR WHAT YOU 
WILL. Shakspeare. 

Music and Love. 

If music be the food^flove, play on, 

(live me excess of it ; that, sarfeiting, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die. 

That strain again J— it had a dying fall : 

O, it came o'er my ear, like the sweet south, 
That bmnthes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour.- Enough; no 

more ; 

; Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 

() spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Kecciveth as the sou, nought enters there, 

Oi what validity and pitch soever, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute ! So full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantastical. 

Description qf Sebastian's Escape. 

I saw your brother, 

Most provident in peril, bind himself [practice) 
(Courage and hope both leaching him the 
To a strong mast, that liv’d upon the sea ; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 
l saw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
So long as 4 could asg£- 

Outward Appearance a Token of inward 
Worth. 

.There is a fair behaviour in tpee,, captain > 
And, though that nature with abegftteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, ' 

Kyill believe, thou hast a ^ 

With this thy fair and outward j phnjjtysr, 

A beautiful Bop* ^ 

Dear lad, believe it ; ‘ - 3 *" 

For they shall yet belie thy bapp&yCM^ . 
That say, thou art a man } Diana?# 

Is not more smooth and rubious & my smaU 

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and aotmd, 
And all is semblative a womanfr part. 

j&eauty. 

< T!i beauty truly blent, wtaertdand white 


Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruelst she alive, 

If yon will lead these graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

Character of a noble Gentleman. 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d, free, learn \1, and 
• valiant, 

And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 

A gracious person ; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his answer long ago. 

Resolved Love. 

Oliv. Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at. your gate, 
And call upon my soul within the house : 
Write royal cantos of contemned love. 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night j 
Holla your name to the reverberate lulls, 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should uot rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 

But you should pity me. 

Serious Music most agreeable to Lovers. 
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 
That old and antique song we hoard last r.ight : 
Mcthought it did relieve my passion much ; 
More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times. 

True Love. 

Duke. Como hither, boy, if ever thou sbalt 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me : [love, 
For such as I am, all true lovers are : 

(Justaid and skittish in alt motions else. 

Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. — How dost thou like this 
tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Whore love is thron’d. 

Character qf an old Song. 

Mark it, Ccsario, it is old and plain : 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread 
with bones. 

Do use to otant It ; it is silly sooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love 
Like the old age. 

Song. 

Conaway, come away, death, 

And In sacT Bypress Jet me be. laid : 

Fly away, fly away, breath ; 

. I am slain bya fair cruel maid. ■, 

My shroud of white stuck all with yew, 

My p$jt of death no one so true 

Not aflower, not a flower sweet, 

Onmyfeiick poflin let there be strewn ; 
Not a friend, hat a friend greet {thrown : 
My poor corpse, Where my bones shall be 
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A thousand, thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O where 

Sad true lowr ne'er find my grave, 

To weep there. 

Concealed Love. 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth gi\e iny heart : no woman ; a 
heirt 

So l»ig, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 
Alas ! their love may be call'd appetite— 

No motion of the liver, but the palate.. — 

That sudors surfeit, cloymcnt, and revolt : 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 

And can digest as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 

And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, but I know— 

Jhtke. What dost thou know ? [may owe ; 
Vio. Too well what love women to men i 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter lov’d a man, 

As it might lie, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I should your lordship. 

Jhtke. And what 's her history ? [love, 
Bio. A blank, my lord : she never told her 
But lot concealment, like a worm i' th’ hud, 
Feed on her damask check: she pin’d in 
thought ; 

And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 

Hie sat like Patience on a monument, 

Miniling at grief. 

$ 13 . THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VE- 
RONA. SlfAK.xPKARE. 

The Advantage* of Travel, 

Vul. Cease to persuade, my loving Pro- 
tbcus ; 

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits : 
Wer ’t not affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honor'd love, 

1 rather would entreat thy company, 

To see the wonders of the world abroad, 

Than, li\iug dully sluggardiz’d at home, 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness ; 
But, since thou lov’st, love still, and thrive 
therein, 

Even as I would, when I lo love begin, [adieu ! 

Pro. Wilt thou begone ? Sweet Valentine, 
Think on thy Prothcus, when thou haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness, 

When thou dost meet good -hap 3 and, ilfthy 
If ever danger do environ thee, [danger, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For J will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

Love commended and dispraised. 

Pro. Jjgg#writers say, as in the sweetest 
The tMtimpcanker dwells, so eating love [bud 
Inhabits m the finest wits of all. 

Vtd. £nd w liters say, as the most forward 
Is cates by the canker, ere it blow, [bod 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 


Is turn’d to folly 3 blasting in the bud, 

Losing bis verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

Pro. He aller honor hunts, I after love : 
lie leaves his friends, to dignify them more : 

1 leave myself, my friends, and all for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd 111c : 
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 
War with good counsel, set the world at 
nought}/. [thought. 

Made wit with musing weak, heart-sick with 

The Advantages of Travel. 

Pant. He wonder'd thaf'your lordship 
Would suffer him to spend his youth at home. 
While other men, of slender reputation. 

Pul forth their sons to seek preferment out * 
Some to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to discover islands far away : 

Sonic, to the studious universities. 

For my, or foe all these exercises, 

He said, that Prothcus, your son, was mtict ; 
And did request me to importune you, 

To let him spend his time no more at home, 
Which would be great impeachment to his age 
In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor nced’st thou much importune me 
to that 

Whereon this month I have been hammering, 
[ have considered well his loss of time} 

And how lie. cannot he a perfect man, 

Not being tried and tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by industry achiev'd. 

And perfected by the swill course of time. 

Love compared to an April Day. 

O, how this spring of lo\o rescmblcth 
Th' uncertain glory of an April da\ j 
Which now shows all Ihc beauty of the sun. 
And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

An accomplished young Gentleman. 

Ilis years but young, but his experience old 5 
His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe} 
And, in si word (for far behind his Yvorth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace* to grace a gentleman. 

Contempt of Love punished. 

I have done penance for contemning love : 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish <t 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans, [me 
With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 

Love hath chas’d sleep from my enthralled 
OfOSf v [sorrow. 

And made them watchers of my own heart's 
O gentle Protheus, Jove ’s a mighty lord ; ■ 
And hath so humbled me, as, I confess, 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor to his service, no such joy on earth ! 

Now no discourse, except it be of love 3 
Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep 
Upon the very naked name of love. 
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. Love fed by Praise. 

Call her divine. 

Pro. 1 will not /latter her. [praises. 

Val. s O Hatter me : for love delights in 


Tint neither bended knees, pure hands held up. 
Wad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding 
tears. 

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire. 


T' 


Lover 8 Wealth. 


Not for the world : why, man, she is mine 
And I as rich in having such a jewel, [own : 
As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

True L&ve jealous. 

For fcwc, thou know ; st, is full of jealousy. 

% 

Love compar'd to a waxen Image . 

Now my love is thaw’d, 

Which, l.kc a waxen imago ’gainst a fire, 
Hears no impression of the thing it was. 

Opposition to Love increases it. 

Jut. A true devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps; 
Much less shall she that hath love’s wings to 
fly; 

And when the flight is inode to one so dear, 

Of such divine perfection, as Sir Protheus. 
Luc. Hotter forbear, till Prolhous make 
return. [iny soul’s food ? 

Jul. Oh, koow’st thou not, his looks are 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, 
fly longing for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow, 
As sock to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc. I do not sock to quench your love’s 
Hut qualify the fire’s extreme rage, [hot fire ; 
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 
Jul. The more thou danim’st it up, the 
more it burns ; 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know’st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth 
Hut when his fair course is not hinder'd, [rage ; 
fie makes sweet music with the enameU’d 
(living a gentle kiss to every sedge [stones, 
He overtaketh in his .pilgrimage ; 

And by^o many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport to the wide ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my course 
1 ’ll be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make, a pastime of eacjt W&try jjtep, 

Till the last step have bropgh^|eiC^ my love : 
Afcd there I ’ll rest, as, after f&ob ttTOotf* 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium! > ' . 

A beautiful Person 
Ay, ay ; and she hath offered 
(Which unrevers’d stands in e^MM^Iwicie) 

A sea of melting pesurl, whacji, 4w0e jcaU 
- tears: , . • .** 

Those at her father’s churlish feet she ten- 
der’d; ; 

With them, upon her knees, her hupnble self 5 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so be- 
came them, \ , 

As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 


Hope. 

Hope is a lover’s sialf; walk hence with 
that : 

And manage it against despairing thoughts. 

Love compared to a Figure on Ice. 

This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which, with an hour’s heat, 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 1 

The Power of Poetry with Women. 

Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 
Write, til l your ink lie dry ; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line. 
That may discover such integrity : — 

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poet’s 
sinews; (stones, 

Whose goldcd touch could soften steed and 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance 011 sands. 

Song. 

Who is Sylvia ? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she : 

The heavens such grace did lend her, 
That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 

Love doth to her e\es repair. 

To help him of las blindness ; 

And, being help’d, inhabits there. 

Then to Sylvia let us sing, 

That Sylvia is excelling; 

She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling : 

To her let us garlands bring. 

A Lover's Rest . 

Jul. And so, good rest. 

Pro. As wretches have o’er night, 

That wait for execution in the morn. 

True Love. 

Thyself hast lov’d : and I have heard thee 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart, [say, 
As when thy lady and thy true love died, 
Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 

k Beauty neglected and lost. 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away. 

The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks, 
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face. 

A Lover in Solitude . 

How. use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns. 
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lino can I *it ''Ion** unseen of any 
\ml to the nightingale s toinpliinin^ notes 
j in C m\ rlmtri ses and record im woes 

0 thou tint dost inhabit in m\ Im ist 

] < w a it tin nniNon so Ion,; tin ini less , 

1 t grt U 1114 iumous the building 1 ill 
\ ml It i\t mi memory ot whit it wab, 
lv pm mt with thj presence, Sylvia* 

1 h u & ntle nymph cluiibh thy forlorn swain 

$ 14 THE WINTER'S TALE. 

SlIAKbPFAHE 

1 outhful Friendship and Innocence 
Wi wire fur queen, [In hind 

Two lids tint thought there was no more 
But sin h a diy to-morrow a* to d ly 
And to Ik. 1>o) eternal [sun 

W e were as twriun d lambs that did fink 1 th 
Viul bh it the one at 111 ’ other, what we 
cl mjj’d, 

W is liinocince tor innocence, we knew not 
r i he doc trine ot ill doing , nor dre im d, 
r l hat an\ did hid wo pursued th it life, 

\nd onr weak opinta ne er been higher rear'd, 
W itl& stronger blood we should li ive answei'd 
Ik iw n 

1 h!l\ Not guilty , the impo«ition cleai d, 
1 lendit ir\ ours 

Nature 

How soinr times naturo will betray its folly, 
Tts tenderness and make itselt a pastime 
'1 o h udi r bosoms 1 


Hours, minutes 7 noon, midiught 7 an 1 

i>es J nly 

Bluttt with the pin and web, but theiis tin ir 
Hut would unseen, be wicked / I this no 
thiiijr ' [j othmg 

Why, tin n the world and ill that s in * *» 
1 hy covering sky is nothing , Rohe mi 1 no 
thing , [nothings 

My wiie is nothing : nor nothing hau those 
If this be nothing* 

The Silence qfJnpocence eloquent 
The silence often of pure mnoeem j 
Persuades, when speaking f ik 

Affectionate < laid 

To see his noble m s • 

( om using the dishonor of his m« 1 1 * 1 
lit sti light di child, droop d tock it dc cpli 
t i*t< n d uid fi\ d the bliomc on t in loin < It 
1 lor w off Ins spirit, his appe liti In sl« 1 p 
And downright languish d 

Child t tumbling hi** / athu 
Behold inv luds 

Mthough the print be little thi ul d< mittei 
Vnd copy of the father t\c nose lip 
The tuck ol his frown. Ins fore ho id n n. tl c 
vallev, [ null 

The pretty dimple*? of hib chin and c 1 u k , I 11 
The \or\ mould and inmo o! hand mil 
huger [mull it 

And thou good fc >dde ■«> liatuic whnh li t 
So hke to loin that *ot if d the u h ed 


A Vathei’s Fondness for his Child | Ihc oidennT of the mud too moiy t 1 

i-rr: "» 

f . , . L I l-f/. r < liilnnin lint hr 1 tin hi ml «. I 

1 ol If at home Sir, 


Ik s ill mv exere ise, my muth, my matter; 
Now mi sworn fnend, ind then mine enemy, 
Mi piriMte, my soldier, htatebm in all 
ll< m i\e s 1 July's da\ short as I)t cei.iber 
\i d \\ ith his vaiying childness cure** in me 
J hou^hts that would thick my blood 

raithful Stance 
Cam In your 1 flairs, my lord, 

It ever l wi re wilful negligent, 

It w is in\ folly if industriously 
I pi u d the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end if f >er fearful 
To do 1 thing, where l the issue doubted, 

\Y hen of the exei ution did cry out 
Agunbl the non performance, 'twos a fear 


Which oft infects the wisest , these, my lord,?^ Ptyte and ftlfeofUfe, and honoi/lore 


Yre such allow'd uifinnitics, that honesty 
lb never free of. 

Jealousy 

la whispering nothing 7 
Is h ining cheek to cheek 7 is meeting ndS&l 
Kissing with inside lip 7 stopping the caredr 
Of 1 mgh ter with a *tgh 7 (a note infallible 
Of br* iking honesty .J horsing foot on foot 7 
Skulking m comers 7 wishing clocks more 
swift? 


Ilermone pleading htr Innocence 

It pow is clmnc 
Behold our human actions (as the v d >) 

I doubt not then, but innocence ah ill m 1 c 
Talse accusation blush anil tv 1 innv 
Tremble it pattern c You my I >rd best 1 iu w 
(Who will seem leiat to do so; mv pi * ife 
H ith been as continent as 1 h isti , is li li 
A s I am now unhappy , which ib mon 
Than history can pattern though devis d 
And playM to take spectators , for I < h <1 
A fellow eft the tpygl bed, win* h owe [uu — 
A moioty #^#*dtfoile, a great king s d ui^htc 1 
The USfifcei' t6 ft hOpdTul pi ince,— litre st ind 

Sfc. 


Wife jjftttftfr ArWneimd hear T*or life I 
ISO ft [1 < mu 

As I'tifetgfe grief, which I would spire, for 
Tte a dfttSattve from me to mine, 

And only that I stand for I appe il 
To your oWn conscience, Sir, before Pohxr ties 
Come to your court, bow I was in your giocc, 
How merited tobtuaj since he came, 

With what encounter so uncurront I 
Have strained, to appear thus if one jot 
beyond 
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of honor : or, in act, or will, 
l n*.it way inclining; harden’d he the* hearts 
Of air that hear me, arul my ncar'st of kiu 
< 'ry, fie, upon my grave ! 

A IVi/'e's Loss of all Things dear, and Con - 
* f w •— * r *‘ ***tmnpt of Death. 

Leo. Look for no less than death. 

Her. Sir, spare your threats ; 

The bug, which you would fright me with, I 
seek. 

To me can life be no Commodity ; 

T!n» -ceuuw and comfort of my life, your favor, 
I do give lost ; foul do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went. My second joy, 
And first -fruits of my body, from his presence 
1 am hair'd like one infectious : my third 
comfort, 

Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast. 

The innocent milk in its most innocent month, 
Haled out to inurther ; Myself oil every post 
Proclaim'd a strumpet ; with immodest hatred, 
The child-bed privilege denied, which ’longs 
To women of all fashion : lastly, hurried 
llerc to this place, i ? the open air, before 
1 have got strength of limit. Now, rny liege, 
Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That J should fear to die ; therefore proceed. 
But yet hear this, mistake me not, — no ; life, 

1 prize it not a straw : but. fir mine honor. 
(Which I would free) if I shall he condemn'd, 
1 Ipon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else, 

But what your jealousies awake ; 1 tell you, 
Tis rigor, and not l.nv. 

An Account of a ( Mind's appearing in a 
Dream. 

T have heard (but not believ’d), the spirits 
of the dead 

May walk again . if such thing lie, thy mother 
Appear'd to me last night ; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
•Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; 
l never saw a \ossel of like sorrow, 

So till /l, ahd«so becoming ; in pure while robes 
Like verj ^sanctity, shp did approach 
My cabin where 1 lay : tbrice bow’d before me, 
And, gasping to begin some^pecch, her eyes # 
Became two spouts : the fury spent,. anon 
l)i?l this break from her : “ Good Aqtigonus, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition, 

Hath made thy person forlhe thrower-out 
Of my p<*or babe, according to thine oath ; 
Blue, s remote enough are in Bohemia^ 

Thou* weep, and leave it crying : and, for the 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita \ . ^babe 
T prythce call it : for this ungentle business, 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shalt see 
Thy .w iic Paulina more.” And so with shrieks, 
She melted into air. Aif\^>hted much, 

I did in time collect myself, and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are 
toys : 

Vot, for this once, yea superstitiooely, 

1 will be squar’d by this. 

Vol. vi. Nos. 83 & iM. 


An Infant exposed. 

* Poor wretch, 

That, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’d 
To l os. 4, and what may follow ! Weep I can- 
not, 

But my heart bleeds : and most accurs’d ain I, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell ! 

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like 
to have 

A lullaby too rough : I never Baw 
The heavens so dim by day. 

Mistress of the Sheep-shearing. 

Shep. Fie, daughter ! when my old wife 
liv’d, upon 

This day, she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Both dame, and servant ; welcom'd all ; serv’d 
oil : [here. 

Would sing her song, and dance her turn : now 
At upper end o’ the table, now i’ the middle; 
On his shoulder, and his : her face o’ lire [it, 
With labor ; and the thing she took to quench 
She would to each one sip : you are retir'd, 

As if you were a feasted one, and not 
'fhe hostess of ihe meeting. Pray you, bid 
Those unknown friends to us welcome, for it is 
V way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come quench your blushes and present vour 
self [on, 

That which you are, mistress o’ the feast : come 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing, 
As your good llock shall prosper. 

A Garland for old Men . 

Per. Reverend Sirs, 

For you there ’s rosemary, and rue : these keep 
Seeming, and savor, all the winter long ; 
Grace, and^ remembrance, be unto you both, 
And welcome to our shearing ! 

Per. Shepherdess, 

( A fair one arc you) well you fit our ages 
W ith flowers of winter. 

Nature and Art. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient — 

Not yet on summer’* death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winffer ; the fairest flowers o' the 
season 

Are our carnations, and streak’d gilly-flow'rs, 
Which some call nature's bastards : of that 
kind 

Our rustic garden *b barren ; and I care no 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden. 

Do you neglect them ? 

Per. For I have heard it ssid, [shares 
There is an art, which, in tlieir piedness. 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be ; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean. 

But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art, 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, wo 
A gentle cyon to the wildest stock ; [marry 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
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By biul of nobler race : Tins is an a rt [but 
Which does mend nature-change it rather : 
The art itself is nature. 

Per So it is.. [flowers, 

Pol . Then make your garden rich in gilly- 
And do not call them bastards. 

A Garland for a middle aged Man . 

Per. I ’ll not put 

The dibble in earth, to set one slip of them ; 
No more than were I painted, 1 would wish 
This youth should say, ’twere well ; and only 
Desire to breed by me. — [therefore 

Here ’s flowers for you ; 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram; 

The inarygold that goes to lied with the sun, 
And with him rises, weeping ; these, are. flowers 
Of middle summer; and, I think, they are 
To men of middle age. [given 

A Garland for Young Men. 

Cam. I should leave grazing, wore I of your 
And only live by gazing. [flock, 

Per. Out, alas ! 

You Y 1 be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, 

my fairest l'neud, 

I would l had some flowers o' the spring, that 
might [yours; 

Become your time of day ; and yours, and 
That \\o;ir upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden-heads growing : — O, Proserpina, 
For the flow'rs now, that, frighted, thou lett’st 
From JDis's waggon ! daffodils [fall 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty, violets, dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phmbus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold ovlips, and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of ail kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack, 
To make you garlands of ; and, my sweet 
To strew him o’er and o'er. [friend, 

Pol. What like, a corse 7 
Per. No, like a bank, for love to Me and 
play on 3 

Not like a corse : or if— mot to be buried, 

But quick and in mine arms. 

A Lover'* Commendation* 

What you do, [sweet, 

Still betters what is r done. When you speak 
I’d have you do it ever : when you sing, 

I’d hive you buy and sell so ; so give alms ; 
Pray so 5 and. for the ord’ring your affairs, 

To sing them too. When you do dance, I 
-d- wish' you 

A wave o f the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that 3 , move still, still so, 

And own no other function : each your doing, 
So singular in each particular, 

Crowqi 1 what you ’re doing in the present deeds, 
Tft&JjJiyour acts are queens. 


True Love. 

They call him Doricles ; and be boasts hiin- 
To have a worthy feeding : but. 1 have it [self 
Upon his own report, and I believe it; 

He looks like sooth : he says he loves iny 
daughter; . , — 

[ think so too ; for never gaz’d the moon 
Upon the water, as he ’ll stand, and read, 

As ’t were my daughter’s eyes : and, to be plain. 
I think, there is not half a kiss to choose. 

Who loves another besfc. 

Preterits little regarded by real J . 
Pol. How no wf fair shepherd ? 

Your heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was 
young, 

And banded love as you do, I was wont 
To load tny she with knacks : l would ha to 
ransack’d 

The. pcdler’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance : you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If \our lass 
Interpretation should abuse, and call the* 

Your lack of love, or bounty, you were str.iitcd 
For a reply, at least, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, 1 know 
She prizes not such trifles as those are 
'Plie gifts, she looks from me, are pack’d and 
lock’d 

Up in my heart'; which I have given already, 
But 110 I deliver’d. O, hear me breathe my 
love, 

Before this ancient Sir, who, it should seem. 
Hath sometime lov'd . I take thy hand ; this 
hand 

As soft as dove's down, and as white as it. 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow, 

Thai 's bolted by the northern blast twice o'er. 

Tender Affection. 

Were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
Thereof most w'orthy 5 were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve; hatf ft*;,.- , and 
knowledge * [them. 

More than was ever man’s — I w r ould not prize 
JVithout her lovG : for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them to,, her 
Or to their own perdition. [service, 

A Father the best Guest at his Son's Nuptials. 
Methinks, a father 

Is, at the nuptials of his son, a guest [more ; 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable Affairs 7 Is he not stupid 
With age, and altering rheums 1 Can he 
speak 7 hear ? 

Know man from man 7 dispute his own estate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid 7 and again does nothing, 
But what he did, being childish 7 
Flo. No, good Sir ! 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Than most have of his age. 
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*tjl By my white beard 

I ou ofTc r him if this be so, a wrong 
Some tiling unlilial reason, my son, [reason, 
should choose himself a wile , but at» good 
The t ithi r (all whose joy u> nothing else 

II + fur posterity) should hold some counsel 
lu ssiicii a business 

Rural Simplicity 

I was not much afe&rd fbr once or twice, 

I was ibout to speak ♦ and tell lnm plainly, 

1 In s( 11 bime sun tlrtt chines upon his court 
lllth ***> aJns visage from our cottage, but 

I ooks on ill alik£t 

Prosperity the Bond. Affliction the Looser , of 
Xo«e 

Prospenty s the very bond of lovo, [getlicr 
\\ liosc fresh complexion and whose heart to 
Vllliction alteis 

Love more nchfor what it given 

lea I might have look'd upon my queen’s 
lull eye , 

II iv! tikt.li treisure from her lips — 

Pan And lilt them 

More ri( h, lor what they yielded 

A captivating Woman 
This is a ere iture, 

\\ on Id "he begin imiI might qui nch the zeal 
Of ill prolcsMMs cKf mike- prose l) tea 

Ol who she hut bid follow 

ingunh of ReiolUitwnfor a lost Pnend 
I’rjthcc no more , cease , thou kuow'st, 

Ilf flit to me igun when talkd of <11110 
\V hi 11 1 shall sei this genth m in thy spee< lies 
\\ ill biiug me to consider that, which may 
tmluiuibli me of icison 

J ffict* of Beauty 
1 he blessed gods, 

Purge all mlt tion from our air, whilst you 
DO'Climati hei * 1 

* 4 gi x fue 

W hat was he that dui make it ? See, my 
lord % [those veins 

\k |f uld von not dtun it breath’d? and that 
Did \cnly bear blood l 
U\st« ily done 

I Jh /cry life seems warm upon her hp 
1 he hvtuic of her eye has motion tu *t, 

As e were mock'd with art 

Still, methinks, [chisel 

I In re is an ur e omes from her What fine 
C t uld k ver vc t c ut breath 7 — Let no man mock 
1 or I will ki s he r [me 

ifflictxon to a penitent Mind pleating 
Pan I am sorrj , Sir I have thus far stirr’d 
But I could afflict you furthor [you 

1 to Do, Piulma, 

For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort. 


Widow compared to a Turtle 

I an old turtle, [the re 

Will wing me to some wither'd bough, and 

I My mate tint s nc \ei to be found again 

I I atnont till I am lost 


§ 15 ANTONY AND CLEOPATR \ 

Shskspfike 
Great Minds res/pect Truth 
Men The nature of bad news infects the 
teller [aid — On 

Ant When it concerns the fool or cow- 
Things that are past are done, with me— tis 
thus 

Who tells mo true, though m his tale lie iU ith, 
I hi ir him as he flatlet ’d [tongui , 

‘"peik to me hfllfb mince not the gtm.nl 
Name ( U opat^HRhe '*» call d in Rome 
Rail thou in FtOVia a phrase , and t unit ni> 
liults [m ilicr 

With such full license, os both truth md 
Have pow r to utter O, then we bring forth 
weeds [told us, 

When our quick winds lie still, ind our ilia 
Is as our earing 


Cleopatra's contemptuous Railluy 
Nay pny you "eck no color for jour going. 
But bid farewell, and go when you sued 
staying, 

Then w as the time for woidB no going the n — 
1 termty was in oui lips and eyes , [pr fir, 
Blits in our brows bent , none our p iris so 
But w is 1 race of heaven they are so M ill. 
Or t)iou the greatest soldier m the world, 

\it turn d the greatest liar 


Cleopatra e anxious Tenderness 
Ant I '11 leave yotf, lady 
Cleo Courteous lord, one word 
Sir, you and I must patV~but that's not it 
Sir, you and J have lot ’d — but there’s not it , — 
Th it you knotf Wl # something it is I would— 
O, my Oblivion » a very Antony, > 

And x jm 'idMomttefi 

Cleopqgrat 



Ok Parting 

GW’ 

.1 Upon your 


Therhlfoftf 
Ahd ^ the 
(fWoid 

Sit lkurdl’d * 

Be strew’d fefoi* your m 

Ante V* Vtce^A^Hues. 

Lep I mgsttotthul^i?^ [ness < 
There aie evils enfiugh tqdigippJl his good- 
His ftulu, in IwttLwemaaWaMfs of heaven, 
Moie nery by mgntfe nwSmcf*4> hereditary, 

11 ither th in purehasd) #tafcliepa$toot change, 
linn what he choosfp * fe 
Cat You ire toa iBdu%hpt.^ l^et he grant 
it is not *** 

Amiss to tumble on the heMf $*Rdemy > 

To give a kingdom for u mirth $ to m 

1)2 



36 


FLFfiWT TXTRACTS 


And ht cp the turn of tippling with a slu e , | 

lo red the streets at noon, ind stmd the 
buflit [Ik conn a linn, 

Wi'h knm tint smell of sweat say, this 
( V-, li s (om}MV)uro must be nrt indeed, 

\\ Ik in lhe«c things cannot blemish) jet must 
Antony 

l\o way excuse his foils, when we do bear 
So git it weight 111 his lightness If he till'd 
Hh vacincy with his \oluptuousness, 

I ull surfeits, and the dryness of bis bones, 

C ill on him for 't but to confound radi fane, 
That drums him from his sport, and fcpeaks as 
loud 

As his own state and ours — ’tia to be chid 
As we rate boys, Who, being mature in know 

* 1 f d « o ’ ^ t s ’’ r( ' 

Faun their experience pro cut pita 

And so rebel to judgmentP^^ 


fSOOK in 

Siy, 1 The firm Roman to giext Fgypt se ^ 
This tu isuie of an oyster, it whose loot, 

To mi nd the petty present, I w ill pi 
Hi r opulent throne with kingdoms ill tl c 
c ist Thodded 

Say thou, shall call her mist ress ho ht 
And sobirly did mount an arnPgaunt MC«1 
Who neigh d so hurh, that whit I would h n< 
Was beastly dumbo by him [sp >h< 

Cleo What, wa» he sad, or merry 1 
Ale lake to the lime o’ th’ yeai , betw 1 1 n 
the eatremef f 
Ot hot and cold a he wax nor sad or 

Cleo Q Veil divided disposition -Note 
him, Lnol i him 

Note him, good Charmft|a, ’tie the min , but 
Ho w i* not Bad , for he would shine i n the * 
Tint woke their looks by his , he wia n t 
tnOttyj fhv 

V\ hich seem d to tell them, his remembrim i 
In Egypt with his joy but bctw« eu both 
O heavenly mingle * — Be’st thou *id or mi rn 
The violence of either thee becomes , 

So does it no man else 


Antonj, [ona 

JLeive thy lascivious wissels When thou 
Wert beaten fiom Modena where thou slew st 1 
Ilirtius md Pan sn, consuls, at thy heel 

Hid famine follow , whom thou fougbt’stl . 

ijpmst, [more I 7’A« lantty qfkumtm ?»«*<•» 

Though duntily brought up, with patuna , Pom If tlin great gods be just, thev shill 
Than s ivages < ould suffer Thou didst duuh (The deeds qf justest men. [assist 


The stib ot horses, md the gilded puddle 
Wine li Iw ists would cough at Thy pal itt 
thr n did de ign 

The iou n hest berry on the rudest hedge ) 

\ci, like the stig, when snow the pistur' 
sheets, [ Alps 

The birks of trees thou brnwsed’st on the 
It is n ported, gbou didst eat strange flesli, 
Wh\h some diddle to look on md all this 
(It wound! tbin? Jiondr that I speak it now) 

•• W is borne so like a e^idiftr, that thy cheek 
So inoch/s lanVd not s 


Cleopatjfon flp't^ nc e qf Antony 
O Charm) in, 
mte — 



[sits he 1 
he ? or 
1 

*&£vtony » 
^whbjpa thou 


t of old 
[fihle V’ 

[fronted 

eisr 

pvw in my 

gspect, and die 

J 

Dissipation 
quoth he, 


Min Know, worthy Fompey, 

Th it wlnt tliey dn delay, they not ilc n> 

Pom Whiles wi ircsuitoistuftheir tin nm 
The thing wi suo for [da in 

Men We l^noruit of oursel\|l r * [pours 
Big oficn our own hinns, which the wise 
D* 4 us hr our good so hnd we profit 
J Jo ling ot our prayers 

DcbCnption qf Cleopatra f s Sailing doun the 
Ci/dnus 

The barge she s H in, like a burnish’d throne, 
Burn’ll on the water the poop was It iltn 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed tint {„i Id 
The winds were love sirk with them tli tins 
wcic silver {muh 

Which to the tune of flutes 1 pt sin 1 mil 
The water which they^b at, to ft Ho 1 1 tc r 
(■As amorous of thtir strokes lor hu own 
ft beggar’d all desca iption she du 1 lie [ \m i sou 
In her paftUqp (cloth of hi of tissue ), 
(O’er-picturing that Venus, where wt sir 
The fancy cfcUWork nature On c ic h side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cu 

With divew-color’d fans, whose wind did sc » in 
iPo glow the delicate cheeks which they did 
And what they undid, did [< o»l 

0 nre fbr Alttony 1 

Eno Her gentlewoman, like the Neieids, 
So many mermaids, tended her i’ th’ eyes, 
And mode their bends adomings At the 
helm, 

A seeming mermaid steers , the silken tackle 
Swell with the tone bee of those flow’r-soft 
hands 

Tint yarr ly frime tho office From the barge 
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A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
0. iAe adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
ller people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthron'd i’ th’ market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to th’ air ; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 

And made a gap in nature. 

The unsettled Humprcf Lovers., 
finter Cleopatra , Charmikn, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo . Give me some music ; music, moody 
Of us that trade in here. [food 

^jQjiyies. The music, ho ! - 

jbTnter Mgrdian the Eunuch. 

Cleo . Let it alone : let’s to billiards : come, 
Channian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mar- 
diuu. 

Cleo. As well a woman, with an eunuch 
play, [me, Sir. 

As with a woman; come— you’ll play with 
Mar. As well as I can, Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’dy tho’ 
it come too shorty 
The ;ictor may plead pardon. I ? 1J none now : — 
Give me mine angle — we’ll to the river : there, 
My music play ing far off, 1 will betray 
Tawny-finn’d fishes; my bended hook shall 
pierce 

Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 

1 ’ll think them every one nn Antony, 

And say, Ah, ha ! you are capght. 

f'har. ’Twas merry, when 
You wager’d on your angling ; when your 
diver 

Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. ' 

Cleo. That time !—Q times ! 

1 laugh’d him out of pationce ; and that night 
I laugh’d him into patience : and next morn, 
Ere the ninth hour, i drunk him to his 
bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. 

Octu,l ;!* Entrance, vokU it should have been. 

Why have you stolen %upon us thuB 1 You 
come not % 

Like Caesar’s sister : the wife of, Antony 
Slifmld have an army for an ufeher, and 
The neighs of horses to tell of her approach, 
Long ere she did appear : the trees by th’ 
way t :J- 

Should have borne men; and expectation 
fainted, 

* Longing for what it hod not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the root of heaven 
Rais’d by our populous troops. But you are 

come ^ 

A market-maid to Rome : and have prevented 
The ostentation of Our love, which, left un- 
shown, [you 

Is often led unlov’d ; We should have met 
By sea and land ; supplying ev’ry stage 
With an augmented greeting. 


Women, 

Women are not [perjure 
In their best fortunes strong; but want will 
The ne’er-touch’d vestal 

Fortune forms our Judgment. 

I see man’s judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
To draw the inward quality after them. 

To suffer all alike. 

Wisdom superior to Fortune . 

Wisdom and fortune combating together. 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may shake it. 

A Master taking Leave qf his Servants. 
Tend me to-night ; 

May be, it is the periodof your duly : 
llaply, you shall not see me more ; or if, — 

A mangled shadow. Perchance to-morrow 
You 'll servo another master. 1 look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest 
friends, 

T turn you not away ; but, like a master, 
Married to your good service,' stay till death : 
Tend me to-night t„wo hours, 1 ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for it. 

Early Rising the Way to Eminence. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to he of note, begins betimes. 

Antony's Despondency. 

Oh sun, thy uprise shall t see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands. All come to this 1 The 
hearts ’ <’ 

spaniels me at heels, to Whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Czesar j and this pine is bark’d, 
That over-topp’d them all. 

Departing Greatness. 

The sqgl and body rive not more in parting 
Than greatness goipg off. 

' Antony^ hieJfyCd Glory. 

Aitt. Sometime, we' cloud that ’s 

dragOfcish 5 ' Vl- \ 

A vapor, sometime, like a fear* or lion, 

A tower’d citadeL a pendapt rock, 

A forked mountaSfeor £lue promontory, 

With trees upon ^ that nod unto the world. 
And mock ourpyef With.mr ^—J'bou hast seen 
these signty} ‘ \ 

They are black viper’s pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. [a thought 

Ant That nfy&Ane, even with 

The raek dislimu^^ad mM.es it indistinct, 

As water is in water. - ' 

Eros. It does, my lord. . [tain is 

Ant. My good knave, Erps/now thy cap- 
Even such a body : bor e IjM nAntany, 

Yet cannot hold this knave. 

1 made these warrfor Egfpt 5 ana tte queen, 
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Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine j 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto ’t 
A million more, now lost ; she, Eros, has 
Pack'd cards with Cresar, and false play’d my 
I into an enemy’s triumph. [glory 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros j there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Cleopatra on the Death qf Antony, 

It were for me 

To throw my sceptre at th’ injurious gods 5 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stol’n our jewel. All’s but 
nought $ 

Patience is sottish j and impatience does 
Become a dog that’s mail : then is it sin, 

To rush into the secret house of death, [men ? 
Ere death dare come to its 7 ltow do you, wo- 
What, what 7 good cheer ! Why how now, 
Charmian 7 

My noble girls ! — Ah women, women ! Look, 
Our lanqi is spent, it ’s out : — Good sirs, take 
heart : [what ’s noble, 

We’ll bury him: and then, what’s brave, 
Let do it after the high Roman fashion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come 
away : 

This case of that huge spirit now is eo)4* 

Cleopatra's Dream , and Description qf An- 
to "»- 

Cleo. I dream'd, there was air l&nperpr 
Antony ; 

O, such another sleep, that I might Bee. ; 

But such another man ! * 

Dol. If it might please you— 

Cho. His face was as the ^eateni j and 
therein stuck , r [and lighted 

A .sun and moon 5 which their course, 
The little O, the earth. 

Dol. Most sovereign creature — [arm 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his reared 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres", anil that to friends] 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder*. For hw bounty, 
There was no winter in *t 5 autumn ’twas 
That grew the more by reaping] his delights 
Were dolphin-ljke ; they show’d his back 
The element they liv’d in 5 in his livery [above 
Walk’d crowns and crow nets j realms and 
As plates dropt from his pocket, [islands were 

'•ilm Resolution. 

How poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed l he brings me liberty. 
My resolution * s plac'd, and 1 have nothing 
Of woman in tne how from head to foot 
I am iriHble constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Cleopatra's Speech on applying the Asp. 
Give me my robe, out on my crown j I have 
ImmortayiMMgQ|atefto. Now no more [lip : 
The juypBF Egypputgrape shall moist this 


Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick — methinkj^ I 
Antony call j 1 seo him rouse himself ] Ueui 
To praise my noble act j I hear him mock 
The luck of Cassar, which the gods give men 
T’ excuse their after wrath. V f usb.uul ; I come : 
Now to that name, my courage, prove my title 
1 am fire, and air 5 my other elements - 
I give to baser life. So, — have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my 
lips : 

Farewell, kind Charmian j Iras, long farewell. 

[Kisses their. Iras falls and dies. 
Have I the aspic in my lips 7 DogLAill *• 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

The stroke of death tit ’as a lover’s pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie 
still 7 

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world 
[t is not worth leave-taking. 

Chat. Dissol ve, thick cloud, and rnin 5 1 hat 
The gods themselves do weep. [J may say, 

Qlto. This proves me base 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He '11 make demand ofiher ; and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Coinc, thou 
mortal wretch, 

[ To the Asp, which she applies to her breast.] 
Will) thy sharp teeth this knot inirinsicate 
Of life at once nntie : poor venomous fool. 

Be angry and despatch. O couldst thou speak, 
That I might hear thee call great Caesar ass, 
Unpolicy’d ! 

Char. O, eastern star. 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

That sucks the nurpe asleep ? 

Char. O, break, 0, break ! [gentle — 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as 
O Antony ! Nay, I will take thee too 

, [Applying another Asp. 

What should I Rtay< [Dies. 

'Char. In this wide world 7 so, fare then 
well. [lies 

Now, boast] thee', death ! in thy possession 

A kss unparalleI’d.V , ,, 

U* . ’ 

$ 16. CORIOLAIttJS. Shaxspeare. 

* Mob. 

WfTAT would you have, you curs ! 

That like nor peace nor war 7 The one affrights 
you, [you, 

The other makeB you proud. He that trusts to 
Where he should find you lions, finds you 
hares; 

Where foxes, geese ; you are no surer, no. 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whose offence subdues 
him, [greatness, 

And curse that justice did it. Who deserves 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appdtite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He that de- 
pends 
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Upon your favors, swims with fins of lead, 

A * 1 thews down oaks with rushes. Ilang 
. yc, — trust yo ? 

With every minute you do change a mind ; 
And call him noble, that was now your hate, 
Him vile that was your garland. 

Doing our Duty merits ndt Praise . 

Pray now, no more r my mother, 
Who lias a charter to extol her blood, 

When she does praise me, grieves me : I have 
done, [duc’d 

As vou have done ; ihat ’s what 1 can ! in- 
been \ that ’s for my country : 

He that has but effected his good will. 

Hath overta'en mine act. 

Popularity. 

All tongues speak of him j and the bleared 
sigiits [nurse 

Are spectacled to sec him. Your prattling 

Into a rapture Jets her baby cry, [pins 

While she chats him; the kitchen mnlkin 
Her richest lockram ’bout her recchy neck, 
riambYing the walls to eye him : stalls, bulks, 
windows, 

Are smother’d up. leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
lu earnestness to sec him : sc Id -shown fiamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veil’d dames 
Commit the. war of white and damask, in 
Their nit ely-gawded cheeks', to the wanton 
spoil 

Of Phtrbus’ burning kisses : such a pother, 

\s if that whatsoever god, who leads him, 
Were slily crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Cominius ’ Speech in the Senate. 

T shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not lie utter’d feebly. It is held 
That valor is the. chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver : if it be, 

Tin* man 1 speak of cannot in the world 
lie mi. ’lv co hnterpoi s’d. At sixteen years, 
When 'I .tHiilm niafc. a head for Rome, he 
fought * % 

Beyond 1 he mark of others ; our then dictator, 
Whom with all praise 1 point at, saw him 
fight, 

When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bristled lips before him : he bestrid 
An o'er-prest Roman, and i* the consul's view 
Slew throe opposers: Tarquin's self he met, 
And struck him on his kuee ; in that day’s 
feats. 

When lie might act the woman in the scene, 
He prov’d best man i’ the field, and for his 
meed 

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-entered thus, he waxed like a sea j 
And in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 
He lurch’d all swords o’ the garland. For this 
Before, and in Corioli, let me say, [last, 


’I cannot speak him home : lie stopp'd the 

| fl y**ra ; 

And, hv his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport . As waves before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d, [stamp) 
And fell below his stem : his sword (death’s 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
Ho was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was tim’d with dying cries ; alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate o’ the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny ; aidless came oft*, 

And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet. Now all *s Ins : 

When by and by the din of war *gan pierce 
His ready sense., then straight his doubled 
Requicken’d what in flesh was fatigate, [spirit 
And to the battle came lie j where he. did 
Run reeking o’er the lives of men. as if 
’Twcre a perpetual spoil : and till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease bis breast with panting. 

Character of Coriolanus. 

His nature is too noble for the world : 
lie would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart ’a 
his mouth ; [vent ; 

What his breast forges, that his tongue must 
Vnd, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name, of death. 

Coriolanus: his Abhorrence of Flattery. 
Well, I must do ’t : 

Away, my disposition, and possess me [turn’d, 
Some harlot’s spirit ! my throat of war be 
Which quir’d with my drum, into a pipe, 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! the smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks ; and school-boy's tears 
take up 

The glasses of my sight ! a beggar’s tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm’d 
knees, 

Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like bis 
That hath receiv'd an alms 1 — l will not. do’t— 
Lest I surcease to honor mine own truth, 

And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

His Mother's Resolution on his stubborn 
Pride . 

At thy choice, then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonor 
Than thou of them. Come, all to ruin : let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dang'rous stoutness : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy valiantness was mine, thou tuck *dst it 
But own thy pride thyself. [from me : 

Hi s Detestation of the Vulgar. 

You common cry of curs ! whose breath I 
hate, 

As reek o’ the rotten fenaf whoj» loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses bf unburied men, 
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That do corrupt my air : I banish you ; 

And ficro remain with your uncertainly ! 

Let every feeble rumor shake your hearts ! 
Your enemies with nodding of their plumes 
Fan vou into despair ! have the power still 
To banish your defenders : till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not, till it feels, 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 

Still your own foes), deliver you, as most 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows. 

Precepts against IU fortune. 

You were us’d 

To say, extremities were the triers of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could 
bear ; 

That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show’d mastership in floating. Fortune’s 
blows, [ed, crave 

When most struck home, being gentle wound- 
A noble cunning. You were used to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

On Common Friendships . 

Oh, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now 
fast sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and 
exercise, 

Are still together, who twin, ’twere, in love, 
(Inseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity. So fcllcst foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke 
their sleep 

To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 
And interjoin their issues. [friends, 

Martial Friendship. 

Let me twine 

Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke, 
And scarr'd the moon with splinters ! here I 
The anvil of my sword 5 and do contest [clip 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious strength 1 did 
Contend against thy valor. Know thou first, 
I lov’d the maid I married j never inan 
Sigh’d truer breath } but that 1 see thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I ’first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I 
tell thee 

We have a power on (hot; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or lose my arm for ’t : thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several,, times j and 1 have nightly 
since ’ 

Dreamt of cnch^mers ; twixt thyself and me ; 
We have been d$nm together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helmaAfligg each other’s throat, 
And wak’d half-deo^wfth not hing . 
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The Season qf Solicitation. 

He was not taken well ; he had not dilWS\ • 
The veins uniill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff’d 
These pipes and these conveyances of our 
blood, • 

With wine and feeding, wc have suppler souk 
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore 1 'll 
Till he be dieted to my request, [watch him 

Obstinate Insolation. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the Jjopo-M 
mould 0 

Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her 
hand [lection ! 

The grand-child to her blood— Hut. out, al- 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate : — [ew \ 
What is that curt’sy worth / 01 those dove's 
Which can make godB forsworn ! 1 melt, and 
am not [bows 

Of stronger earth than others ! — mv mother 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill should 
In supplication nod 5 and my young hoy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries, deny not. — Let the Volscrs 
Plough Rqrnc, and harrow Italy j 1 '11 never 
He such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand 
As if a man were author of himself. 

And knew no oilier kin. 

Relenting Tenderness. 

Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out, 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh. 
Forgive my tyranny 5 but do not say, 

For that, forgive our Romans. — O, a kiss. 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 

Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear} and iny true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. You gods 1 prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsalutcd : sink, my knee, i’ tli’ eaitli; 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common aons 

ChOstily. 

The noble sister of Puhlieola, 

The moon of Rome } chaste as the icicle, * 
That ’s curded by the frost from purest snow, 
And hangs on Dian’s temple. 

Coriolanus’s Prayer for his Son. 

The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness, that thou iriayst 
prove 

To shame invulnerable, and stick i 1 the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw, 
And saving those that eye thee ! 

Coriolamts f s Mother’s pathetic Speech to him. 
Think with thyself, 

How more unfortunate than all living women 
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Arc we come hither : since that thy sight, 
» which should 

Make, our oys How with joy, hearts dance 
with comforts, 

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear 
ami sorrow : 

“Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor wo 
Thine enmity ’a most capital : thou barr'st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but wc enjoy^ 

VVc must find 

XneTTcTci'ii^ftlamjty, though we had [thou 
Our wish, which side should win : for either 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our streets ; or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin 3 
Aod beaj^the palm, for having bravely shed 
■ Thy wife andychildren’s J>lood. For myself, 
son, ^ . \ * 

I purpose not to wait onffrrtunc, till - ■ 
These wars determine? Ctt I cannot 

thee, 4* ■* ' 

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts, 
Than seek thCbendAf one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to a$S0mLiny country, than to tread 
(Trust to 'Uthtm shajt not) on thy mother's 
womb, 

Thai brought thee to this world. 

$ 17. CYMHELINE. Siiakspeare. 
Parting Lovers. 


hno. Thou shouldst have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere lcll 
To after-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 
hno. I would have broke my eye-strings ; 
crack’d ’em, but 

To look upon lum • till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him as sharp as my 
needle : 


Nay, follow’d him. till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air : and then 
Have turn'd nunc eye and wept. But, good 
Pisanid. 

\Vh<u^hai > 'WC^*ear 4 lTi.:-i him 7 
Pit. Be assur’d, madam. 

With his next vantage. [had 

. ^Jmo. I did not take, my leave of him, but 
Most pretty things to say : ere 1 could tell him, 
How I would think of hhn, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such 5 or I would make 
him swear, 


Imogens Bed-chamber : hi otic part of it a 
targe Trunk. 

Imogen is discovered reading. 

Imo. Mine eyes arc weak : 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : To lied . 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 
And iT thou caimt awake by four o* th' clock. 

I pr’ythro rail mo — Sleep hath seiz'd me 
wholly. [Exit Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods ! 

From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye 1 [bleeps. 

Iachimo rises from the Trunk, 
lack. The crickets sing, and man's o’er- 
labor'd sense 

Repairs itself by rest : our Tarqnin thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken’d 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, [lily ! 

How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh 
And whiter than the sheets ! TW I. might 
touch ! ’ . t 

But kiss 5 one kiss l-^-Rubif? unpartffeon’d 
How* dearly- they foV.—'Tls her: breathing 
’ that ’ [tnpfr 

TPerftpncs the chamber thus ; the flame o’ the 
Bowaf towards her 5 and would unefagr-prep her. 
To see tfr inclosed lights, now canopied [lids 
Under there windows : white and azure, lac’d 
With blue of heaven's pwn tinct— -but my de- 
sign 7 J [dow n : — 

To note the chamber : — I will write all 
Buch, and such, pictures 3 there the window : 
such 

Th' adornment of her bed j— the arras, figures. 
Why, such, and such : — and tlio contents o' 
the story, 

Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables, 

Would tostify t’ enrich mine inventory : 

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her 
And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! Come off, come off ; 

[ Taking off her bracelet 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard ! 
’Ti9 mine : and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience docs within. 

To the madding of her lord. On her left: 
breast. 

A mole cinque spotted, like the crimson drops 
I’ bottom of a cowslip : Here 's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the look 
and ta'cn [what end l 

The treasure of her honor. No more.— To 


The shes of Italy should not betray I Why should I write this down, that 's riveted. 

“Mine interest, and his honor 5 or have charg’d 1 Screw'd to my memory 7 She had been read- 
him, [night, ing late [down. 

At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at mid- The talc of Tereus ; here the loaf 's turn'd 
To encounter 'me with orisons, for then Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 

1 am in heaven for him ; or ere I could To the truck again, and shut the spring of it. 

Give him that parting kiss, which I had set Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! that 
• Betwixt two charming words, comes in my dawning 

lather, May bear the raven’s eye : I lodge in fear ; 

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 
Shakes all our buds from growing. j [lie goes into the Triink ; the Ecene closes 
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A Satire on Women . 

Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers ? We arc all bastards ; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my lather, was I know not where 
When I was stamp’d; some coiner with his 
tools 

Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother seem’d 
The Dian o* that time ; so doth my w r ifc 
The nonpareil of this. — O, vengeance ! ven- 
geance ! 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d, 

And pray’d me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on ’t 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn that 1 
thought her 

As chaste as unaunn’d snow. 

Could I find out [tion 

The woman’s part in me ! — for there ’s no mo- 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman’s part : be it lying, note it, 
The woman’s ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 
Lust, and rank thoughts, hers, hers j revenges, 
hers 5 [dain, 

Ambitions; covetings, change of prides, dis- 
" Nice-1 ongings, slanders, mutability : w 
All faults that name, nay, that hell knows, 
why, hers ; 

In part, or all ; but, rather, all : for even to vice 
They are not constant, but are changing' still, 
One vice, but of a minute old for one {them, 
Not half so old as that. I’ll write against 
Dfetest them, curse them yet ’tis greater 
skill 

v In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very devils cannot plague them better. 

A Forest, with a Cave , in Wales. 

Enter Belarius , Guideline, and Arviragus. 
Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with 
such [this gate 

Whose roof ’s as low as ours. Stoop, boys ; 
Instructs you bow t’ adore the heavens ! and 
bows you [narchs 

To morning’s holy office. The gates of mo- 
Are arch’d so high that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good-morrow to the sun — Hail thou fair 
heaven ! [hardly 

We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid. Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven ! [yon hill : 

Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to 
Your legs are young ! I ’ll tread these flats. 
Consider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I ’ve 
;$® 8 oIdyou, 

Ogftourts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 

. T|is service is not service, so being done, 
Biit'being so allow'd : To apprehend thus, 
Praws us a profit from all things we see j 
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And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The shn riled beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble ! 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-lor silk : 

Such gain the cap of him that makes them 
fine, 

Yet keeps his book uncross’d j no life to ours. 
Guid. Out of your proof you speak ; we, 
poor unfledg’d, [know not 

Have never wing’d fron^ view o’ the nest ; nor 
What air ’s from home, liaply, this life is 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to ytn, * "*f best 
That have a sharper known j well corrcspund- 
With your still’ age ; but, unto us, it is [ing 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bod ; 

A prison for a debtor that not dares 
To stride a limit. • 

Arv. What should we speak n [hear 
When wo are as old as you*, when wc shall 
The rain and wind beat dark December, bow, 
In this our pinching* cave, shall we discourse 
The freozing hours away ? Wc have seen 
nothing: 

We are beastly ; subtle as jthe fox, for prey . 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we cat : 

Our valor is, to cliase what flies \ our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel . How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city’s usuries, [court, 
And felt them ktoowingly : the heart o’ the 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that (war, 
The fear 's as bad as falling ; the toil of the. 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I’ the name of fame, and honor : which dies 
i’ the search ; 

And hath as oft a aland 'rous epitaph, 

As record of fair act ; nay, many times 
Doth ill deserve, by doing well ; what ’s worse, 
Must curi’sy at the censure : O, boys, Ibis story 
The world may read in me : im body ’s mark'd 
With Roman swords- j and my report was once 
First with the best of* note : < ■> iftbclinc lov’d 
me, 

And when a soldier was the theme, my name. 
Was not far off : then was I as a tree 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, 
one night, 

A storm, or robbery? call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my 
And left me bare to weather. [leaves, 

Guid. Uncertain favor ! [you oft) 

Bel. My fault being nothing, (as I have tnl. 1 , - 
But that two villains, whose false oaths pre- 
vail’d 

Before my perfect honor, swoyre to Cymhclinc, 

I was confederate with the Remans : so 
Follow’d my banishment \ and, this twenty 
years, . - [world-. 

This rock, and thos^rdchnesnes, have been my 
Where I have liv’d at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
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'J&V IH 1 

The fore-end of my time. — But up to the moun- 
' tains; 

This is not hunter’s language : he that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o' th’ feast ; 
To him. the other two shall minister ; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 
'In place of greater state. 

, The Force qf Nature* 

How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to th’ 
king; • 

JVor gymbcline dreams that they arc alive. 
They tni ui^hey ^e mine : and though train’d 
up thus meanly 

I’ the cave, wfyproin they bow, their thoughts 
do hit /" , {them. 

The roofs of - palacfes ; and. "nature prompts 
J low things, to prince milch 

■ Beyond the of others. This Polydore, 
Tlie heir of CyAbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his fathehoidlM Guiderius, Jove ! 
When on my three-footstool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I ’ve done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say — thus mine enemy fell ; 
And thus # set my fodt'-ton his neck even 
tlicrf' 1 i [sweats. 

The princely bloo&^flows in his cheek, he 
Strains his young nerves, afid puts himself in 
v posture [Codwat, 

That acts my words. The younger 
(fTnce, 1 ArViragus) in as like^a-iigure ^ 

Strikes life into my speech, 'and shows 18u 
1 lis own epneeiving. V * 



i No, ’tis slander, 

Whose edge is sharper than thS sword- whose 
tongue, ^ [breath 

Out-venoins all the worms of Nile : whose 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the World t Kings, queens, and 
states, 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave, 
This viperous blander enters. , 

V*'*? Innoeency. 

False to his bed ! Whalys it to be false ? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him 7 
To weep ’twixt clock and clock ?■— If kfeep 
cliarge nature, 

To # break it with a Mrftd dream of him, 

And cry myself awake ? That ’» false to ’s 
bed? 

^ The Forest and Cave. 

Enter Imogen in Boy’s Clothes, 
tmo. I see, a man’s life is a tedious one : 

I ’ve tir’d myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be 
sick, 


But that my resolution! 
When from the 
thee, 

Thou wast within a ken. 


Ips me.— Milford, 
Pisanio show’d 

O, Jove ! I think, 


Foundations fly the wretched: such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev’d. Two beggars 
told me, 

I eould not miss my way : will poor folks lie 
That have afflictions on them; knowing ’tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes: no wonder, 
When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in 
fulness 

Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
I? worse in kings than beggars. — My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o’ the false ones : now L think 
on thee, 

My hunger ’s gone ; but even before I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this ? 

[/Seeing the Cave. 

Here is a path to it : — ’tis some savage hold ; 

I were best not call ; 1 dare not call : yet 
famine, 

Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breed cowards : hardness 
Of hardiness is mother. [ever 

tabor . 

Weariness 

Can snore upon the flint, when resly sloth 
Finds the dj^Wn. pillow hard. 

•v 4 ' 1 '■* t , 

t * Inborn Royalty. 

' Q> t ^ 0a goddess* * r *' 

Thop^myrae nature, how thyself thou blazon’st 
In v $ues& two princely boys 1 They are as 
Afl^xggiHyESy blowing below the violet, [gentle 
: — u: 3 Bwee t heail ; and yet as rough 


sir royal bjood cnchafd, as tlie rud’st wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis won- 
derful 

That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty ttnleam’d ; honor untaught ; 
Civility not seen from other ; valor, 

That wildly groWs in them, but yields a crop, 
As if it had been sow’d ! 

Enter Arviragus, with Imogen as dead t bear- 
t ng her in his Arms. 

Bel. Look, here he comes, 

And brings tlie dire occasion in bis arms. 

Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv. The bird is dead 
That we have made so much on. I hod rather 
Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
To have turn’d my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

Guid. O, sweetest, fairest lily ! [well. 
My brother weats thee not the one half so 
As when thou grew’st thyself. 

Bel. O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet, could sound thy bottom 7 find 
Tho ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish 
care ‘ [thing ! 

Might easiest harbor in ? Then blessed 
Jove knows what man thou mightst have 
made ; but I, 

Thou diedst, a most. rare boy, of melancholy ! 
How found you him ? * 
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Arv. Stark, as you see ; 

Thus Kini] in!?, a« some fly had tickled slumber, 
Not as death's dait, being laugh'd at : his right 
Reposing on a cushion. [cheek 

(in id. Where 7 

Arv. O' the floor : [put 

I! is arms thus leagued : I thought he slept; and 
JWy clouted brogues from off my feet, whose 
Answer’d tny steps too loud. [rudeness 

Gnid. Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he ’ll make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With fairest flowers, 

While summer lasts, and I live here, Fidcle, 

I 'll sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt not hick 
The flow’r that ’s like thy face, pale primrose; 
nor 

The a2ur’d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-swceten’d not thy breath ; the ruddock 
would 

"With charitable bill (O bill sore shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this; 
Yea, ami furr’d moss besides, when flowers are 
To wintcr-grouud thy corse—? ’ [none, 

Bel. Great griefs, I sec, med’eine the less : 
for Clotcn 

Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s son, boys ; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
lie was paid for that : though mean and 
mighty rotting 

Together have one dust ; yet reverence [tion 
[That angel of the world) doth make distinc- 
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was 
princely 5 

And though you took his life, as heiiig our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Guid. Pray you fetch him hither. 
Thersitcs* body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 


Arv. 


Funereal Dirge. 

Guid. FcaT no more the heat o ; the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages j 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, * 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 
Fear no more the frown 0’ the great, 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must* " 
All follow this, and come to dust.' 
Guid . Fear no more the lightning flash; 

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stifle 5 
Guid. Fear not slander, censure raff; 

Arv. Thou hast finish’d joy and Ufioan. 


Imogen , awaking . 


Yes, Sir, to Mllforij-l 
way?— *“ 


l )fefafch is the 


I thank you— by yond’ bush ? pray how far 
thither t * 

’Ods pitikins !— can it be six miles yot ? 

I have gone all night— ’faith, I ’ll lie down 
and sleep. . [es ! 

Rut soft ! no bedfellow O gods and goddess- 
[Seeing the body . 
These flow’rs are like the pleasures of the 
world 5 [dream ; 

This bloody man, the care on ’t. I hope I 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper, 

And cook to honest crcipures : bnt ’tis not so . 
; Twaa but a bolt of nothing, shot at notjjip" 
Which the brain makes of , filmed: our very 
eyes [Good faith, 

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. 

1 tremble still with fear : but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as email a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a mfl.s’Tli : 

The dream ’s here still : even w£ 4 n I awake, it 
Without me, as within me^/ot imagin’d, fell. 

$ 18 . HAMLETT' Shakspkarf.. 
Prodigies. 

In the most high and palmy state of Romo, 
A little ore the mightiest Julius 'fell, [dead 
The graves stood tenantless, and the shorted 
Hid squeak and gibber in the Roman street* ; 
Stars slione with trains of fire, dews of blood 
fell 5 

Disasters veil’d the sun ; and the moist star, 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire 
'* stands, * 

Was, sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. 

Ghost s vaninh at the Crowing of the Cock ; 
and the Reverence paid to Christmas-time. 

Jier. It was about to speak, when tbe cock 
crew, 

Hor. - And then it started like a guilty thing, 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn, 
Doth with liis lofty and shrill -rounding throat 
Awake the god of day 5 and, at In* warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in mirth or air, 

IV extravagant and erring spinfhieg 
To his confine : and of tWirTftii'>r*ein 
This present object nnade probation. 

Mar. * It faded on the crowing of the cock, 
that ever ’gainst that season com*-* 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawningstogeth all night long : 
And then, they say, fie spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome 5 then no planets 
strike, 

No fairy takes, nor witch h&th pow’r to charm,- 
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

Mornings 

But, look, tbe^B9rii, m tin let jnantle clad, 
Walks o’er tb*4lfcrof yon high castcfn hill, 
j JK&mI Gfitf. 

Seems, medial?* if Is': ,1 know not 
seems., 

’Tis not alone myirikycloak, good mother. 
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Nor customary suits of solemrfblack, 

Nor windy suspiration of fo rjffi bn ea th, 

No nor’the fruitful river in ihftttye,, 

Nor the dejected ’haviour dT^tiievisage, 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of 
. * grief, [seem, 

That can denote me truly: these, indeed, 
For they arc actions that & map might play : 
Jhil I have that within, whjeb passeth show 3 
These, but the tripping amt the suits of woe. 

Immoderate Grief discommended. 
M'Tiftcveet^gd commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, • ' 

To give these mourning duties to your father : 
Hut, you must knowiyduf father lost a jEather 3 
'That lather lost, lost his 3 and the survivor 
In lilj^ obligation^ for some . term [bound, 

T* Uo obsu%-&i$us sorrow* But to persevere 
In obstinate coi^ 1 element, isa course 
Of impious stubbqn moss 3 /tig unmanly grief : 

. It shows a will mastmfi&Hect to Heaven 3 * 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient; 

An understanding simple and unscliool’^j! ( 
For what we know, must be, and is .as pom- 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, [talon 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition, 
Take it to heart 1 Fie l ’tis a fault to Heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd 3 whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried • 
From the lirst corse till he that died to-jjay, 
This must be so. 

Hamlet's Soliloquy on his Mother's Marriage. 

O (hat this too, too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d. [God ! 
Ills canon ’gainst self-slaughter I. O' God ! Q 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
iScem to me all the uses of this world ! » 

Fie on ’t 1 O fie ! ’tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in 
nature [thisti 

Pushes it merely. That it should pome to 
But tv 1 roon/. v ! nay, not so qxuch, not 

Su a king ; that to this, [two/ 

Ihpcrion to a satyr : bo Wthg to my motheiv 
. Tljat he might not let ecu the winds of he&yjjp 
1 isit her face too roughly. Heaven and earftil : 
•Must I remember ?— why, she would, hang on 
As ^increase of appetite'fcad grown [him, 
By what it fed on : and yet within a. month— 
Let me not think on ’t— frailty, thy name is 
. 'woman ! * 

A little months— or ere those shoes were old, 
With which she follow’d my poor father’s 
body, . "• h ; 

Like-Niobe, all Kievan she— ‘ 

0 Heaven ! a beast tttiiut Wants Ifiscoufse of 
% reason, , , * v [mine uncle, 

Would have moum'd ^ngor-rmarried with 
My father’s brother 3 butno more like my Fa- 
Than I to Hercules : within a month, [ther, 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous ten rs 


Had the flushing in her galled eyes. 

She married : O most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets 1 
It is not, nor it cannot coiue to good. 

A complete Man. 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I sliall not look upon his like again. 

Caution a to young Ladies. 

For Hamlet, and the trifling of hi* favor. 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood 3 
A violet in the youth of pritny nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and sappliance of a minute, 

No more. 


Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain, 
If with too credent ear you list his songs j 
Or Jose your heart 3 or your chaste treusuie 
open 

To his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in tho rear of your afl'ccLioii, 

Out of the. shot and, danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she Unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue. herself 'scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring 
Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d : 

And in : the morn and liquid dew of joutli 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

A Satire on ungracious Pastors. 

I shall Ih’effects of this good lesson keep 
As watchmen to my heart : but, good in y bro- 
Do not, tin some ungracious pastors do, [tlier. 
Show me the stfeep and thorny way to heaven > 
Whilst, HKta a puft and reckless,! ibertinc, 
Himself thqj primfcpsp path of dalliance treads. 
And fecks not his own read. 

A Father’s' Advice to his Son going to travel. 

Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportinn’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried r 
>Gtapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ? 
33ut do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-liatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Be- 
ware 

Of entrance to a quarrel 3 but, being in, 

Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give cv'ry man thine ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy 
judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But not express'd in fancy 3 rich, not gaudy > 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be : 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, to thine own self be true 5 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false' to any man. 
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Hamlet on the Appearand of his Father’s 
Ghost. 

Aiigols and ministers of grace defend us ! 

Tt«> thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts 
from hell, 

He thy intents wicked, or charitable, 

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape, 
That I will speak to thee; I 'll call thee 
1 lamlct, 

King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me : 

Lei mo not burst in ignorance ! but tell, 

Why the canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements 1 why the sepulchre 
Wherein we saw thcc quietly inurn ’d, 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again ? What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete 
steel, 

Ro\isit\st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous 5 and we foo*s of nature. 
So horribly to shake our disposition [souls ? 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our 

The Mischief it might tempt him to. 

What if it tempt you towards the llood, my 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, [lord, 
That beetles o’er his base into the sea ; 

And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of 
reason, 

And draw you Into madness ? Think of it : 
The wry place puts toys of desperation, 
Without more motive, into ev’ry brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar bcncaih. 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet . 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak, 
I ’ll go no further. 

Ghost . Mark me. 

Ham. 1 will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Jfum. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy Bcrious, 
To what I shall unfold. [hearing 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou 
Ham. What ? [shalt hear. 

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit ; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night, 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away. Rut that I am 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, [forbid 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young 
blood ; [spheres ; 

Make thy two eyes, like stars, Btart from their 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular hair to stand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal Blazon must not be 


To ears of flesh and blood : list, list, O list . 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

Ham. O Heaven ! [murder. 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 
Ham. Murder 1 [is 5 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it 
Rut this most foul, stropge, and unnatural. 
Ham. Haste me to ; know it j that I, with 
wings as sVrift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. 1 find thee apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou be thajMhe 4utT»vi-u 
That roots itself iu ease on ‘Lethe’s wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this ? Now, Hamlet, 
hear : 

’Tis given out, that, sleeping in my orchard. 

A serpent stung me ; so the whole caj.(»C Den- 
is by a forged process of my dca>fr r [in;u ! 
Rankly abus’d j but know, tJyJu noble youth, 
The serpent that did stiijsKny father’s life, 
Now wears his crovrxiT^ 

Ham. O my prophetic soul ! my uncle ? 
Ghost: Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 
beast, [girts, 

With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous 
(() wicked wits and gifts, that have the pow’r 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 
O Hamlet, what a falling off was there ! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
f made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

Rut virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven 
So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d, 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage* 

Rut, soft ! methinks, I scent the morning air 
Brief let me be : Sleeping within mine or- 
My custom always of the afternoon, [clianl, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon nr a vial. 

And in the porches of milRTTKli id pour 
The leperous distijment j whose etlcct 
Holds' such an enmity with blood of man, 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses throu-rb 
The natural gates and alleys of the body 5 
And, with a sudden vigor, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it 
mine ; 

And a most instant tetter bark’d about, ' ■ 
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a~ brother’s hand. 

Of life, of crown, of queen 1 , at once despatch'd : 
Cut off evenin the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel’d ; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 

Ham. O horrible ! O horrible ! most hor- 
rible ! 



W*# in.] 


DRAMATIC 1 . 


•i 


Ghost. If thou hast nature in thee, bear it 
J.ct not the royal bed of Denmark be [not j 
A couth for luxury and damned incest. 

Rut howsoever thou pursuest this act, 

Taint nflt thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to Hea- 
ven, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at 
once ! 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 

A nd 'gins to pale his fhcffectual fire : 

*die\udieu ! remember me. [Exit. 
Ham. O, all /flu host of heaven $ O earth ! 
what else 1 [my heart ! 

And .shall 1 couple hell? O he ! hold, hold, 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But Jjpnr me stiffly up ! Remember thee ? 

\y, thou p </'r ghost, while memory holds a 
seat 

In this distraetcdS dobe. Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the table oT nr/ memory 
1 ’ll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
That youth and observation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of rny brain, 

I 'nimx’d with baser matter : yes, by Heaven. 
O most pernicious woman ! 

0 \ ilium, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 

My tables, — meet it is I set it down, [lain ; 
That one may smile, aiul smile, and be a vil- 
At least I am sure it may be so in Denmark. 

[ Writing, 

So uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, “ Adieu, adieu ! Remember me.” 

Ophelia's Description of Hamlet’s mad Ad- 
dress to her. 

My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrac’d ; 
No hat upon his head j his stockings foul’d, 

1 higartcr'd, ami down-gyved to his ancle ; 

Pale us his shirt ; lus knees knocking each 
And with a look so piteous in purport, [other ; 
A*, if heharPvcn loosed out of hell 

To spra'f oV horrors — he c Miles before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy lov- ** 

, Oph. My h.rd, I do not know ; 

Util, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he 7 [rne hard : 

(fph. 1 le took mo by the wrist, and held 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And with his other hand thus o’er his brow 
. D . Tails 7o such perusal of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long staid he so j— 

At last — a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound, 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 

And end his being. That done, he let me go ; 
And, with h» head over his shoulder turn’d, 
He seem’d to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out of doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 


Hamlet 1 * Rejections on the Player and him- 
self. 

O what a rogue ami peasant slave am I ! 

Is it not monstrous, Unit this player here, 
lhil m a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could force hiB soul so to his own conceit. 
That, from her working, all his visage xvann’d ? 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ; and all for nothing 
For Hecuha ! 

What ’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, [do, 
That he should weep for her ? what would he 
Had lie the motive and the cue for passion 
That 1 have ? he would drown the stage w ith 
tears, 

And cleave the gen’ral ear with horrid sprrcli ; 
Make mad the guilty and appal the fur. 
Confound the ignorant; and niriaze, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I — 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, speak. 

Like John-a-dreuins, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 

Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am 1 a coward ? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ! 
Tweaks me by the nose, gives me the lie i' the 
throat, 

As deep us to the lungs ? Who does mu this ! 
Ha ! why, I should take it : — lbr it cannot be 
But. 1 arn pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 
| Willi this slave’s offal : bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindlcss 
villain ! 

Why, what an ass am I ! This is most bratc ; 
[That I, the son of a dear father murder'd. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with 
And fall a cursing like a very drab, [words, 
A scullion ! 

Fic upon ’t ! foh ! About, my brains ! Humph \ 
I have heard, 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions : 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will 
speak [players 

With most miraculous organ. I ’ll have these 
Play something like the murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle : I ’ll observe his looks ; 
l ’ll tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 

I know my course. The spirit, that 1 have 
seen, 

May be a devil : and the devil hath pow’r 
To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent wiih such spirits) 

Abuses me to damn me : I ’ll have grounds 
More relative than this : the play ’s the thing 
Wherein I ’ll catch the conscience of the king 
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Hypocrisy. 

We are to blame in this — [visage 
'Tis too much prov’d — that, with devotion's 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, ’tis too true ! how smart 
A l.ish that speech docs give my conscience ! 
The harlot’s cheek, bcaulied with plastering art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, , 
Than is my deed to my most painted word. 

Life and Death weighed. 

To be, or not to be, that is the question : 
Whether ’tie nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The stings and arrows of outrageous fortune : 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And, by opposing, end them : To die— to 
sleep — 

No mora *, and by a sleep to say we end 
The h curt-ache, and the thousand natural 
shocks 

That flesh is heir to ; — 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die j— to sleep ; 
T«> sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, theio 's 
the rub } [come, 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may 
Vi hen we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause : — there 's tho respect, 
That makes calamity of so long life 3 [time, 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of 
Th* oppressor’s wrong, the proud man's con- 
tumely, 

Tho pangs of despis’d love, the law's delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
\\ ith .i bare bodkin 7 Who would fardels 
To gruul and sweat under a weary life} [bear, 
l»iit that the dread of something idler death — 
The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns — puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather hear those ills we have, 
Thau fly to others that we know not of 7 
Tims conscience does make cowards of us all j 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sickbed o'er with the pale cast of thought } 
And enterprises of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
Ami lose the name of action. 

A noble Mind disordered. 

O what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's! scholar's eye, tongue, 
sword : 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 
Th' observ'd of all observers 1 quite, quite 
down! 

And I, of ladies most deject ahd wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music-vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and 
harsh; [youth, 

That unrugMhjd form and feature of blown 
Blasted tpgp^BCStasy. 


On Flattery, and an even-minded Man . 
Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 

To feed and clothe thee 7 Why should the’ 
]>oor be flatter’d 7 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow tawning. Dost thou 
hear ? 

Since my dear soul was giietress of her choice, 
And could of men distinguish her elect i^, „ , 
She hath seal’d thee for herp^ 1 l t f*7br tCou hast 
been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 

A man, that fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta’en with equal thanks : and blest are 
those, [mingled, 

Whose blood and judgment are so well emu- 
That they arc not a pipe foHFort line's finger 
To sound what stop sjie-pl^ase : Give me i|u* 
man [him 

That is not passion’s slave, and I will \wv 
In iny heart's core — ay, in my heart of luuit. 

As I do thee. 

Midnight . 

'Tis now the very witching t-nio of night ; 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itself 
breathes out [hot blond, 

Contagion to Jhis world : Now could i drink 
And do such business as the better day 
Would quake to look 011 . Soil ; now to my 
mother. 

0 heart, lose not thy nature : let no! ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom . 

Lot me he cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

The King's despairing Soliloquy, and Ham- 
let’* Reflections on him. 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to he.iv ’n ; 

It hath the primal, eldest curse upon *t, 

A brother's murder ! Prav can 1 not, 

Though inclination lie as sharp ah will ; 

My stronger guilt defeats my stream [pf on* • 

And, like a man tq'tloubjc business bound, 

I stand in pause where T shall first begin, 

Ahd both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brothers blot d ! 
la there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
Td wash it white as snow f Whereto serves 
But to confront the visage of offence 7 [mercy, 

A nd what ’s in prayer, but this twofeULferce 3 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fall, - 
Or pardon’d, being down 7 Then I 'll look up } 
My fault is past. But Q, what form of prayer 
Can serve my tyr* 7 Forgive 4 me my foul 
inuitiert * 

That cannot be } *&ce l am still possess'd 
Of those effects for. which 1 did the murder, 

My crown, mine ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 
OiTcncc’s gilded hand may shove by justice : 
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And oft ’tig aeon, the wicked prize itself This teas your husband.— Look you now, what 
Buys out the law : but 'tie not so above : t follows : 

There, is no shuffling, there the action lies Here is your husband ; like a m ild ew’d ear. 

In its true nature 5 and we ourselves compell’d Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you 
Even tq the teeth and forehead of our faults eyes ? 

To give in evidence. What then ? what Could you on this fair moun tain leave to f&d, 
rests t And batten on this moor ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more 5 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent T Thouturn'st mine eyes into my very soul 5 
O wretched state ! O bosom,' black as death ! And there I see such .black and grained spots, 

0 hmed soul 1 that, struggling to be ftee, As wilt not leave tl^ir tinct. 

Art more engag'd ! fHjfdp, angels, make assay ! . [your wings, 

Bow, stubborn knees! $nd, heart, with strings Ham, Save ■ hover o’er me with 

5 f - -,*• v You heavenly guaj^g i-^What would your gra- 

ftc* soft as sinews of thenew-born babe y Queen. Alas! ,'he'ft mad. [clous figure 1 

All may be well 1 , [ The king' kneels. Ham, Do yotf ttbt come your tardy son to 

Enter Hamlet . ^[prayfeg ; chide, $ 

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is That, laps’d in time and passion, lets go by 
And now 1 'll do ’t 3 and so he goes to heav’n : Th’ important acting of your dread command l 
And so am I reveng’d 1 that would be ecunn'd : O, say — 

A •'’liitiu kills my father 5 and, for that, Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 

in' s.dfc non, do this same villain send Ts but to whet thy almost blunted purpose, 
‘tcuven 1 But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 

(his is hire and salary, not. revenge, O step between her and her fighting soul ! 

1 ’» i'iok my father grossly, full of bread 5 Co iceit m weakest bodies strongest works 3 

W ih all his crimes broad-blown, as flush 1 Speak to her, Hamlet. 

May ; [Heaven 1 Ha.n How is it with you, lady ? 

wut, how his audit stands, who kuow*. save Queen. Al.*^ ! how is it with you, 

Suit, in our e.ireuiiistancc and course of thought. That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 

' r \ is ItiMVv with him aud am 1 then rev».ng’d And with the isccrportl air do hold discourse 1 

To t ike him in the purging of his soul. forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep 5 

When he is fit and seasoned for his passage 1 And. js the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 
iNn * Your bedded hair, like life in CAcremcnls, 

1 p, .-.word 3 and know thou a more horrid lient Starts up and stands on end. O. gentle son. 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in iiis rage 3 Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Oi in the incestuous pleasures of his bed 3 Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look 1 
At gaming, swearing 3 or about some act t&tm O 1. him! on him! look you how 

I nut has no relish of salvation in 't : [v, .15 pale he glares ! [stones, 

en trip him, that his heels may kick at hea- His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to 
vnd that his soul may be as damn'd and black, Would make them capable. Do not look on 
As hell whereto it goes. me*- 

. , , __ ^ Lest, with this piteous action, vou convert 

Hamlet and km Mother. My stern effects : then, what I have to do 

Queen. What 1 m* I done, that t iu»u dar’at Will want true color tears, perchance, for 
In noise so rude against no ? [wag thy tongue blood. 

Ham. Such an act, Queen. To whom do yon speak this 1 

T 7 -.-.: Vurs the grace and blush of modesty » Ham: Do you see nothing there 1 

Ualla virtue hypocrite 3 ta^es off the ropiv -'s^ [Pointing to the Ghost 

From the fair forehead 01 an innocent lovely Queen . Nothing at alls yet all, that is, I 

And sets a blister there 3 makes marriage- vows Ham . Nor did you nothing hear ? [see. 

As false as dicers’ oaths : O, such a deed, Queen. No. nothing, but ourselves, 

Asjfrom the body of contraction plucks ‘ . Ham. Why, look you there ! look how it 

The very soul ! and sweet religion jnkkefc w - steals away ! 

A rhapsody of words, My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 

Queen. Ah mo/brhjvt act ? [this, Look, where he goes, even nouf, out at the 

Ham, Lpok^bere, fipkm this picture, and on # portal. [Exit Ghost. 

The counteifa^|meirtp^nt of two brothers. Queen. This Is the vlfy coinage of your 

See what a onthis * bro\ / ; ‘ _ This bodiless creation ecstasy [brain : 

Hyperion’s 3 Is very cunning in, . 

An eye like : Ham. Ecstasy! [time, 

A station likdaeijy mW iiiitt^ My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep 

New-lighted on hill 3 . •' And make* as healthfbl music : ft is not mad- 

A combination* i%i That I hive utter’d 3 bring mb to the test, [ness 

Where eve^ his sed, Atid I the matter will re-word 3 which mad- 

To give the worldaliSUraft of a tngft 3 ness 

Vol. vi. Nos. 85 A 86. 
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Would gambol from. Mother, for love of 
grace, 

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That not your trespass, but my madness 
speaks : 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unseen.— Confess yourself to heaven J 
lie-pent what ’s past ; avoid what is to come. 
Queen. O Hamlet ! thou hast eleftmy heart 
in twain. . - ,/ 

Ham. O, throw away the worse* part of it, 
And live the purer With the othefc half. 

Good night : but go not to my uncled bed : 
Assume a virtue, if you IrtVe it not. 

That monster Custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this; 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 

That aptly is put on : refrain to-night j 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature ; 
And cither curb the devil or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good' 
night ! 

And when you are desirous to be bfest, 

1 ’ll blessing beg of you. 

Queen. What shall I do ? [you do : 

I/am. Not this, by no means, that I bid 
Lei the bloat king tempt you again to bed 5 
Finch wanton on your cheek ; call you his 
mouse 5 

And let him for a pair of rcechy kisSes, „ [gerS, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fin- 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

'That I essentially am not in madness, [know. 
But inad 111 craft. 'Twere good, you let' him 
Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made 
of breath, 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 
lfum. I must to England, you know that ? 
Queen. Alack, I had forgot 5 
*Tis so concluded 011. 

Ham. There ’s letters seal’d 5 and my two 
schoolfellows, 

Whom I will trust.as I will adders fang’d, 
They bear the mandate 5 they must sweep my 
way, 

And marshal me to knavery : let it work 5 
For ’tis-the sport, to have the engineer . 

Hoist with his own petard : and it shall gb hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mj&es, 
And blow them at the moon. 

Hamlet's Reflections on his own Irresolution. 

How all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man, - ; 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he, that with suChJprge die* 

Looking before’ gave us iw>t[cour»e> 

That capability anugdd-like reason 
To fust in us umia’d : now, whether it be 
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Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, 

(A thought, which, quarter'd, hath hut one 
part wisdom. 

And ever three parts coward), I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, This tiling 's to do ; • . 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and 
means, 

To do 't . Examples, gross as earth, exhort me ; 
Witness, this army, of such mass, and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit with dlvixv® ambition puft, 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

-Exposing what is mdrtal, and^rtBure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 
Even for on egg-shell. Rightly to be great, 

| Js, not to«tir without great argument ; 

I But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, [then. 
When fionor ’s at tho stake. How stand 1 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd, 
Excitements of my reason and my blood, 

And let all sleep ? while to my shame 1 sec 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men 
That, for a phantasy, and trick of fame, 

Go to theitgravos like beds 5 light for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 
I To hide tho slain ! — O, from this time forth, 
My thoughts bo bloody, or be nothing worth ! 

Description of Ophelia’s Drowning. 
There is a willow grows ascauut the brook , 
That shows his* hoar leaves in the glassy 
stream; 

Therewith fantastic garlands did she make. 

Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long pur- 
plos, 

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name. ■* 
But our cold maids do dead men s fingers call 
them : | weeds 

There on the pendant boughs her coronet 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke 
When down her weedy trophies, and heisclf, 
Fell in the weeping brook. Iler clot lies spread 
wide 

And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up - 
AYhiqh time she chanted snatches of upturn 
Ae oSeincapable ©flier own distress, 

Or likb a creature native and indued 
tsufto that element ; but long it eon Id not be, 
Till that her garments, hca\y with their drink, 
P\dl'd r the poor wretch from her melodious, lay 
To muddy, death. 

A spotless Virgin Varied. 

Lay h§r a' the earth ; 
And from her fair and rnipolli^ flesh 
Mby vfel^^ ^ ^^ ^ ^th^jj^urlish priest, 


madness : 

And thus a while willwork on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female doVe, 
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When fii*t her golden couplets are disclos'd 
His silence will sit drooping 

Providence directs Cur Actions 
• And tbit should teach us, 

1 here ’s a Divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough hew them how we vftD 

' Otto mfo the e*p«l 

And let die kettle to the trumpet snapfe, v 
r I he tiunfpet to the ceanaeeer wrifiit, * 

The cannons to the henteftftttte heavenf h 
' Now the KL 0 drink* to mm.” [eaSh * 

$19 THE FDt«r PART OF HSPJtV flf. 

t x * *'&iUmtu&x 
PepHqflt r civil Wart 
So shaken as w^ are, so wan wUh c$re, 
find we a tune for frughM peace to pant, 

And breathe ahoitrWfndea iccentft of A$W 
broils 

To bo commenc’d in strohds afar rewrote 
No more the thirsty Efinnyu if this soil 
Miall daub her lips with bet Om Children's 
blood, r * (fluids, 

No more shall trenching war channel her 
Nor hruibo hei flow rets witli the armed booth 
Ot hostile paces Those opposed eyes, 

Wliic h— like the meteors of a troubled he iron, 
Ml ot one nature, of one substance tked— 

I) d late ly meet m tho intestine dunk 
\n l iuuous close of civil butchery, 

^ ill now, m mutuil, wclbbeseemihg ranks, 

>1 ire h ill one wey and be no more Oppos’d 
A „ uust acquaintance, kindred, and allies 
I ho c<l,e of war, like an lll-she ithed knife, 

N » more hall cut his master 
> 

Ain* Unity s Character ef Percy, and qfhts 
Son Prince Henry 
lei, there thou irnk’st ino sod, and inxk’at 
In envy, tint mv lord Northumberland [me sin 
should 1m the f ither of so blest a boo 
V m ii who i* the theme of honor’s tongue; 
Am >i I a pie the very straigbtat plant , 

>. h i c 1 1 < rt one's minion, and bet wide 
Whilst 1 by lc king on tl i pni e of hlfy \ 
Si c not uul d 1 nor stain tl < 1 j v ^ 
Of my > un i l nry 

# Prime Hi nry 1 s Soliloquy 
I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’d humor of your idleness 
Vet herein will I imitate the sun, 

Who doth permit the baso contagious clouds 
1 o smother up his beauty from the world , 
i hat, when hertqpsf iftasn frty tomstfft 
Being wanted. W h* wpader’djet. 

By breaking through f&MM tttd ugly mfttp 
Of vapouip that strangle nun 

If all the year WdfeplaShw holida>s, 

1 o sport would head (Motts as to work ; 

Put, when they seldom come, they wtsh’d-fbr 


\nd nothing pleasoth but rare accidents 
^0, when this loose bohavior I throw oft, 

And piy the debt I never promised , 

By how mu< h better than my word I am, 

By so much shall 1 1 llsify men s hopes , 

And, like bright mctil on a sullen giound. 

My reformation, glut ring o'er my tiult 
Shall show more goodly, and lttract more eyes 
Than ihat which hath no foil to set it oft 
I ’ll so mud, tq make offence i skill , 
Redeeming tune, when men think least I will 

Hotspur's DmripUo n tf a finical (out tier 
But, l remember, when the fight was done, 
When I wet dry With rage and extreme t< d 
Breathless and flmt, leaning upon my sword 
Came there a certain lord, neat, tnmly diest 
Fresh as ft bridegroom , and his chin, new 

K reap’d, 

d like a stubble 1 md at harvest home 
is pertained like a milliner, 

And ’twixt his j^nger and his thumb ho held 
A potmeet Dot, Which ovei and anon 
He gave his uo4, and t6ok 't aw ly again — 
Who, therewith angty, when it next came 
there, [tilk’d, 

Took lt^lh rtmflF***And Still he smild and 
And, as the soldiers bare dead bodies by, 

He call’d them ustapght knaves, uumanucrly 
To bhUg a slovtnty Unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind tad his nobility 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He question'd me , among the zest, demanded 
My prisoners, m yemt majesty’s behalt | col 1 
I then, all smarting with my wounds, buiy 
To be so pester'd With a popinjay, 

Outrqffoy gridf md my impatience 
Answer’d neglectingly I know not what , 

Ho should or he should not > foi he made me 
mad, 

To sco him shine go brisk, and smell so sweet, 
And talk so like a waiting gontfewoman, 

Of guns, and drums, md wounds (God sue 
the mark ’) 

And telling me the so\ ertign’st thing on earth 
W l$ pormucity, for on inward bruise , w 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 4 
That fillanous saltpetre should be digg d 
Out of the bowels of the h aimless earth, 

\\ hich maqy a good toll fellow had destroy d 
So cowardly , and. but for these vde guns. 

He would himself nave been a soldier 

Donga 

As fall of pen? uld^venf%iw sjnnt? 

A 8 to o crwdljt n current, roaring loud, 

On the unstemput footing of a spetr 

Honor 

By heaves* iftethmks it were ai\eUsy leap. 
To pMSfe bright Honor from the paledac d 
Or diVe mto the bottom df tho deep, [moon. 
Where fitlttm hne could ftetcr ttach the 
ground, 
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And pluck up drowned Honor by the locks , 
feo he th it d ih rede em her thence might wear 
Withe it lo rival *ili her dignities 
B it out up>n this bilf lie d fellowship 1 

lady Petty s pathetic Speech to her Husband 

0 mv good lord, why are you thus alone 1 

I r what oftcnce ha\c I this fortnight, beftn 
\ 1 itnsh d woman from my miry’s bed 1 

1 1 11 inc sw eet lord what t* ittakea (Wan thee 

I I > toinach, pleasure, spd t^ygoM^n sleep ? 
W hy dost thou bend tow eye* upftg the earth, 
At d start so often mbfe# alone ? 
Why hast thou left |n* blood ip thy 

cheeks 

And (,iv o my treasures,. and jpay rights of thee, 
To thick ey’d musing, on4 curs d melancholy ? 
In thy faint clumbers 1 by t^ee have watch d. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars , 
^pcak terms of manage to thy bounding steed , 
Cry, ( ourage 1 to the Held and thou hast 
nlkd 

Of sallies and retires , of trenches, tents, 

Of paliMidoes, frontiers, pat&pets , 

Ofhisili^kb of cannon, culveftn $ 

Of prisoners’ ransom and of soldier* shun, 

Vnd ill the ourrents of a heady fight 
l h> spirit within thee hath tefen so at war, 
And thus bath so bosurrtt thee m thy sleep, 

I hat beads of sweat have Stood upon thy brow, 
J ike bubbles in a late disturbed stream 

And in thy face strange motions Into appear'd, 
S ich as we see when men restrain their breath 
On borne great sadden Jtsste O, what por 
tents are these * 

Some heivy business hath my Iftid in band, j 
And 1 must know it, else he loves m c not. 

Prodigies ridiculed \ 

1 cannot blame him at my natmty, 

The front of heaven was lull of fiery shapes, 
Of burning cressets , and, at my birth, 

I I r fnirc and huge foundation of the earth 
SI k d like a coward 

Hot Why so it would have done 
Atttl e tune season, if yout mother * cat 
Had kitten d— tho’ yourself had ne'er been 
boro 

f hseased nature oftentimes breaks fbrth 
1 1 strange eruptions oft the teeming earth 
la with a kind of cholic pinch’d and vex d, 

By the ltnpnsomng of unruly wind [striving, 
Within her womb , which, for enlargement 
Shakes the old beldame Earth, and topples 
{Steeples and moss-grown lowers {down 

On. pUMroble Rhymers 
I had father be a kitten and W-roew, 
Than one of these msm metro bhtfad-moujrots , 
T hod rather he*i a fc&tett cansfcck turn'd, 

Or a dry wbtal grate oq the axle-tree $ 

And that would a*t fry teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing ao much as mfaeiog poetry » 
'TiaiAtha forc'd of a shuffling nag 


Punctuality tn Bargain 
I 11 give thrice so much land 
To any woll deserving friend 9 
But, in the way of bargain mark ye me 
I 11 c iv il on the ninth pan of a hair 

A Husband sung t* Sleep by a fair Wife 
She bids you 

Upon the Wipton TOM* lay yon down. 

And rest ytitf gentle head upon her lip 
And tfcp will sing the song th#fc pteaseth vou, 
And on year eyfe-Kd* crown the god of sleep, 
Chemung your blood with pleasing heaviness 
;Mkhing such dtfifemnee 7 tw»V * *e and «lei p 
"A* W the difference betwixt day and night, 
The hoar before the heavenly harness d tcim 
Begins his golden progress in the east 

King Henry the Fourth to his Son 
Had I so lavish of my presence been, 

So common hackney'd in the ryes of nitn, 

So stile and cheap to vulgar company. 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had fetilj kept lqyftl to possession , 

And left me m roputtfnm banishment, 

A fellow of ho mark nor likelihood 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir 
But likp a comet, I was wondered at [he 
That men would tell their children , * This w 
Others would say, u Where * which is Bo 
hngbroke v * 

And then 1 stole all courtesy from heaven 
And dress’d myself in such humility, 

That I did pluck allegiance fiom men b hearts 
Loud stout* and salutations from their mouth* 
Even in tto presence of the crowned king 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new , 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

No er seen but wondered it and «o my ht itc 
Seldom, but sumptuous showed like i feast , 
And won, by rareness, such solemnity 
I he skipping king he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits 
Sopn kindled, and soon burned carded hi* 
State. 

Mingled his royalty with capering tool 
Ijfed hW great name profaned wit tl cir scon - 
And ggve his countenance against i is n unc 
To laugh at e 1 mg boys, and t n d tl c push 
Of every beaidlebs vun c r pir t \c 
Grew a companion to tK c mm m streets 
Enfeoffed himself to pc p il urity 
That, being daily swillowed by men’s eye* 
They surfeited with honey , and began [little 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, wbeieoi a 
More than a little is by much to^much 
So when he had occasion tn to «en, 

He was but as the ctokosr u m Jane, 

Heard, not rogstM % firon, to* wdh each eyes, 
As, sick and Btpktwmh atom nutty, 

Anbfcd no ektraflldl Sub y bUCj 
S uch ss ii bent to Si&sjasty ' • 

When it shines i*m*in admiring eyes 
But rather drows’d, snd hung their eye lid* 
down, 
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Slept in hie face, and rendered such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their' adversaries $ [full.] 
Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and] 

Prince Henry'* mode# Defence qf himself. 
God forgive them , that «e much have swayed 
Your majesty's goodUwggtaa from me i 

I will redeOJU 
And, ittthc 1 
Be bold lio - 

When lwQl;t^er a 
And stalin' mylivoril 
Which* wait'd agfcy,' 
with it. „ \ ^ , 

And that.shaU^the < 

That this same child of . 

This gallant Hotspur,, tSl 
And your unthought of Harr 
For ev'ry honor sitting on Jdahelfti, 

Would they wore ra&fttidta)- and 01 
My shames redoubled: for the time wiif cOme 
That I shall make this northern, youth ex- 
change 

His glorious dee 

Percy ia but my^tor,foW^» w ,, t 
To engross up glorious, deeds isn rayj&half ; 1 
And I will call him V so strict account, 

That he shall render every gltiry bp, '> 

Yea, eventhe slightest worship of hiadme, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from h$f Ifc&tt. 
This, in the name of God, 1. 

The which, if he be pleas'd *f. shall], 

I do beseech your majesty may sajve 
The long grown wounds of my it 
If not, the end of life eantals. all u^qp 9 
And t will die.a hundred thousand deaths. 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

A gallant Warrior; 

I saw young Harry— -with his beaver on. 

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd— 
Rise from the ground, like feather’d Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

^ And witch the world with uofcte in 

Hotspur’* Impatience for the 

Let them comeW \ 
They coinc like sacrifices in their trim, 

And to tin* lire -eyed maid of smoky war, 

A A hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on liis altar Sit, 

I T p to the cars in blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, [horse, 
And yet not ours : Come, let me take my] 
Who is to bear tab 1&9 a thunderbolt, 

Against tta*bdfe»f of tBfr Prince dfw&ei 
Harry to Bttry Wllj^pnfcto'hpi^ ; , 
Meet, and ne'er jmkj, W ghe dtbp dew mi 
O, that ! * 'Jc 

Prince tietonf* modest ChaUenge, 

Tell your nephew, [world] 

The Prince of Wales doth join with all the] 


In praise of Henry Percy ; by my hopes— 

This present enterprise set off his head — 

I do not think, a braver gentleman, 

More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace thia latter ago with noble deeds. 

For my p5^t* I may speak it to my shame, 

I haVC.a truant been to chivalry ; 

Aiid so l hear he doth account me too : 

Yet t^iS'hefprer igy father's majesty — 

|I araedhttsnt thafie ahull take the odds 

And wi^fer mvUjtKc blood on either side, 
try fortune with^him in a single fight. 

Prince Htiiry’ Spi^d Speech on the Death 
qf Hotspur. 

Brave Percy— fore thoe well,, great heart ! 
IU-weav’d ambition, how much art thou 
.phruuk 1 . t 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound *, 

Bat kw, tfyo ptees of the vjlest earth [dead, 
h footed enpugln— This e^ith that bears thee 
Bearsv^tia^felibstouta gentleman, 
tf thou wert-.se risible of epurfcay, 

Ishuuldbot rfUtkeso dear a 'show of aeal :— 
But let fliy'fovors hide thymangied face ; 

ft Ml thank myself, 
fer rites of tenderness. 

:ako thy praise With theft to heaven ! 
sleep with thee in the grave, 
K'jyu thy epitaph* 

dmatidsAetum. 

pf life Ja short $ 

thaf shortness basely, were too long, 
‘ ie upon a dial's point, 
at tpe arrival of an hour. 

$ SO. Tlfe SECOND PART OP HENRY IV. 

Shakspeare. 

Contention. ,, 

Contention, like a horse 
Full of high feedyjjjt mailly hath broke loose, 
And foam down Spiefore him. 

Post-Messenger. 

After him, came, Spurring hard, 

A gentleman almost .forespent with speed, 
That stopp'd by . me to breathe hsa bloodied 
. 'horse : t , ,r 

He jask’d the wayte Chester 5 and of him 
I did demand Vrfijt As** from Shrewsbury. 
He told me, that rebellion had ill luck, 

And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold t 
With that, be ga?e his able horse the bead, 
And. bending forward, struck his armed heels 
Against, the tantli^atdeiit of his poor jade . < 



__ ______ way^ 

Sfeyi*4 I^Wger question. 

Mtssengerwith Hi Newti- ^ 
Yea, this man's brow, like io U'title-leaf, 
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Forctcls the nature of a tragic volume : 

So looks the strond whereon th J imperious flood 
Hath It:lt a witness'd usurpation. [choek 
Thou trcmblest : and the whiteness in thy 
Is aptcr than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even such a inan, so faint, so spiritless, 

So dull, so dead in look, so woebegone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in thed&i^ df fngtijtfTi 
And would have told himifcsflf hfo Troy was 
burn'd. ^ - '< ' 

I sec a strange conjE^t^^ J^ie; 

Thou shak'st thy he^y^^h^ld'st « lf ^ y- 
To speak a truth* ^ ,, 

The tongue offendfrnot ijiat L:s death, * 

A nd he doth sin, thatdoth belW the dead $ ' 
Not he, which say^lfe^fej^ *» not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news • 
Hath butva losing offico 3 and his tongue . 
Sounds ever, after as a sullen bell, 
Remember'd knelling a departing friencL 

Greater Griefs de&ttoy ihe leu. 

As the wretch, whose fcver^Weaken'd joints, 
Like strengthless hinge®* buc&eunder fife, 
Impatient of his fit* iae^slSeja &te u _ j 
Out of b is keeper's arms j eyea'fco iny limbs, 
Weaken'd with grief,bei>hg 

Are thrice thcmsehp^i H^nce &&&fbrp, thou 
A scaly gantlet noni£ 'with 
Must glove this hand : and nence^^c^i sickly 
quoifi , X /' V :/• 

Thou art a guard too wanton for-thql^id; 
Which princes, flush'd with conqumt/aim to 
hit. v„ <'t r ' - 

Now bind my brows with irafy and approach 
The rqgged'st hour that tyne $|d spite dare 
bring *' .I.* V .. :U - 

To frown upon tV eamg’d IV 

Let heaven kiss earth' ! now^t ndt JSature^ 
hand / .. , ■ ; 

Keep the wild flood confinU! IM order dial 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act 5 
But let one spirit of the firet-born Cain . 
Reign in all bosoms, thatgjwh heart being set 
On bloody . courses, the gplfecene may end, .* 
And darkness be the bqrier of.tbe doadt 

- OnStHp. 

£%i , sleep, 

Nature’febft nnr»e,Bew h»y», 4 frighte 4 thea, 
That thim HP mpie wilt weigh- my bye^lid* 
And steepmy senam%$^fyhQ ^1 (<&*& 
Why rather, ste^f M£f|um i» amokycribs, 1 
Upon uneasy palfefa it|etehing thee, 

And husb'd>R^ j Jteing nighties to thy 

" AnSuStV ' L® . . « 
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Wilt tlion upon the high and giddy mast, 

Seal up the ship-boy*s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge 5 * 

And in the visitation of the. winds, 

Who take the ruflfcn billows by the tdp, 
Curling their mbustre u^heads, ami hanging 

Wth<faf?d‘ 1 ' d 

That, with the hiuriy, dea^^wilf awakes ? 
Const thou, 0.pai^al aleepr^irive thy repose 
To tjs^wet in an bom so rude 3 

And, in the aiwPthe stillest night. 

With all iipplh&ees and means to boot, 

Ddny it to a king ? 

bitifogue tptafeen Prince tkenry and F*- 

* ’X- '^"V ier * ' >< f 

Gome hither to me, Harry :~ 

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

^ o _ , [Exeunt Lord*. 

P. H. I never thought to hear yon speak 
again. , , -(that thought : 

K. H. Thy wish was lather,- Harry, to 
I stay too long by, thee, 1 weary thee. 

Dost thousa hunger for my empty chair, 

That thod wilt needs invest thee with mine 
J' * 1 ■** - 

Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 
Thou eeek’st the greatness that will overwhelm 
‘-'thee. . 

Stay but a v tittle : for my cloud of dignity 
Is hel&from foiling with so weak a wind, * ( 
That it wiU quickly drop ; my day is dim. 
Thou bastjrtolen that, which after, some few 



Than I 
Under 
And li 

O thou dull god, 
In loathsome ~ 


Were UmWttyttt d&iu*; and, at 


Thou hast; 


my death 


ty expectation : 

Thy life did iaani&st tliou lov’dst me 1 not, 

And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it. 

Thou hid'st a tl iousand doggersln thy thoughts. 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 
T9 stab at half an hour of my life. 

What ! canst thou not forbearme half an hour ? 
|Then-get Jhee gone auddig my grave thyself: 
And bid the merry bells ring to tlync car 
Thfit thou art crowned, not tluit 1 am dead. 
Jpet ajj^tho tears that should hedew my licarsc, 
y^ jj e ofbalm to sanctify thy head : 
Only^ ! apmpoiind me with forgotten dust, 
GiVe'tfaat wUich gave tlicc life unto the worms, 
Pluck. down tny officers, break mv decrees ; ‘ 
For now a time is come to mock at form, 1 
HeUry-theFifihia crown'd •. — up, vanity ! 
Down, royal state ! All you sage counsellors, 
tteucel ' ■ 

And to the English <K^ asseatHe now, 
town ev'ry regia vt$ ipes 4,idhm«88 3 (scum : 
Now*-, beighbor^ y«n bf- your 
"latve'^Mu A drink, 

'AB'hsppy, ^j^in^yiD^ib more: 
Engla^, sh ati doMte?gi M his treble miilt : 
Englandsball givehiffi office* honor, might : 



BOOK lit.] 


DRAMATIC. 


For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall’flcsh his tooth in cv'ry innocent. 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 
When a that my care could not withhold thy 

riots, 

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants ! 

P. If. O pardon me, my liege ! but for my 
tears, [Kneeling. 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke, * 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown 
A ud lie that wears the crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more, 

Than as your honor, and as your renown,' 

Let. me no more from this obedience rise 
(Which my most true and inward duteous spirit 
Toaclieth), this prostate and exterior bending ! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in, 
And found no course of breath within your] 

Majesty, 

TIow cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign, 

O, let me in my present wildness die ! 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed. 1 . 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you 
were), 

1 spake unto the crown, as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it : “ The care on thee 
depending, 

Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 
Therefore, thou best of gold, art worst of gold : 
Ollier, less fine in carat, is^We.preeious, 
Preserving life in med’ciitO' potable : 

Rut thou most line, mo&fc honor'd, most re- 
nown’d, .. [lioge, 

I last cat thy betffer up.” Thus, my most royal 
Accusing it, I put it on my head > 

To try with it — as with an enemy 
That hnd before my face murdered my father— 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. , .< •’ 

Hut if it did infect my blood With- joy* V V.\r 
■ "Or swell my tin nights to any strain 
If any rebel or vain spirit or mine 
Did, with the least alfection of a wclcGta£j'«^’ 
Give cntert.iimuoMf fo the might of it, 

Let God for c\rr kocpji from my head ; 

And make me as the poorest vassal »/■' 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it !, 

K. Hen. O my son ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence, 
That thou mightet wtfclthe more thy father?#] 
Pleading so wisely jneKcuaeof it. pove>| 
Come hither* by my/bed %, 

And .he#r, *' ‘ 

That, ever 1 efciuL brea|fe, Heaton 
. my *tm r >- j! * * \ ^ 

By what crook'd**^/ 

1 met this croWnj and^ifcy^k^ 

How troublesome it sat u^ioh my htod : 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 



Hotter opinion, better confirmation ; 

For till the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in ine, 

Hut. as an honor snatch'd Avitli boisterous 
And I had many living, to upbraid [band 3 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace : All these bold 
Thou secst, with peril 1 have answered : [fears, 
For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument 3 and now my death 
Changes the mode : for what in me was pur- 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort : [chas’d, 
So thou the garland wcar’st successively, [do, 
Yet tho’ thou stand’st more Bure than l could 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are 
green 3 [thy friends. 

And all thy friends, which thou must make 
Have but their stings and teeth newly la’cn 
out, 

By whose fell working I was first advanc’d, 
And by whoso pow’r 1 well might lodge a ibar 
To be again displac’d : which to avoid, 

I cut them off ; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land 5 [look 
Lest rest, and lying still, might make them 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my 

Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels 5 that action, hence 
borne out, 

May waste the memory of the former days. 
More wquld . 1 , but my. lungs' are wasted so. 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by tho crown, O God, forgive ! 
And grant it ma’fwith thee in true peace live ! 

P. Hen. My gracious licge, 

You won it ; .wort! it, kept it, gave it mo 3 
Then plaitt and right tnust my possession be : 
Which 1 ,' with moro than with a common 
pain, 

’Gainst all the. world will rightfully maintain. 

Reflections on a Crown. 

O polish’d perturbation ! golden care ! 

That keeps the pi®* of slumber open wide' 
Tomariy a watchfUl night-rsleep with it now ! 
Yet not so sound, hnd half so deeply sweet, 
As he/ Wjgpe with homely biggeu 

Snores out the watch of night. O Majesty ! 
WhejpNhou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost 
Like ai rich armor worn in heat of day, [sit 
iTtet shafts with safety. ; - ' 1 * 

■ ' '4s fju. 

How quickly nqturefelfe into revolt, 

When gold becomes heir object ! 

.For t^wfeol ijdi> 0VerH5arefUl fathers 
|Hkvft broke thcir sftcp with thoughts, their 

For this they have engrossed and pil'd up 
The canker’d heaps -of strange achieved gold j 
For this they have faKato thotightfei' to invest 
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Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 
When, like the bee, culling from ev'ry flow'r 
The virtuous sweets, [honey, 

Our i luglis packed with wax, our mouths with 
Wo bring it to the hive *, and, like the bees, 
Are murder’d lor our pains. 

The Chief Justice to King Henry V, whom 
he had imprisoned. 

* If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing noW the garland, 
To have a son set your decrees at nought ; 

To pluck down justice ftom your pwful bench , 
To trip the course of law, and btynt the sword 
That guards the peace and Safety of your 
person $ 

Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image, 
And mock your workings in a second body. 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case 
Be now the father, and propose a son : [yours, 
Hear your own dignity so much profan’d, [ed. 
*Sec your most dreadful Jaws so loosely slight- 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd : 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your powe^soft silencing your son. 

4 21. THE LIFE OF HENRY V. , 

^HAXSPICARE. 

Consideration. 

Consideration like an angel^came, 

And whipp’d th'ofiending Adam out pf him, 
Leaving his body as a paradise, 

To envelope and contain celesdalepirit#, . 

King Henry V. hie Perfections . 

Hear him but reason in dfVinity, 

And, all-admiring, with an inwaid wish [late : 
You would desire the king iwuC inade > pre- 
Hear him debate of coihmottAWeaRh ^lfeirs/v 
You would say, it hath been all-in-all His study : 
List hi* discourse of war, and you shaft bear 
A fearful battle rendered you in music. ' '' v 
Turn him to any course of policy, . 

The gordian knot of it he wibUnplodse, 
Familiar as hts garter j that, when he geakS, 
The air, a chartered libertine, is riftll. 

And the mute wonder lutketh in meriVeaifsJ ' 
To steal his sweet and honey'd sentenced 

y 

The ComirrmwaUh of&ste* > 

So worfc^he honey • 

Creatures that, fay a nile In natOife, teo$£ ; 
The act of order to * peopled kingdom, . * 
They ha*e a king, aj$5 officers oridtfcK 
Where some, like ftag&fttes, 
home 5 

Others, like nmrchant^%Snture 
Others, like soldiers; 

Make boot tpoktfoi 
Which imegfi &jfc 
To the tent-royal of 
Who, buriefUnJ ' 

The singMBB| 

The ««|^^Hasudiag7ttp tbehortffcj’ 
The crowding asr 
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Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate ; 

The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 

Warlike Spirit. 

Now all the youth of England are on fire, 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ; 
Now thrive the armorers, and honor’s though 
Reigns solely ip the breast of every man : 
They sell the pasture now to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of til Christian kings, 
With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits expectation in the air ; 

And hides a sword, from hilt unto the point, 
With crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 
Promis’d to Harry and his followers. 

False Apjiearnnccs . 

O ! how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance ! show men dutiful > 
Why, so didst thou : ^ecm they grave and 
learned 7 [niily ? 

Why, so didst thou : come they of noble fa- 
Why, so didst thou : seem they religious ? 
Why, so didst thou : or are they spire in diet , 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or auger; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the 
blood ; 

Garnish'd and deck'd in modest compliment : 
Not working with the eye, without the ear, 
And, but in purged judgment, trusting nei- 
ther 7 

Such, and so finely bolted, didst thou seem : 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark’the full -fraught man, and best endued, 
With some saqpiei^jQ. 

Description of a Fleet setting Sail. 
Suppose, that you haveSeen 
$4: Well-appointed king at Hampton -pier 
“nfaark his royalty $ and bis brave fleet [ning. 
'ith silken streamers the young Phcebus fan- 
witb yottir fancies j and in thorn behold, 
the hcffipefu tackle, ship-boy* climbing • 

„ __.Jp, which doth order give 

kCOnfus’cjf : behold the ihrcaden sails, 
the invisible and creeping wind, 
jwawjtfee huge bottoms through the furrow’d 
the lofty surge. [sea, 

« • 

Description of Mght in a Camp. 

$xpm feaftp to camp, through the foul womb 
"of night, A 

The Secret whispftl o faft ffi 0&»r> watch : 
tmfwhrg fire flames 

'ijjfl apd >k boastful 
a . , [tents, 
’» ftctU ^ar^ ftpd from the 
knights, 

1 _ ing rfirets up, 

i< 
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The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the'third hout of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lusty French 
l)p the low-rated English play at dice 3 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 
"Who, like a foul and ugly wit'eh, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned 
English, 

Like sacrifices, by their watchfhl fires 
Si^iaUfiptly, and inly^uminate 
The morning’s danger 5 and their gesture sad, 
Investing* lank-lean checks, and warworn 
Prcscnteih them unto the gazing moon [coats, 
•So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will. 
The royal captain of this ruin’d band, [behold 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to] 
tent, 

Let him cry — praise and glory on his head ! 
For forth he goes, and visits all his host j 
I3ids them good morrow, with a modest smiley] 
* And calls them — brothers, mends, and coun- 
Upon his royal face there is no note [fcr^me#. 
How dread an army hath enrounded him $ 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot Of color' , ' > ' | 

Unto the weary and all-watched night 
Put freshly looks, and overbears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty j 
That ev’ry wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from looks 3 
A largess universal, like the sun, 
llis liberal eye doth give to etf’ry one, 
Thawing cold fear. 


The Mtemetqf Royalty. 

O hard condition \ twin-bom with 
Subjected to the breath of every too 
Whose sense no more can feel bat^Ms own 
wringing ! * .... 

What infinite heart’s-easo must kings neggedL 
That private men enjoy ! fEoi 

And what have kings, that private? have jtffc 
Save ceremony, save general Ceremony 7 
"And what art thou, thou idol c^Ompny 7 
What kind of ftod art thOH, thatBuSbr 5 
Of mortal griefe, than do t^y fa>nhippt»»«r /v 
What are thy rents, what are thy comir ' ' ** 

' > ceremony, show me bat tny worth ! 

* What is the soul of adoration 7 [fefcj 

Art thou aught else hut place, degree, ax 
‘Creating awe and fear in other meift 
Wherein thou art lcssJiappy, being fear’d. 
Than they in fearing 7 " [sweet, 

What drink’st thou oft, instead, of homage! 
pat poison’d flattery 7 tkjr4p'4i$k^^eatgroatf> 
And bid thy 1 cerdmonjr giVe thMcurfc TnosaJ 
Think’at thou, the " 

With titles biota) 

Will it giyeplajte _ 

. Cahst thou, when ftftk comSahd^ _ . „ t 
gar’s knee, . ' , ^ '"j ■; [dreip&l 

Command the hfttffb Tfo^thep $mm 

That pi ay ’at so auWy : #&h a j * 

l * rn a king, that find thee 5 apdl know, 

Pis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 


The sword, the mace, the crown Imperial, 

The inter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced title running ’fore the king, 

(The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this world — 
No, not all these, thrice gorgeouB ceremony, 
Not all these, laid in bed majestical, 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave ; 
Who, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind, 
fSets 1 dm td cramm’d with distressful 
bread 3 ./ ' 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell j 
put, like ajacquey, from the rise to set, 
Sweats in tbeeye of Phcetbus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn, 
Doth rise, and help Hyperion to his horse : 
And follows so tha ever-r uniting year, 

With profitabfoUlx^, to his grave 3 
And, but for cercmtfdy, such a wretch, [sleep, 
Winding up days with toil, and nights with 
Hath pie ftjrf -band and 'vantage of a king. 

* State qf the 

Yon Island ciryiens, desp’rate of their bones, 
hft-favmr'dlyb^^ field : 

(Their rsggedeurtiins poorly are let loose, 

And our air shakes#^ passing scornfully. 
Big- Bferr*be^^^teopt m their beggar’d 

And faintly through -d testy beaver peeps. 
TbeiF honsanien, ail U*h fixed candlesticks, 

W ith toKwitayds in t^eir bands 5 and the poor 
X [hips-, 

Lbb dowii thd^jjBAds, dropping the hides and 
fThe gumr dowh?roping from their pale dead 


i moutha the gimmal bit 
e&Mt grains, still and mo- 


crows, 

tjr o*er them ^ h^atient for their hour. 

before t}ie BatUe qf 
_ AtMwrt. . . ’ 

feWhsk* htt* that wisltCS'P^t [sin : 

,Wy cousin WcattmorebrndvI-^No, my feir cou- 
**“re are mark’d to die, we are enough 
do our \k^ntry los*y ahd if to live, 

The fewer men, the greater share of honor. 
God’s ! I pray .thee, task not one man 
: By Jfdv^T am qfit Cpvetous ftw gold 3 [more. 
Nor card lj Who^doth feed upon my cost 3 
Ityearneme not, if teen my garments wear 3 
$9Ch bd^ward things dwell not in my desires : 
Wt, to povet fconotv 

[I am the^te&B odbndte&foul alive. [laud : 

it man from Eng- 
? 6od> otidd. hot lose so great 

A^ one man Wne^methsaks, would share from 
Forth® best hope J have. G, do not wish one 
te&e: ■' [host, 

father proclaim it, Wexteaorefcnd,, through my 
That he, which hath so stomach to this fight, 
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Let him depart ; his passport shall be made, 
Ami crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

Wo would not die in that man's company, 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

Tins day is call’d — the feast of Crispian : 

1 h> that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
AV ill stand a tip-toe when thig eby^is nam'd, 
Ami rouse him at the 

Jle that shall live thisj^c^see old age* 
Will yearly on the yigiliMsthi^friends, 

And say, To-morreW ty . * ’ v V ' 

Then will he strip hh.stee^ and show his 
scars, , 'V ./ 

And say, These wdpiafrl hai ofe<Mipm'& day!.' 
Old men forget 5 ;yejt :; ibaU noluil forget, 

But they 11 remember, With advantages, 

What feats they did that day .; thee shall our] 
names, ' ■ - ; ' 

Familiar in their mouths as hott^hold words, 
Harry the king, Bedford apd Exeter, * 


Warwick and Talbot,^... „ 

Be in their flowing cups freshly>ea(^^ 

This story shall tfegpod f 

And Crispin Cri^pBvn si v “ 

From this day to the 

But we in it shall be rvmeip^rea * , a _ j 
We few, wc happy foW,t^bp£4 ©f tSSwgs^l 
For he, to-day that sheds Via blpod'sVith me, 
Shall he my brother s herb© neffer sovile, - 
This day shall gentle Ink condition 
And gentlemen in England, now Ufhjffl,>[here ; 
Shall think themselves accurs’d, fcliep$«i^:uqd' 
And hold their manhoods cheap^Sile ^ny 
speaks, ' t * 

That foughtwith ns upon SainV 
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5 22. THE FIRST PART OF HENRY VI. 

SjIAP'SPJSAKi:. 

Glory. 

G lory is like a circle in the water j 
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought. 

Marriage. 

For marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship. 

For what is wedlock ftSrCed hut. a hell, 

An age of discord and continual strife 7 
Whereas the contrary briugeth forth bliss, 
And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

i 23. Till ; SECOND PART OF 1 IHNR Y V I . 

Shvkm»i V K . 
A guilty Countenance . 
tlpon the. eye-balk murd’rous tyranny 
•Sits, in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Description of a murdered Vernon. 

See how the blood is settled iu his face ! 
Ipft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, [lei 


|Of^Shy semblance, meagre, p:ile, nnd blood- 



Description of the Duke qf York* M. 

He smil'd me In the face, gp# 

And, with a feeble gripe, says, *V 
“ (Commend my eery ice to my sbi 
•So did he, turn, and cve^fluflcdk^ n< 

He threw hi* " 

And so, espous’d to death,%|hblpod he seal'd 
A testament ^ noble-endfo^mvtf:- 
The.protty and qweet manner of it thrift 
Those waters from me which I wc^dd 
, stopp’d ; ' \ •’ *&.- 

But I had not so mush of rnas 
And all my metbfer n 

And g^pmenp tot^re. 


The Maeriee qf 

Her vine, the fc&trt, 

Unpruned dies : her hedges 
Like prisoners, widely over-g — v -^ 
Put Forth disordered titfgs ; hi 
The damel, hnn9o<5h, ^ xmt tamugy, * 
Doth reaMflMfejf wh^;tlpHApr'.ritttp, 
That 

The evpn mean, that eratj 

Conceives M&teness 5 and wothbiioems,^ ' 

But htfdgfaw, r^gh 

Losing b^Pl^uly and utility. (bolrh, 


jifteitig all descended to the laboring heart ; 
WhOj in the conflict that it holds with death. 
Attracts tlxe same for uidance gaiusl the ene- 
my; [rciiirueth 

Which With the heart there cools, and ncVr 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But, see, his Face is black, and full of blood ; 
SBs ©ye-balls further out. than when he liv’d, 
JStp^g full ghastly, like a strangled man : 

His l&fl? uprear’tl, bis nostrils stretch’d with 
struggling ; 

* IRs bands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd 
: t And tugg'd for life, and was . by strength sub- 
' c , . dued. [ing ; 

3$X>k on the Fhoets : his hair, you see, is atic le- 
ft* well -proportion'd beard made rougli and 

tike to the sampler's com by tempest lodg'd. 4 
' pannot bc bjyie was murder’d here ; 

signs were probable. . 

A good Conscience. 

. ^0bat stronger breast-plate than a heart un- 
f^V*/ tainted I it 

[Thrice is.be. arm'd, that hath his quarrel just : 1 
And be but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 
conscience with injustice is corrupted. 


. A plague 



i 


! wherefore sliould f 
[groan, 

r t . wdsfth the mandrake's 
tt^jaarching tqrms, 
as horrible tQ hear, 

, hr. through my fixed teeth, 

€&*&y hate, 

As leaH^kof^ envyin n©t‘ l^thsoi ne cave : 

My tongue shbuld stumble in mine earnest 

woids, “ 
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Mine\yes should sparkle like the beaten Hint j 
Aline how be fix'd on end like ope distract j 
Ay, ev'ry^jjoint should seem to enrse and ban : 
And even now my burden'd heart would break, 
Should % not curse them. Poison be their 
drink ! ... , [taste ; 

Dali, worse than gall> |he^d(iihtiest that^they 
Their sweetest slt&de, agrcrVe of cypress trees ! 
Their chiefcst pres^fit^ murdering, basilisks ! 
Their SOftO®* tnnflil'iu'miltrf.jia li-XhiVLi 7 tttikmi 


cree&h 4 $wls 4 ngke the concert 
All the ftuT terror* in dork-sealed hell — [full 


Now, by the ground that I am banish'd fV6m, 1 
Well could 1 curse away a winter's night, 
Though standing, naked on a mount.mi top, ' 
Where biting cold would never let graBS grow. 


Parting Lovers. " * , 

And banished I aj^fbut From thee. 

Go, speak not to me>~ efyen now be gone— 

O, go hot yet! — Even thus two ftiends con- 
demn'd [leaves, 

Embrace, and kiss, and take ten, thouisd&l 
Lon the r a hundred times to part/thaAtH 0 *-- 
Vet now farewell j and farewell life utfth- 
thee ! * [nished, 

Buff. Thus is poor Suffolk ten limes ba- 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by 
thee ! 

■Tis not tho land 1 care for, Vjort thou hence $ 
A wilderness is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company;.; 

For where thou art, there is tbeWorld itself ' 
With every several pleasure in th^World ! 
And whore thou sa& tidt, deSolof^. 


j \nd so he walks insulting o'er Ills prey ; 

And bo he comes to rend his limbs asunder. 

The Duke of York on the gallant behavior 
of his Bans. 

Aly sons— God knows what hath bechanced 
them : [selves 

Hut this L know— they have demean'd tliem- 
Iiikc men born tQ renown, by life, or death. 
Three times did.Richard make a lane to me, 
And thrice cried, u Courage, lather ! light it 
out!" 

And full as eft' came Edward to my side, 

With purple ftd<ihion painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 
And when tlie hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried, “ Charge ! and give uo loot of 
ground!" , 

And cried, ** A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 
A eccptre, oran earthly sepulchre l" 

-With this We charg'd again j bat out, alas ! 
AVeltedg'dagaft 1 5 as I have seen a swan 
, labor swim against the tide, 
'And spepd het strength with over-matching 
. waves. 

A Father's Pdssionon the Murder of a favor- 
ite Child. 

O tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 
How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the 
child, 

To. bid the father wipe bis eyes withal, 

And, yet be seen to bear a woman's face ? 
Whiten are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 
Then stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorse- 
less. 


Dying with the Person beloved, preferable to 
Parting „ 

If f depart from thee, I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what wore it else, 

But like a pleasant shimbpr in thy lap ! 

Ilerc could I breathe my soul, into theair, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

l>ying with mother’s dug between ite I walk tears do Wash the blood away. 

1 lie Death-bed Horrors of a guilty Co 
Bring me unto my trial when )ou will : 

• IJied ho not in U> bid ? Where should he <He W ^ f wili,»hed fast-ftlUngOears, 

Can 1 make men i.ve, wbether they wall or jU»^Ala£it ww i^teous WF ' 


That face ' of his the hungry- cannibals 
Would- not have touch’d, would not have 
■.eta&i'd with blood j 

But you arc more inhuman, more inexorable— 


to, ten times mqrc, tban tigers of Ilyrcania. 
Sde, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears : 
This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet 


i napkin, aud^o boast of this ; 
v if thou lell’st tfcabfeayy story right, 
Jpon my soul the hearers will shed tears 5 


’O ! torture me no more, 1 will confess — 

Alive again ? Then show me where he is 5 
1 'll give a thousand pounds toi look upon him— 
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. 

[ Comb down his hair $ look, took ! it stands 
upright, 

liike lime-twigs set to 
Give him some ’drink 
Bring the strong 
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% $2t. the THIRD PART 

Bo looks the pent-up lion o’e^wWretch : 
fhat trembles under his devouring paws j 


"The DukeJqf York in Battle . 

„ Methqagbt, he bore him in the thickest 

tifcop, 

km in a n$at ; 

~ W roOnd with dogs, 

ir _ few, and made them 
afyef, and bark at liim. [cr> , 

The Morning* 

'■ See how the morning! opes her golden gates. 
And takes her ferewell of the glorious sun 1 
Hew wejil resembles nthe prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love* 


As dotKa 
Or as abear. 
Who 

{ The rest 
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The Morning*! Dawn, 

The battle fares like to the morning’s war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing 
light 5 

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

The Bleating! of a ShepKerd'a Ufa, 

O God ! methinks it werea happy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain j‘ 

To sit upon a hill, as 1 do- new, 

To carve out dials quaintly^ point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes now they run : 
IIow many make the hour foil Complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live : 
When this is known, then to divide the times : 
So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

So many hours must 1 take my rest ; 

So many hours must I contemplate } 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young j 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 
So many months ere I shall sheer the fleece ; 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and 
years, 

Pass’d over to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave, 
Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how 
lovely ! 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade' 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, , - 
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kings, tliat fear their subjects’ treachery ? 
O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude, — the shepherd’s homely 
curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his leather, bottle, 
Ilis wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

Ilis body couched in a curious bed, 

When core, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

.. Mob. 

Look, as t him this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 

And yielding to adotlmr when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gust ; 

.Such is the lightness of you common men. 

A Simile on ambitious Thoughts. 

Why, thejj$lMo but dream on sdv’reignty ; 
Like one tb^ktands upon a promontory, 

And spies afar*pff shore where he would tread/ 
Wiehing ljis foot were equal with hfs eye ! 
And chides the sea that sunders him from 
thence, 

Saying— he 'll lade it dry to hayehitfway. 
Gloucester*! Deformity. , 

Why, love forswore me in . my mother’s 
womb, 


And, for I should not deal in her soft ^Ws, 
She did corrupt frail nature with sopffe: bribe 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub ; 
To make an envious mountain on ray.back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; . . 

To shape my legs of aajmequal size : 

Like to a chaos,' or an U^^ifbpar-whelp, 
That carries no impressftMike the dam. 

And ara£*|$ft fcwjfe' beloved* 1 

Gloup&ter*! t$$mulotiori. 

\Vhyz 1 can smile, and mriider white I smile - 
And cry, content, to that which grieves my 
heart; 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears ; 

And frame my Ace to all occasions : [shall ; 

I ’ll dtown more sailors than the mermaid 

I I ’ll day more gazers than the basilisk ; 

I ’ll play the orator a* VKgJI as Nestor, 

I Deceive more slily thatt'UIysses could, 

' And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

! I can add colors to the canieleon ; 
i Change, shapes with Proteus, for advantages, 
And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school. 
[Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown ? 


The Earl of "Warwick 1 ! dying Speech. 


Ah, whp is nigh f Come to me, friend or 
foe, 

And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that *7 My mangled body showB ; 
My blood, my .want of strength, my sick heart 
shows . 

That I must yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my All, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle. 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 
Whose top-branch overpeor’d Jove’s spreading 
tree, [wind. 

And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful 
These eyes, that now axe dimm’d with death’s 
black veil, 

Have been as piercing as the nfid-day sun, 

To search the secret treasons of the world. 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with 
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; [blood, 
Fpr.who liv’d king, but I could dig his grave I 
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his 
brow? 

Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I hod, 
E’en now forsake me ; and, of all my lauds, 

Is nothing loft me but my body’s length. 



tech before the Battle of 
Miry. • 

Gentlemen, what l 


word I speak, ^ 
water of my eyes. 
Therefore) nd more bust this : Henry, your 
aovdt^gn, 

Is prisoner to the foe, his state usurp’d, 



DRAMATIC. 


61 


* BOISJC III.'] 

His r\alm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 
His stSfcptes canceled, and his treasure spent ; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil : 
Vou fight in justice ; then, in God's name, 
loj-da, I 

Re valiant, and give signal to the fight. ! 

Omens on the Budh qf Richard Iff. 

The osyl shriekld at thy birth, an evil sign ; 
The night-crow ctie^a boding luckless tune ; 
-:>Qrfs howl'd, and^ideouS lompe#* shook 
'^•ehagn trees* ^ 

The raven rook’d heron the fchimhey’s top, 
And chattering pies in dismaVdiocord song*. 
Thy motlier felt more than a u&iher’s pain, 
And yet brought fbrth less than a mother's 
To wit — an indigest, deformeddump, [hope ; 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree, [born, 
Teeth liad’st thou in thy head when thou wast 
To signify — thou cam’st to bite the world : 
And. if the rest be ftgfe which I have heard, 
Thou ram’st “ intothe world with thy legs 
forward.” 

% 25 . THE LIFE OF HENRYVIH. 

SjKAJCSPXAR B. 

Anger . 

To climb steep hills, 

Requires slow pace at first. Anger is like 
A full-hot horse 5 who, being allow’d his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. 

Action to be carried on with Resolution. 

If I am 

Traduc’d by ignorant tongues, which neither 
know 

My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing— let me say, 

’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not 
Our necessary actions, in the fear [stint 
To cope malicious ccmmrers 3 which ever, 

Aa rav’nous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new-trimm'd 5. but benefit no Ibrther 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
Hy sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Yot ours, or not allow’d 3 what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, It cried up 
. For .our best act. If we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp’dut, 
.We should tnke root here where we sit, or ait 
Stato«Btatues only. 

A good Wife. 

A loss of her, 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty yean 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre : 

Of her, that loves him witbjJh al excellence 
That angels We gdodjMHpth ) even of her, 
That when the greatMi stro&e or fortune fells. 
Will blest a king. 

* The BUstfngg qf. a lowSlation, 

’T& better to be lowly bom, 
And range with hamble liven in content, 


Than to be perk’d up In a glist ring grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Queen Katharine's Speech to her Husband. 
Alas, Sir, 

In what have I offended you 7 What cause 
Hath my behavior given to your displeasure, 
That thus you should proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 
witness, 

I have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, [sorry 
Yea, subject to your count ’nance 5 glad or 
As I saw it inclin’d. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your desire, [friends 
Or made it not mine too 7 Which of your 
Have 1 not strove to love, although I knew 
Ho were mine enemy 7 What friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking 7 nay, gave notice, 

He was from thence discharg'd 7 Sir, call to 
mind 

That I have been your wife,;in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years'; and have been 
bless'd 

With many children by you. Tf, in the course 
And process of this lime, you can report, 

And prove it too, against mine honor aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty. 
Against your sacred person, in God's name 
Turn me away 3 and let the foul’st contempt 
Shut door upon rne, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. 

Queen Katharine’s Speech to Cardinal WoU 
sey. 

You are meek and humble mouth’d 3 
You sign your place and calling, in full seem- 
ing' 

With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have,* by fortune, and his highness' fa- 
vors, [mounted. 

Gone slightly o'er low steps 3 and now are 
Where pow'rs are your retainers : and your 
words, 

Domestics to you, serve your will, as 't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. 1 must tell 
you. 

You tender more your person's honor, than 
Your high profession spiritual. 

Queen Katharine compared to a Lily. 

Like the lily, [rish'rf. 
That once was mistress of the field, and flew- 
I '11 hang my head, and perish. 

Harm, outward Effects. 

Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts 3 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his. finger on his temple : .straight 
Springs out into fast gait 3 then stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard 3 and anon be casts 
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11m cm it the moon in most stungo 
\\« m c n him st t himself fpitures 

him Allegiance 

1 h nigh perils dul [ ind 

Miund ib thick as thought could make cm 
\j n u in fonns more horrid , jet my duty, 

\ (1 it h \ rock agunst the eluding flood 
Mu uni the appro ich of this wild river break, 
\ml stand unshaken jours 

Anger its external Effects 
Wlnt sudden anger s this ? How h ive I 
re ip d it ? 

He pirted frowning from me, as if rum 
1 « ip d iiom his eyes so looks the dialed lion 
l p m tin d mng huntsm m that has gall d him , 
r l in n mikes him nothing 

rolling Greatness 

Nay then t irewell 1 fgre itncss , 
T Imr touch d the highest point of all mv 
\j l from tint full month in of nij glorv, 

I h iste now to my setting 1 shall fill, 

1 ike i bn^ht evlnhtiou iu the evening, 

And no man see me more 


7 he T icissitudes of life 
So fuewell to the little good vou boar mo 
1 irewell i long f unwell to ill m> greatne ss 1 
T lus is the st itc of m in 1 o d ly he puts forth 
'lm lender li tl hopt to morrow bios 
soms [him 

Vn 1 k irs his blusl i lg lionois thick upon 
I he thud day < < r it i host, a killing frost , 

\ nil w I en he thin \s itl t as) mm Kill surdv 
Ihs n r< itmss is a filming nips his loot, 

\nd then he fills, as 1 do J h i\e ventur d, 

I ike little wanton boss, that sw ini on bladdeis 

I I is many summers m a st i cl glory $ 

I ut fn beyond my depth my high-biown 
piidc # [me 

Vt length broke under me , and now has left 
W earv, and old with service, to the mercy 
Oi a rude stream tint must for ever hide me 
\ mi pomp lrifl glory of this woild, I hate ye 1 
T ft 1 1 my ho irt m w open d () how wretc hf d 
Is tint poor min that hangs on princes favors 1 
r l here is, betwixt that smile wt would aspire J v 
1 In sweet i*pe< t of princes, and our nun, [to,j 
More pangs and fears than war or women 
have. 

And, when he fills, he falls liko Lucifer, 

ISt ver to hope igain 


My W olsey that once rode the waves of^lory, 
\nd bounded rll the depths and shoals of ho- 
nor 

I *ound the c a w ay, out of h» wicck, to use m , 
\ suic uid safe one, tbo' thy mastc r mis*, d it 
Mark but my fall, and that which ruin d me- 
Cromwell, I change thee, fling away ambition , 
By th it sm fell the anggk j bow c vn mm 
then, t v 

(Th 1 image of his Mato) nape to win by 't t 
Love thyself last cherish those hearts ♦* * 
hate thee, 

Corruption wins not more thin honesty 
Still m thy right hand c irry gentli pc ice 
To- silence envious tongues Be just, mil fc ir 
not [try s 

l et all the ends thou aim’st at l>r thy coun 
Thy God s, qmd truth a 5 then if tin u t iM st o 
Cromwell, 

Thou f ill st a blessed mtrtyr »Su\i tl < ki , 

\nd pr vthce, lead me m 

I here tike an inventory of all I) n< 

1 o the 1 ist penny tis the km r s Mi rd e 
Vnd my lntegutj to Heiven is ill 
l daie now ciU mine own O Cl unwell 
Ciomwell 

Ilad T but scrv d mj God wifli lnlf flit zeal 

I sciv d the king he would not in mine lgi 

II iv e kit me n i l « d to mint c 1 1 uuc s 1 


Cardinal Wolsty s Speech to Cromwell 
Cromwell, I did not thmk to shed a tear 
In ill my miseries , but thou 1 i t fore diu, 
Out of thy honest truth to play the worn ui 
I < t \ dry our eyes ind thus i ir he u me, 
Cromwell 5 

And when I am forgotten, ns I shall be, 

And sleep m dull cold marble, where no men- 
tion [thee , 

Of mo must more bo heard, say then, I taught 


Cat tl nal II ohf y s Ihuth 

At 1 ist w it h <, isy roads lie c in c to 1 c 
ter, f ib! 1 1 

T 1 dg d in tl e ibbiy , win le tl 1 11 11 1 d 
With all his convent h< n< lahly iec< iv d him 
To whom he £,i'C the si words O iithn 
abbot 

Vn old man broken with the storms of stiti 
Is « omc to ly hia w< aiy knits imong je 
(live linn 1 hltU tilth 1 r 1 hinty 
So went to lied wht 1 1 crlv his irkmss 
Puisutd bun still , ui l time nights \llcr tl is 
Vbout tlie hour ol u n ht (wl uh J11 1 11 wli 
Foretold shouhl be Jus l ist) lull ot m pt 1 1 1 ci 
Continual lmdit dions tcirs ami oiitv 
He give his hem rs to tJ * world* ag 1111 
His bit ssccl part to Hi m 11 ml « nt j 1 pt (< 

ILs Vices and I utues 


So may he rc st , his 1 ilts lie gcntlv on lmn 
Vet thus far, Gntath give 1m h m to p« ik 
Vnd yet with i b inty —In w is v 711111 \ 1111 

Of m unbound' d stornuh cvci rani inr 
Ilimself with pi mces one thitbysug B c ti n 
lied ill tin kingdom snnony was fur pliv 
His own opinion w is his 1 iw P the pie sunt 
He would s 1 y hntruths md l e ever double 
Both in lus wordf^yui meaning He w s 
never, 

But where he meant m hlin pitiful 
His pr mises were, is he then w is mighty 1 
But his performance as he now is, nothing 
Oi lus own body he was ill, and give 
The clergy ill evampie 
(mjf Noble Madam, 
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Men’s evil manners live In brass : their virtues 
We write in water. - 

- . - - This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was ta.'diion’d to much honor. From his 
cradle . * . ’ ; 

lie was a scholar, aj^a^ptfand good one; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, aftd persuading : 

J Aifiy and sour to t£*etn that lov’d him not ; 

But, to those mcittiW* sought him, sweet as 
^ s ummer. // '• z,:- 

AndraW^khe were unsatisfied insetting 
(Which was a sin), ywt in bUtaowiqjg, madam, 
lit*, was nlhst princely ; ever wi$&essi&fchnn, 
Those twins of learning that he rais’d iuyoU, 
Ipswich and Oxford ! ono of which fell with 
him, 

Unwilling to out-live £he good- hedid it : ** * 
Tho other, though un finish’d, yet o& famous,' 

So ruvlIiMit in art, and still so rising, 

That < Miristcndom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him; 

‘ For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little. 

And, to add greater honors to his age [God. 
Than man could givu him, he died fearing 

Archbishop Cranqier’a Prophecy. 

Let me speak, Sir, [utter 
For Heav’n now bids nife ; and the words I 
I .fit none think flattery, for they ’ll find them 
truth. . [her !) 

This royal infant (Heaven still move about 
Though in a cradle, yet now promises 
( puu this laud a thousand, thousand blessings. 
Which time shall bring to ripeness. She shall 
l>o 

\ I hit few now living can behold that goodness) 

A pattern to all priuccs living with her, 

Null all that ahall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 

Than this pure soul shall be. Ail princely^ 
graces, 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her. Truth, shall 
. nurse her; 

Holy ami heavenly thoughts still counsel her 
iShe shall be lov’d and fear'd. Her own flhal$j^ 
bless her ; ro- 

ller foes shake liko a field of beaten corn, 

\nd hang their heads with sorrow, 
grows with her, 

Tn her days every man shall eat in safety, 

( r ndcr liia own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbors. 
God shall be truly known : a$d those about 
her 


fSo shall she leave her blessedness to onr 
(♦When Heaven shall call Iter from this cloud 
of darkness) 

Who, from the sacred ashes of her honor, 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 
And so stand fix’d : Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror, 

That were the servants to this chosen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like u vine grow to hint ; 
Wherever. the bright sunsof heaven shall shine, 
His honor and. the greatness of his name* 

Shall be, and make- new nations. He shall 
flourish, 

And, like .a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all thee plains about him : our childrens 
children 

Shall see this, and bless Heaven. 

26. THE LIFE AND HEATH OF KING 
JOHN. SflAKSPRARF.. 

A Description of England. 

THAI’ pafe, that white-fac’d shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring 
tides; 

And coops from other lands her islanders ; 
Even till that England, hedg’d in with the 
main, 

That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 

Even till that utmost corner of the west. 
Salute thee for her king. 

■ Description qf an English Army . 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother queen, 

An At6 stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her, "her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With; them, a buStord of the ting deceas’d ; 
And a U the unsettled humors of tho land — 
Rash, inconsiderate, -fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies’ foces^and fierce dragons’ spleens — 
Have so Id fhefirferi utuw at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly bn their 
' backs, 

To htftke a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief; a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 
&Than now the Eag^h bottoms have waft o’er, 
pidnev^r float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

The ffiterftiptiort of their churlish drums 

pff more circumstance ; they areut hand. 


From her shall read t^Hplfet ways ofhondr, 
And by those claim toUir greatness, not by 
blood. -1 - [when 

>lor shall thjw.pet^e sleep with her; but, as 
The bird of wondpr dies, the maideh phmnix, 
Her ashes new create another heir; 

As great in admiration as herself * 


GSO#Cttt« 


v Dmrtption of Victory f by the French. 

You men of Angtert) open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur; puke of Bretagne, in ; 
.Who, by the hand Af France, this day hath 
made ,-y. [tber, 

Much woric' many an English mo- 
Whose sons li^ bcattet^ on the bleeding 
ground;: ‘ * 

Many a widows husband grovelling lies, ' 
Coldly emhraeipg th^dfecolor’d earth $ 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
TToon the (tending banners of the Frfench $ 
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Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, 

To enter conquerors. * 

By the English . 

Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
bells j [approach,. 

King John, your king, and.? England '*> deith 
Commander of this hot m^LCipufc day 
Their armors that .hence so silver 

bright, , I 

Hither return all j 

There stuck no plume in kpy English CM fit, 
That is removed by "a staff ofErmwr * ' 

Our colors do return ilk thoeeWie? „ , T „ 

That did display them when we fimt : iriarch’d| 
forth 5 . v/ ■ • 

And, like a jolly troop' of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled^hands, 
Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes. 

A Woman’sFeqft. 

Thou slialt he punish'd ifer thus.^ghting 
For f am sick, and capable of fears ; [me,i 
Oppress’d with wrongs, and therefore full of] 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears 3 [fears ; 
A woman, naturally hbrn to fears j 
And tho 7 thou now confess thou didst but jostj 
With my vex’d spirits 1 cannot taken truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 


Tokens of Gritf. 

What dost thou mean by shaking *of thy 
head 1 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my sonl ' ** 
What means that hand upon that breast otf 
thine 1 

Why holds thine eye that lamsntabfe rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o’er its hounds T 
Be these sad signs god&josu of thy^mtdp f 
Then speak again 1 not all thy formi&^afe, * , 
But this one word, whether thy .tale betrue. 
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| Sound one unto the drowsy race of night j 
If this same were a church-yard where we 
stand, 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs : 
Or if that surly spirit}, melancholy, . 

Had bak'd thy blood, andjnude it heavy, thick, 
(Which efee and down the 

| veins, - . y 
Making that idiotfeughteOteep men’s eyes, 

1 And strain their cheeky, idle merrim^t, 

A passion bu&ful to my purpose) ; 

Or if that tt$u cotildst cae me wither eyes, 
Hear ira ttfthout thine ears, an4 make reply 
Wilhdui oxtongue, using conceit alone 

tout eyes, ears, and ‘ harmful sound of 
Word's; 

Then in despite of brooded watchful day,. 

’ l >vpuld into thy bosomqwur my thoughts j 
But, ah! I wM not. 

A Mothers Ravings. 

I am not mad ; this hair l tear, is mine ; 

My name is Constance ; 1 was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Aythur is my son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad — I would to Heaven I were ! 
For then ’tie like I should forget myself : 

O, if I could, what grief should I forget ! 
Preach some philosophy to make me in:ul, 
And thou ehalt he canoniz’d, Cardinal 5 
For, being not mad, But sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How 1 may.be deliver’d of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself. 

If I were mad, I should forget my son, 

Qr madly think, a babe of clouts were he : 

I am npt mad : too well, too well I feel 


The diff 'rent plague of each calamity. 



A Mother’s Fondness^t f^^ Chi^ 
If thou, that bidd’st nan be eq&eni, were 
grin 1* . . 

TTgly, and «hui$rou*tp thy. 

Full pf unploaring blots, 

Lame, foolish 
Patch’d with- 

I would~h.bt cere, ! wou%1 
For then I should not luve* 

Become thy great birth, nordesem a^rpwn. 
But thou art fair; and 4ttby h$$:b, dfcfT Doy !'. 
Nature and fortune jPin’A to make tife* great :l 
Of nature'* gifts, thou^mg^t^ * 

And with the ha^ldowK jpse; 

IM« thing to, my g»t : ' 

The 8uiv is i$,the heave* — 1 

Attended with tbeple * 

Is all too wanton, And 

To give me fiance. 

Did, with his^^teuguehed^ 



* 

Apostrophe to Death, 

Qtamiable, lovely death ! 

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 

And, l will kigs thy detestable bones 3 
And ppt my eye-balls in thy vaulty brow s j 
And. ring, these fingers with thy household 
worins; 

this gap of breath with fulsome dust , 

“ frA jparrion monster like thyself 

grin on me 5 and I will think thou 

'-nljjfrrt, 

jdhuss thee as thy wife ! misery’s lovt>, 
Income to me ! 

A Striker's Gritf. 

Father Cardinal, I have heard you say, 

That we shj^yfee, and know our friends in 
r • ■ - -beavefi^ .- '* . 

tf ttohe boy again 3 

Sr, fiitiee^Mth the first male- 

JSi him that (£4 Wt yesterday suspire, [child , ' 
[There was not tiieh a greeipns creature born/ 1 
But now vriR canker sorwjw est my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 
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As dim and meagre as an ague's fit j 
And so lie ’ll die ; and, rising so again, 

When 1 shall meet him in the court of heaven, 

I shall not know* him : therefore, never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more, [grief. 
Fund. You hold too heinous a respect of 
Const. He talks to me, that never had a son. 
K. Phil. You’aW as fond of grief as of your 
child. * [child, 

Const. G rief fills the room up of my absent 
. hi.q bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on ill? pretty loJffcs, repeats his words ; 
Remcml^rs me of all his gracious parts, 
fluffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Despondency. 

There ’ s nothing in this world Can make me 
l.ife is :is tedious as a twice-told tale, [joy ; 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man. 

Arthur's pathetic Speeches to Hubert. 
Mcthinkss, nobody should be sad but I : 

Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Voting gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

C )nly for wautonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

1 should lie merry as the day is long. 

Have >ou the heart ? when your head did 
but akc, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows 
(The best 1 had, a princess wrought it me) 
And T did never ask i( you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held yotir 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour,' 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heaVy time ^ 
Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies' your! 
grief ’! 

Or, What good love may 1 perform for you ? 
Many a poor man’s son would have lain still, 
And ne’er have spoke a loving word to youf 
Rut you at your sick service had a prince. 


A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand’ring luur, 

Any annoyance in that precious sense 1 
Then, feeling what small tilings are boist'rous 
there, 

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

To add to Perfection , superfluous and sus- 
picious. 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

In this the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration ; [peeled, 
Makes sound opinions sick, and truth sus- 
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Murderer’s Look. 

This is the man should do the bloody deed , 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye : that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled 
breast. 

Struggling Conscience. 

The color of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose ami his conscience. 

Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

NetffytUers on the Death of Arthur. 

Old men and beldams, in the streets, 


Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
Aud call it cgnning : do, an if you will ;■ ^ 
If Heaven be pleas'd that you must utietaft ill. 


Do prophesy upon it dangerously : [mouths ; 
Young^ Arthur's death is common in their 
And, when they talk of him, they shake their 
And whisper one another in the ear ; [heads, 
'And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer’s 
wrist} 

. Whiles he that hears makes fearful action, 

^ mthr Wrinkl^i brows, with nods, with rolling 
Why then you must. — Will you put out mine ■ eyes* * ■ 

eyes 7 x-j& I *Aw & smith stand With fats hammer, thus, 

These eyes tbatneverdid, nor nev'fer ti^ v ^Mh0^mlst,;his iron did 00 the anvil cool, 

Mo much as fiHfcn oft you 1 — £ ” * 'iWith open mouth* swallowing a tailor's news ; 

- ; $ 1 » ■ Twtev'wifh his sbefcrs and measure in his hand, 

_ oft slippers (which his nimble haste 
Had wisely thrust upon contrary feet), 

Told of k^mahV thousand warlike Frenc 


Afts ! what need you be so bof&t’rpus 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

For Heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not he 
bound! v . 

Nay hear me, Hubert, driveifbafce meoSWayy 
And I will sit asquiet as ftltmb; 

* will not stir, nor win^mcrr sjfeak ft word. 
Nor look upon '<i fvc 

'thrust but these men away, l&d X 'frfot 
Whatever torment you do put me to.~— 

^s there no remedy ? ' 

Hub. None, but' to Iqse youf eye& 

Arth. o Heaven ! that there wore but a 
mote in yours, 

Vol. VI. Nos 85 & 3G. 


Told of ftjnany thousand warlike French, 
That we’® embattled and rank'd in Kent : 
Another mad unwakh'd artlficer 
[Outs off hie tale, Mid talks of Arthur's death. 

KZngs’ atit Purposes too servilely and hastily 


It is Use curse Of kings, to be attonded 
By skv&, that tg^their humors for ft' Wofrhtttt 
To break into tlkbkody bouse of Hlb ; 

And, oh the*rtnHfij£of authority,' ' 

To understandVlawV to know a meaning 
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Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it 
frowns 

More upon humor than advis'd respect. 

A Villain's Look, and wicked Zeal. 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done ! Uadst , not thou been 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d, [by, 
( Quoted, and sign’d, to do .a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
Iladst thou but shook thy head, or made a 
pause, 

When I spake darkly what I purposed j 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face* 

Or bid me tell my tale in express words i 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me 
break off, [in me. 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears 

Hypocrisy. 

Trust not those cunuing waters of his eyes, 
For vjllany is not without such rheum 5 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 

Despair. 

If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel art, do but despair* 

And, if thou want’st a cord, the smallest 
thread 

That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee 5 a rush will be a 
beam [thyself, 

To hang thee on : or, wouldst thou drown 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to stifle such a villain up.^ 

A Man's Tears. * 1 
Let me Wipe ofT this honorable dew, t y 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : 

My heart hath mclteu at a lady’s tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation j 
But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This show’r blown up by tempest of the soul. 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more a.ra*a£&, 
Than had I seen the vaulty top erf* heaven' 
Figur’d quite o’er with burning rii$td6i& 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, * v ' • -y 
And with a great heart heave away thiasb&nnf 
Commend these waters to those 
That never saw the giant-werld enrag'd; H r 'r 
Nor met with fortune other than at feasts^ 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Drum. ' 

Strike up tl>e drum% add let tongue 

Pleadp^ottr interest. - 

-• Do but start 

j|tf iclt® With the clamor of thy drum, * 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd. 
That shall reverberate allot loud as thine : 
Sound but another, wad another shall, - 
As loud as thine, rattle tSm welkia's ear, 

And mock the deep'mett&'d thnbder. 


The Approach of Death. 

It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly 5 and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the souls frail dwell- 
ing bouse) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortally. 

Madness occasioned by Dotson. 

Ay, marry, now my soul \ath elbow-room i 
It would not out at windows, nor 
There is so hot a summer in my buSom, 

That all my bowels crumble up to d**st : 

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and again this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

Poison’d — ill fare — dead, forsook, cast off: - 
'And none of you will bid the winter conn* 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom's fivers take their course 
Thro 7 my burnt bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parch’d lips, 
And comfort me with' cold. 

$ 27 . JULIES CdGSAR. Shaksfeare. 
Patriotism. 

What is it that you would impart to me 7 
If it be aught toward the general good, 

Set honor in one eye, and death i’ the other, 
Aiid I will look on both indifferently : 

For, let the gods'so speed me, as I lovo 
The name of honor more than I fear death. 

Cassius, in Contempt qf Casar. 

I was born free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both hate fed as well ; ami we can both 
Endure the winter’s cold as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day. 

The troubled Tiber chafing with his shores, 
Cau&jr^ays to me, “ Dar’st thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And swim to yonder point ?” — Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bade hint follow : so, indeed, he did. 
Tto^drtent rear’d, and we did buffet it 
Ip^lusty^sinews ; throwing it aside, 
A&M&tfhming it with hearts of controversy. 
ifev^O We could arrive the point propos’d, 
Cssar Cried *, 41 Help me, Gassign, or I sink.” 

L as jfSoeaa, our great ancestor, 

D$£from the flames of Troy upon his sh didder 
The Old’ Anchises bear, so from the waves of 
Did I the tired Qu&r : and this man [Tiber 
li now become a god 5 afld Cassius is 
A wretched creature , and must bend his body, 
If Cesar careleatiyjmt nod on him.— 

Ha had a feVar *b«£jyaain Spain j 
And, when th&flt I did mark 

How he' did^ffcake : ’tis true, this god did 
■W shake fc- 

His coward lips did from their color fly j 
And that same ey%. whose bend doth awe the 
world,. 

Did lose hia lustre did hear him groan : 
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Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Cjui Ijo retentive to the strength of spirit : 

Romans [books, But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 

Mark him, and write hie speeches in their Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

Ah&l it cried—" Give pe some drink, Titi- If I know this, know all the world besides, 
iritis*’ — That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 

As a sick gal. Yegods, it doth enfese me/ I can shake off at pleasure. 

A man of suchn feCble-temper shbuld * ;; 

So get the.start Of this majestic world, Ambition, covered with specious Humility 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout— Flourish, But ’tia a common proof, 

Bril. Anothcr,getteral shout 1 That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 

i ^ttflieve that these applauses are Whereto the climber upward turns his face ; 

For sonic iMW honortfthat are heap’d on Caesar. But when he once attains the uprnost round, 
Gas. Q Why, man, he doth bestride thenar- He then unto the ladder turns his back. 

row world S'- X Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men •> By which he did ascends 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about - r ‘ - 

To find ourselves dishonorable graves. Conspiracy dreadful till executed. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates : Between* the acting of a dreadful thing, 

The fault, clear Brutus, is not irtidur stare, ■, And the first motion, all the interim is 
But ui ourselves, that we are underlings. Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

Brutus, and Caesar : what should be in that The genius and the mortal instruments 

C.r sur 7 ' [yours 7 Are theu in council ; and the state of man, 

Why should that name be sounded more than Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
Write them together, yours is as feir a name ; The nature of bn insurrection. 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as 

well; Sleep. 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, Enjoy, the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cxsar. Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies, 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, Which busy care draws in the brains of men, 

l T pon wli.il meat doth this our Ca:sar feed, Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 

That he is grown so great 7 Age, thou art 

sham’d : , Portia’s Speech to Brutus. 

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! You have ungenlly , Brutus, 

Whim went there by an age, since the great Stole from my bed : and yesternight, at BUpper, 
flood, [ihan 7 You suddenly arose and walk'd about, 

But it was fam’d with more than with one?j Musing, and sighing, with your arm9 across : 
When could they say till now, that talk’d of | And, when t ask’d you what the matter was, 
Rome, [man 7 j You star’d upon me with ungentle looks : 

That her wide walks encompass’d but one J urg’d you further ; then you scratch'd your 

Casar 8 Dislike of Cassius. . .. 4 And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot : 
Would he were fatter ! — but I fear him not : Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not ; 

Yet if my name were liable to fear, But, with in angry wafture of your hand, 

l do not know the man I should avoid Gave sign for me to leave you : so 1 did ; 

So soon as that spare Cassius. He read* mUchi Fearing to strengthen that impatience, [al, 
He is a great observer, and he foo^s Which seeto’dioo much enkindled j and, with- 

* Quite through the deeds of men file lo^$po Hopipgitwas but an effect of humor, [man ; 
As thou dost) Antony ; he hears no WmCfc sometime hath his hour with ev’ry 

.Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in auchn iort, w*U not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorned his spirit And*,oould it work so much upon your shape, 

■ That could be mov’d to smile at any thing. v Afit hath much prevail’d on your condition, 
SucT? men as he be never at heart’s case, |-, should not know you, Brutus. Dear my 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselvej ; • lord, “ .*> r . 

And therefore are they very>dangerou9. . Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, . '*£' , ..... 

Than what I fears for alwatkt am Caaar. CoJpAumw tamfar,on IheProdtgiet urn 
. , . the Night before Me Death. 

. cat. I never stood on peremonies. 

I know where I JpHHRr.th^f dogger then j Yet now the^ fright me. There is one within, 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius /A- Besides the things that we have heard and 
^Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most seen, 

strong; , Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

Therein, ye god* r you tyrants do defeat; ' A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; [dead • 
Nor stony tower, nor walk of beaten brass. And graves have y&vn’d, and yielded opt heir 

Nor airless dungeon) nor strong links of iron> Fierce fiery waft lore fight upon the clouds, 
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In ranks, nml squadrons, and right form war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capito : 

The. noise ol* battle hurtled in the air 5 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
And gliosis did shriek, and squeal about the 
streets. *„ % 

0 Cirsar ! these things nreheyond allusd, 

And I do fear them. , ^ 

Casar. What can b% avoided, 

Whose end is purpos'd by the flighty gods 7 
Yet Ciesar shall go forth : fortbese predictions 
Are to the world in general, as &><££&& - 

Cal. Wheib1)eggarsdlo, there wIMooinets 
seen: V' princes. 
The heavens theths^ps blase forthiilie death 

Against the Fean of JhaffcA . 
Cowards die many times before thlsir death y 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It seems to me most strange, Ifiat men shduld 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, {fear j 
Will come, when it will come. 

Antony’s Soliloquy. 

O f pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth. 
That I am meek and gentle With these 
butchers ! v . ^ 

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 

That ever lived iu the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now' do I prophesy, — [lips, 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue^ 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 

►Shall cumber all the parts of Italy *. 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 

And dreadful objects so familiar, [bold 

That mothers shall but smile, when they be- 
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of War 5 
All pity chok'd with custom of fell deed ; 

And Czesar’s spirit, ranging for rovegjge, 

With Ate by his ride, come hot from hell, 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice, 
Try Havock, and let slip the dogsof war * S Vl 
That this foul deed shall amell'hWethe earth 
With carrion men* groamn^idr burial*^ 

Antony’s Funeral Oration. -Vj 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lehd I 
your ears’; * " 

1 come to bury Cxsar, not to praise him ! 

The evil that men do, lives after them ; 

The good is oft interred With their bones 5 
So let it be witb Gosar ! The : noble Brutus 
Hath told you CswaVWOB ambitious : 

If it wli it wps a grievous fault $ ' 

And grievoujd/hatfc Ctesar answer’d it. r < 
Here, undbr leave of Bratus, and rim rest, 

(For Brutamjs fln honorable man y * , 4 
So are riSguL all honorable men) \ , 

Come I in Cmaaria funeral. ; 

He was myWpd, foiddul padjusttb me;. 
But Bmtnsdo, he wipiiiubjtjSti* j 
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And Brutus hi an honorable man. 

He hath brought many captives home' to Rome; 
Whose ransoms didH&m general coffWtUL: 

Did this in tfiSrif ap&ambHious 1 a iMr' 
When that rite poor cried, C^sar hath 
Ambition sh#d be staff : 

iSt Brutus hewari^birirous j 
And Brutus is an honom^^Bian. - ^ 

You all did see", (hat, on * 

I thrice preafoted mm?# kingly crown, ftion ?. 
Which ho 4p|f $hrice refuse. Wasthj^a^flji- 
Yet Brutus? he w as # ambiti ous . 

Andreswi^ftris honorable mnn. * y 
1 speak nortd wove what BrUttis spoke, 
But here t am to Jpeak'wliat T do know. 

You all did love hhn mice, uot ’without cause ; 
What cause withholds jou then to mourn for 
him? 

O, judgmenf^thou art tied to brutish b«»;Ms. 
And men have lost their reason ! — » ir w itli 

3fy heart is in the coffin there with f V^ir, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

• w; - r ;- 

Butyesterday tbe^Vortf of Gesar might 
Hate stood again# &c worm: now lies he 
And none so poor to do him reverence, [there, 

0 masters ! if T were dispos'd to . stir 
Your hearts and minds to gintiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 
Who> you. all know, are honorable men . 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you. 
Than I will Wrong such honorable men. 

But here *a a parchment with the seal of Ctosar ; 
$ found' it in his close&’tis Ins will ; 

Let bdt the cbmmonfnC&r this testament 
(Which, pardon me, I da not mean to read), 
And they would go and kiss dead Caesars 
wounds, 

And dip their napkins in Ins sacred blood ; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 

ilBWfr. 'll hear the will : read it, Mark 
{Osar**, will, 
will, the will ; we will hear 
^ jl^4|%i«,pntib<ice, gentle friends, 1 must 
naS^rinit; 

It is not Met you know how Cresar lov’d you. 
Yjrit are not wood, you are not stonesV'but 
men; ■' 

r J&£, being mteh, Rearing the will of Ciesar, 

It will inflame you> it wift make yon mad. 
TttTgood you kttow not that you are Ida helm; 
For if you ahooU^O, what would come of it ! 
4 Pleb. ^jto^U* 'we.will hear it. 

You th Will. . 

- Ant. ; be patient ? *$11 you stay 

Iiive to t^pn of it> 

I fear, I wroi^tliehenorab&men y [it 
Whose daggers haves tabb’d Caasnr— I do fear 
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4 Pltb. They were traitor* honorable 
men ! 

. /■ The will ! the testament l . [will 7 

You will compblme (het 4o r©ad the 
Tfceflmake a rihg aboiif the corpse of Caesar, 
And let wfr m iM von him tha&JBftde the Will. 
Shall t de^ead ? 9 $& will yoikgive me fern® 7 

%Pl&~ptocm> : 

'* [Heep^.dou^/Vbm the W#fe 
4nt. II* you ' halve tears, pafcrare to shed 
T^ul-ferfiow. west . 

Yon all do know this mantel : I remember 
The firsftime everCoBsaryut, it on 5 ' 

Twas on a summer’s evenmg, in liis tent/ 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 

Look ! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger 
througli : 

See wli.it a rent the envious Cases made 5— 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d ■ 
And, ns lie pluck'd his cursed steelaway, 

Mark how the blood of Cjcsar follow’d it $ 

As rushing^mt of doors, to be rosolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no : , 

For BrutuS, as ydu know, was Cftsar’s angel : 
Judge, O ye gods, how dearly CfesarWd him ! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : ! 

For, when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms, 
Quite vanquish’d him ; then burst his mighty 
heart 3 - 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the hase ofFompcy’s statue, [fell. 
Which all the while rah blood, great Cfflsar 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and aU of us fell doWh, 
Whilst bloody trekso^mrish’d 9 versus. 

O, now yon weep j ana, I perceive, ybu feel 
The dint of pity 3 these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls ! what, weep you wimp you but 
behold 

Our C&sar’s vesture wounded ? look you here ! 
Here is himself, marr’d, as you sec, with trai- 
tors. 

1 PUb. O piteous spectacle ! 

2 PUb. We will be reveng’d : revsS&Y 

About— seek— burn— fire— kill — sjay ! hot 

a traitor live. [not stjgr yjjft Upj 

Ant. Good friends, sweet fet j»ej 

To such a sudden flood of muting 
They that have done this deed are hpnojtable j 
Wh «?4 private griefe they have, &Jas ! I kngw 
not, .. [honortlfle, 

That made them do it : they are wise and 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come no$, friends, to stea^qway your hearts 3 
I am np orator, as Brutus ia jj . 

That gave it^^^lic leave tfc 
•For I have neither wit, nor f 


Action, oruttenu®e, 1 
To stir men’sHTOh Ijj 
1 tell you that w$Sb 



of hha». 
yaor worth, 

SrXfP®a*> 

ngtit on ; 
do know 3 


Show you sweet Cffisar’s wounds, poor, poor 
dumb mouths ! [tug, 

And bid them speak for mo : But were 1 Bru- 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In ev’ry wound of Cssar, that should move 
The stones oif Rome to rise and mutiny. 

Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. That you have wrong’d me, doth ap- 
pear in this : 

YpU have condemn’d and. noted Lucius Fella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein say letters praying on his side. 

Because f knew the man, were slighted of. 

Bl%. You Wrong'd yourself, to write in 
1 such a cue. 

Cos. . In such a time as this, it is not mrrt 
That every nice offence should bear his com- 

^^etmetcll you, Cassius,you yourself 
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm 3 
To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeservers. 

Com. I an itching palm 7 
You know that you are Brutus that speak this. 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your 
last. [corruption, 

Bru. The name of Cassius honors this 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
Cos. Chastisement ! [remeinher ! 

Bru . Remember March, the ides of March 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice* sake ? 
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab, 
Aud not for justice 7 What ! shall one of us. 
That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
But for supporting robbers 5 shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes 7 
And, sell the mighty space of our large honors, 
For so much trash as may be grasp’d thus ? 

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 

Than such a Roman ! 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me, 

I ’ll nofendure it ; you forget yourself. 

To hedge me in 5 .1 am a soldier, I, 

Gfderin practice, abler than yourself 
To make coaditipns^ 

^ i*. ' Go to 3 ybu pro not, -Cassius. 
t% I am. 

* I&U I s dy, you are not [self -, 

r Urge me no more, I sh# forget my- 

tXftoe mind upon your health — tompt me no 
Bru. Away, slight man ! [further. 

Cas. Is ’t possible 7 
Bru. Hear me, for. I will speak. 

Must I give way ogd room toyour rash cliolcr ? 
Shall I be frighted when a. madman stares 7 
Cas . 0 ye gods ! ye god* 1 must I endure 
all this 7 ■ 'Jj>roud heart break 3 

Bru. Afl this ! ay, more : fret, till yomt. 
Go, show your slaves how chloric you are, ' 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I 
budge ? 

Must I observe yon 7 must I stand a»d ordtich 
Under your testy humor 7 By the gbds. 
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You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Tho* it do split you : for, from this day forth, 

I '11 use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish, 

Cas. Is it come to this 7 

Bru. You say you are a better soldier : 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true, 

And it shall please me well : for mine own 
I shall be glad to learn $ noble men. [part, 
Cas. You wrong me ev’ry way— you wrong 
me, Brutus : 

I said an elder soldier, not a better. 

Did I say better 7— 

Bru. If yon did', 1 care not. 

Cas. When Casar liv'd, he durst not thus 
have mov'd me. * [tempted him. j 

Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have 
Cas, I durst not 7 
Bru. No. 

Cas. What ! durst not tempt him 7 
Bru. For your life you durst not. [love, 
Cas. Do not presume too much upon my 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. [sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
For I am arm’d so strong in honesty, 

That they pass by me as the idle wind 
Which I respect not. J did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied 
For I can raise no money by vile means : [me j 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to 
wring [trash, 

From the hard hands of peasants their vile 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, [Cassius ? 
Which you denied me i was that done like 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 

To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas. I denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. I did, not j— he was but a fool 
That brought my answer back.— Brutus hath 
liv'd my heart : 

A friend should bear a friend’s infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 
Cas. Cope, Antony, and young Octavius, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, [come, 
For CasBius is a-weaiy of the world : 

Hated by one he loves j brav’d by his brother } 
Check’d like a bondman j all his faults ob- 
serv'd, 

Set in a note-book, learu'd, and conn’d by rote, 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from njine eyes '.—There is my, 
dagger, 

’And here my naked breast within, a heart 
Dearer than Plfetus' mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart j 
Strike, as thou didst at Gesar ; for, I know, 


When thou didst hate him wont, thou lov'dst 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius, [him better 
Bru. Sheath your dagger : 

Be angry when you it shall have scope, j 
Do what you will, dishonor shall be humor. 

0 Cassius, you ore yokjd with a lamb, . 

That carries anger .as the hint bean fire j 
Who, much enforced, shows * hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd 
To be but math and laughter to his Bnrttyp, ' 
When grief and blood - ill-tempwW, ^exeth 
him 7 [too. 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ili-temper’d 
Cas. Do you confess so much 7 Give me 
your hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. [ Embracing . 
Cas. 0 Hrutns ! 

Bru. What is the matter 7 (v.iih mo, 
Cas. Have you not love enough to brnr 
When that rash humor, which my mother 
gave mo, 

Mokes me forgetful ? . 

Bru. Yes, Cassius j and from ncnccforth, 
When you are over-earne 6 t with your Brutus, 
He ’ll think your 'mother chides, and leave 
you so. 


Bru. O, Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 
Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better.— Port ia 
Cas. Ha ! Portia 7 [is dead. 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How ’scap’d I killing when I cross’d 
you so ? 

0 , insupportable and touching loss !— 

Upon what sickness 7 

Bru. Impatient of my absence 5 [Antony 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark 
Have made themselves so strong— for with her 
death 

That tidings came— with this she fell distract, 
And, her attendant absent, swallow’d tire. 

Cos. And died so 7 
Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O yc immortal gods ! 

[Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 
Bru . Speak no more of her— Give me a 
bowl of wine : 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. 

[ZHnfcj. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble 
pledge.— 

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup j 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. 

Opportunity to he seized on all Affairs. 
There is ntide in||ttat&ir 8 Of men, 

Which, taken at the (food, leads on to fortune j 
Omitted, a^lhe voyage of theif life 
Is bound in sallows and in miseries. « 
On such, a full pa are we qgw, afloat 3 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our tiehtures. 
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The Parting of Brutus and Cassius. 

Bra . No, Cassius, no ; think not, thou no- 
*ble Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 

He beats too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March began : 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : — 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 

If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 

If why then this parting was well made. 

Cos. vfff evcr^Hld for ever, farewell, Bru- 
If we do. meet again, we ’ll smile indeed; [tus 1 
If not, ’tis true, this parting w r as well made. 
Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man 
might know 

The end of this day’s business ere it come ! 
But it sullicotli, that the day will end, 

And then the end is known. 

Antony' 8 Character of Brutus. 

This was the noblest Koinnn of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only lie, 

Did that they did, in envy of great Caisar ; 

He. only, in a general honest thought, 

And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mi\t in him, that nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, " This was a man !’’ 

§ 213. KING LEAR. Siiakspeaue. 

An alienated (}h ild. 

Let it be so— thy truth then lie thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night j 
By all the operations of the orbs, 

From whom we do exist, and cease to be : 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood. 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, forever. The barb’rous 
{Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbor'd, pitied, and reliev’d, 

As thou, my sometime daughter. 

Bastardy . 

Thou, Nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound ; wherefore should I 
{Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
Thowuriosity of nations to deprive me, [shines 
For that 1 am some twelve or fourteen moon- 
Lag of a brother i Why bastard \ Wherefore 
base ? 

When my dimensions are as well compact, 

My mind as gen’rous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam’s issue ? Why brand they us 
With base ? ‘with trfjp&ss ? bastardy 1 base, 
base ? 

Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
► More composition and fierce quality, 

Than doth, within a duil, stale, tired bed 
Co to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 

Cot 'tween asleep and wake 7 


A Father cursing his Child. 

Hear, Nature, hear ; 

Dear goddess, hear ! suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruit- 
Into her womb convey sterility ! [ful ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honor her ! If she must teem, 
Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart disnatur’d torment to her ! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her checks ; 
Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 
IIow sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child ! 

Plain , blunt Men. 

This is some fellow, [affect 
Who, having been prais’d for bluntness, doth 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature : lie cannot Halter. 

lie ! — [truth 

An honest mind and plain — he must speak 
An they will take it, so : if not, he 's plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this 
plainness 

Harbor more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty silly ducking observants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Description of Bedlam Beggars. 

While I may scape, 

1 will reserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beast : my face l ’ll grime 
with filth ; 

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 
And with presented nakedness out- face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voice*, 
.Strike in their numb’d and mortified baio firms, 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of robcmaiy, 
And with this horrible object, from low firms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills. 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with 
Enforce their charity. [pi.iy*r 4 ;, 

The Fault qf Infirmity pardonable. 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ? tell the hot duke, 
that — 

No, but not yet : — may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office, [selves 
Whereto our health is bound; we are not our- 
When nature, being opprest, commands the 
To suffer with the body ; I ’ll forbear ; [mind 
And am fall’n out with my more headier will, 
To take the indispos’d and sickly fit 
For tho sound inan. 

Rising Passion. 

I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
1 will not trouble thee, niy child ; farewell : 
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We 'll no more meet, no more sec one another. 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, iny 
daughter, 

Or. rather, a disease that 's in my flesh, 

Which 1 must needs call mine ; thou art a bile, 
A plague-sore, an imbossed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood ; but 1 'll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, 1 do not call it ; 
1 do hot bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 

The Necmaries of Life few. 

O, reason not the peed : our basest beggars 
Atc in the poorest thing superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap its beast’s. 

Lear on the Ingratitude of his Daughters. 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched ir both ! 

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 

0 let not women's weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man's cheeks ! No, you unnat’ral 

1 will have such revenges on you both, [hags, 

That all the world shall 1 will do such 

things — | hr 

What they are, yet I know not : but they shall 
The terrors of the earth. You think I ’ll 
No, I '11 not weep : [werp ; 

T have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or e'er 1 weep. O fool, I shall go mad. 

Description of Leafs Distress amidst the 
Ftorm. 

Kent. Where ’s the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretfi al element ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curled waters 'hove the main, 
That things might change, or cease ; tears iiis 
white hair. 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 
Strive in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, 'wherein the cub-drawn bear would 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf [couch, 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted lie runs, 

And bids what will take all. , 

Leaf's passionate Exclamation amidst the 
Tempest. 

Blow, wind ! and crack your checks ! rage ! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout [blow ! 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown’d 
the cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking 
thunder, 

Strike 1 flat the thick rotundity o 1 the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at 
Thot^feiake ingrateful man'! [once 


[book hi. 

Rumble thy belly-full ! spit, fire ! spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, lire, are my daughters : 
1 tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription. Why .then let 
fall [slave, 

Your horrible pleasure -f here I- stand, your 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man : — 
But yet 1 call you senile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 
Your high-engendor’d battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and while as thier***' 11 ! OJwkis i?$ul ! 


Kent. Alas, Sir ! are you here 7 Things 
that love night, [skies 

Love not such nights as these; the wrathful 
Callow the very wanderers of the dark, [man, 
And make them keep their caves : since I was 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thun- 
der, 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain. I never 
Remember to have heard: man's nalure »\m- 
The affliction nor the fear. |uot carry 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads. 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp’d-of justice : hide thee, thou bloody 
hand ; 

Thou perjur'd, and thou simular man of virtue, 
That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis'd on mail's life ! Close pent-up 
guilts, 

Rive your concealing continents, and ery 
These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man 
More sinn'd against than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed \ 

Cracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the 
tempest. 


Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this 
contentious storm 

Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to iliec ; 

But where the greater malady is fix’d, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thon’d&t shun a 
bear; 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea. 
Thou'dst meet the hear i' the mouth. When 
the mind ’s free, 

The body ’s delicate ; the tempest in iny mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 
For lifting food to 't 7 — But I '11 punish home. 
No, I will weep no more^-In such a night 
To shut me out !— Po’&tMjH I endure : 

In such a night as this !—-U Regan, Goneril ! 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave* 
all 

O, that way ntadness lies ; let me shun that ; 

No more of that 

Kent . Good my lord, enter here. 
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Lear . Pr’ythee, go in thyself $ seek thine 
own ease ; 

This tempest will not give me le^ve to ponder 
On things would hurt m e more — l '11 go in : 
In, boy^ go first. You houseless poverty— 
Nay, get thee in.' t 'll pray,, end .then I ; ll 
sleep— , . 

Poor naked Ivretehdr, wheresoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed 
sides, * [you 

Your 1 loop2dMi»dri*Mow’d raggedness, defend 
Frpm seasons such as these 7—0, I have ta'on 
Too little care of this !— Take physio, pomp 3 
Kxpose thyself to feel what wretches feel ! 
That, thou mayst shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just. 

Kntcr Edgar disguised like a Madman. 
Lear, lhist thou given all to thy two 
And art thou come to this 7 [daughters 7 
Didst thou give them all 7 
Nmv, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy 
daughters ! 

Kent. ITe hath no daughters, Sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have 
subdued nature 

To such a lowness, but liis unkind daughters. 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! ’twa$ this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Patience and Sorrow. 

Patienco and sorrow strove 
Which should express her goodliest. You have 
seen [tears 

Sun-shine and rain at once 3 her smiles and 
Were like a better day : those happy smiles, 
That play’d on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes 5 which parted 
thence, 

As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. — In brief, 
Sorrow would he a rarity most belov’d, if all 
Could so beeflme it. 

Description of Dover Cliff. 

Come on, Sir ; here 's the place : —stand 
still : — how fearful 

And dizzy *’tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! [air, 
The srows and choughs, that wing the midway 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : half-way 
down [trade ! 

Hangs one that gathers samphire j dreadful 
Mcthmks lie seems no bigger than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice 3 andvftn tall anchoring bark 
Diminish'd to* her cdMRrer cock, a buoy 
Almost too small farsight : the murmuring 
surge, 

JThat on th' unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : I ? U look no more, 
tast my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. ■*- 


On the Abuse of Power. 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why dost thou lash that whore 7 strip thine 
own back 3 

Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 
For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer 
hangs the cozener. 

Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear 3 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate sin 
with gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hartleys breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, 1 say, none j 1 'll able 
'em : [pow'r 

Take that of me, my friend, who have ihe 
To seal tli' accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes 5 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To sec the things thou dost not. 

Cordelia on the Ingratitude of her Sisters. 
O, my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips 3 and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! [(lakes 

Had you not been their father, these white 
Hud challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be oxpos'd against the warring w intis ! 

To stand against the deep, dread-bolted thun- 
In the most terrible and nim]Q|^ stroke [der ? 
Of quick cross lightning ? to watch (poor 
perdu !) 

Within this thin helm ? Mine enemy's dog 
Though he had hit me, should have stood that 
night [ther, 

Against my fire, and wast thou fain, poor fa- 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In short and musty straw 7 Alack I alack ! 
’Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. 

Scene between Lear and Cordelia . 

Cord. How does my royal lord ? how lares 
your majesty 7 [the grave. 

Lear. You do me wrong to take inc out o’ 
'Thou art. a soul in bliss 3 lmt I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cord. Sir, do you know me 7 [you die ? 
Lear. You are a spirit, I know 5 when did 
Cord. Still, still far wide ! [a while. 
Phys. He 's scarce awake, let him alono 
Lear. Where have I been 7 where am 1 7 — 
Fair day-light ! [pity 

I am mightily abus'd. — I should even die with 
To see another thus. — I will not swear 
These are my hands. 

Cord. O look upon me, Sir, 

And hold your hands. in benediction o'er me * 
No, Sir) you must not kneel. 

Lear . Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward : and, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. [man 
Methinks I should know you, and know this 
Yet 1 am doubtful, for I am mainly ignorant 
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What place this is j and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor 1 know 
not [at me, 

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh 
For, as I am a man, 1 think this lady 
7’o be my child Cordelia. I <- 
Cord. And so 1 am, I am. ■ 

Lear. Be your tears wet f Yes, faith. 1 
pray weep not : 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I know you do not love me j for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cord. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Kent. Jn your own kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. [great rage, 
Phys. Be comforted, good madain : the 
You sec, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time lie has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more 
Till further settling. 

Cord . Will ? t please your highness walk 7 
Lear. You must bear with me. 

Fray you now, forget and forgive : I am old 
and foolish. 

Lear to Cordelia, when taken Prisoners. 
No, no; no, come, let s away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i J the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I ’ll kneel 
down, 

And ask of thee forgiveness : so we ’ll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old talcs, and 
laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and wc ’ll talk with them 
too — [out — 

Who loses, and who wins; who ’s in, who ’s 
And take upon us the mystery of things, [out, 
As if we were God's spies ; ami we ’ll wear 
In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great 
That ebb and flow' by the moon. [ones, 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. 

Edgar’s Account qf his discovering himself to 
his Father , 

last a brief talc : — [hurst ! 

And, when ’tis told, O that my heart would 
The bloody proclamation to escape, [ness ! 
That follow’d me so near (O our lives’ sweet- 
That with the pain of death wc ’d hourly die, 
Rather than die at once !), taught me to shift 
Into a madman’s rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit 
Met I my father, with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost } became: his 
ljuide, , [spair j 

Led him, begg’d for him, sav’d him from de- 
Never (O fault !) reveal’d myself unto him, 
Until some&tf-hour post, when I was arm’d, 
Not suro^l|j<Sgh hoping, of this good success,' 
I ask'd iftHlessing, and from first to last 


[BOOK III. 

Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d heart 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
’Twist two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly* 

Bast. This speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And shall, perchance, do^ggod : but 6peak you 

on 5 ' -y 

You look as you- had something m0re to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, [it in j 
Hearing of this. ( ^ 

Edg. This would hatd’VL Jdfn period 
To such as love not sorrow : but another, ' 

To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top extremity. [man, 

Whilst I was big in clamor, came there a 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, [ing 
Shunn’d my abhorr’d society ; but, then, find- 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong 
arms 

He fasten’d on iny neckband bellow'd out 
As lie ’d hurst heavcfib^&irew him on my fa- 
ther . 

Told the moat piteous tale of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receiv’d ; which, in recounting, 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack .-—twice then the trumpet 
sounded, 

And there I left him tranc’d. 

Lear on the Death of Cordelia. 

Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O you are men 
of stones ! 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I ’d use them so 
That heaven’s vault should crack. — O, she is 
gone for ever ! 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She ’s dead as earth : lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 

This feather stirs ; she lives ! If it lie so, 

It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows, 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O, my good master ! 

Lear. Pr’ythec away — 

A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 

1 might have sav’d her ; now she 's gone for 
ever ! — 

Cordelia ! Cordelia ! stay a little. 11a ! [soft, 
What is 't thou say'st ! — Her voice was ever 
Gentle, and low. 

% 

$ 20. MACBETH. Shakspeare. 
Witches described. 

What are these, 

So wither’d, and so wild in |beir attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o’ the eafth, 
And yet are on ’t 7— Jra&you, or.are you aught 
That man may quest|fl||P^You seem, to under- 
* stand me, 

By each at gfeee her choppy finger laying 
Upon her lips should be wo- 4 

men i 

And yet yoUjfobeards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 



book in.] 


DRAMATIC. 


Maebeth'% Temper. \ 

. t Yet do I fear thy nature: 

It ii tdofdU o' the milk of hate& kiMiiii; 
To catch t)ie nearest way : thoo ^ouldst be 


Art not without ajbbftion, bat Without 
The illnea*. sbo«lh& attend, it. Wh|t thou 
■ wooiirt highly, * ' " [ft 3 se, 

That wouldat thou holily ; wouidst noVJ^ay 
Ahd yet wouldst wrofigly win" 5 

Lady Mo t l ull ji m * th e New* & Dmean^s 
\ Approach . 

TheYaven himself is boaree, 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under ray battlements. Come, cotoe you 
spirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, 
And (ill me from the crown to the toe, top-full 
or direst cruelty ! make thick my blood, 

Stop up th’ access and f&ilsage to remorse $ 
That no compu nctidrar Ytaitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep pace between 
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's 
breasts, {ministers, 

And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring 
Wherever in your eighties* substances [night, 
You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 
That my keen knife see not the wound it 
makes j [dark, 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the 
To cry, “Hold! Hold!" 

Macbeth's h resolution . 

If it were done when ’tis done, then 'twcrc 
well 

It were done quickly : if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 
Might lie the be-nll and the end-all here, 

But here upon this bank and shoal of time, 

We 'd jump the life to come. But, iu these 
cases, [teach 

We still have judgment here } that we but 
DJoody instructions, which being taught, re- 
turn [justice 

To pl.igue the inventor: this even-handed 
Commends the ingredients of our poison’d 
chalice 

To our owii lips. He hero in double trust : 
Firs# as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed j then ns his host, 
Who should against liis murderer shut the 
door, [Dunean 

Not b*ar the .Jyiife myself. Besides, this 
Htt^ bor,ne his acuities So meek, hath been 
So ctagr in his gre at alike , that his^virtues 
Will pfcad ‘ litexmm*, trumpet-tongped, 
The deep damnation m his taklngpOff -t [against 
And pity, like a. naked ne w-bo^babe^ ^ - 
•Stridrag\the^a*t^cheaveo’«H^^ 

Upon the sightless cfinrie»#fchif 

Shall blow the Horrid deed in e&V eye, (spur 

That tears shall drown the wind.— I have no 


To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself, 

And falls on the other 

. True Fortitude . 

I dare do all that may become a ! 

Who dares do more, is none. 

The murdering Scene. Macbeth alone . 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me, 

The handle tow’rd ttiy hand ? Come, let me 
clutch thee — 

1 have thee not ; and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou dot, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain 7 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which I now draw— 

[ Thou marshaH’st me the way that I was going ; 
And such an instrument I was to use. [senses. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other 
Or olse worth all the rest : — 1 see thee still 5 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of 
blood, [thing : 

Which was not so before— There 's 110 such 
Tt is the bloody business, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes.— Now o’er the one lialf 
world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings 5 and wither’d murder, 
Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf, [thy pace, 
Whose howl 's his watch, thus with his stcal- 
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, tow'rds his 
design [earth, 

Moves like a ghost — Thou sure and firm-set 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for 
fear 

Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 

And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it — Whiles I threat, 
he lives — [A bell rings. 

I go, and it is done 5 the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan 5 for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 

[Exit. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. That which hath made them drunk, 

* hath made me bold : [Hark ! peace ! 
What hath que ach’d .them, hath given me fire : 
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bell-man, 
Which gives the stern’st good night.— He is 
about it : — 

The doers are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores 5 I have 
drugg'd their possets, 

That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. [ho ! 

Macb. [Within] Who *s there 7 -whnt, 
Lady. Alack ! lam afraid they have awak’d, 
And His not done the attempt, and no^die 
deed, , [ready.. 

' TJonfonnds m '.—hark !— I laid their daggers 
1 He could not miss 'ein<— Had he not resembled 
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My father as he slept, I had don ’t.- 
husband 1 

Enter Macbeth, 

Mach, I have done the deed -didst then] 
not hear a noise ? ^crickets e^.i ^ 

Lady, I heard the owls and 

Did not you jpeak ? — 

Macb, When ? - ■” ” 

Now. v ifj&h ■' v ' 

As I descended ? ^ 

Ay. [bet! 

Hark 1 prho lies V the second chain*-! 


Lady. 

Macb, 

Lady, 

Macb, 

Lady. 

Macb, 




' {Looks ontii thmh. 
Lady. A fobltSfr thought ! to say.esoity 
sight. ; , lend one cried , 41 murder 
Macb. There 's ope did laughlieta sleep, 
That they did wake each, other ! I stood and 
heard them : . - V [them 

But they did say their .prayers, and address'd 
Again to sleep. 

Lady . There are two lodg'd together, 
Macb. One cried, “ God bless us !” and 
“ Amen !” the btb£r 3 ^ [hands. 

As they had seen me, with these hangman's 
Listening their fear. I could not j»y> Amen 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady. Consider it not so deeply. [Amen ? 
Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce! 
I had most need of blessing, and Anjou 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. These deeds must not be fought 
After these ways , so it will make ua&ad. 
Macb. Methought I heard a Voice cry,] 
“ Sleep no more ! 

Macbeth doth murder sleep, the innocent sleep, 
Sleep, that knits up the ravel Pd steavo of care, 
The death of each day's life, sore labor's bethj 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second 
Chief nourisher in life's feast." [course. 
Lady . What do yon mean ? (aU tlie houBe : | 
Macb. Still it cried, “ Sleep noil%e ! " to ] 
“ Glam is bath murder’d sleep , and therefore 
Cawdor t .. v ; [morei"| 

Shall sleep n<*jftore 2 Macbd&*h$t sleep no 
Lady. . Who was it that thus cris^l Why, 
worthy- Thane, - 

You do unbend your noble strength, to thm| l 


place ? .r&i [sm stfk 

They must lie there’Wgo, carry lhma j and 
The sleepy grooms with, blood. 

Macb I 'llgo^mdra • S* 

I am afraid T 

Look on *t again 
Lady. ' 

.Give me thfc 

i pictures : 'tiff tins* 



Macb. W h 
How is^fc.i 


What haWTOfcB#?? 
TO 


fiftroui. 

er’iy 


me'i 

T^'ii«W«»dinSf *S»b ii 



hands astwyw color ; 

j .■* - y 

To wear a heart i I hgf$@& fcfidtw&g 

At , the south ents^.j^Setire ^|W;dur ebaju- 
A little water cfearawdft&s deed : [her ; 
How easy is it then l YmirdonsU^qy 
Hath left you unattendodv-hark ! more knock- 
ing: f , ■ [Knack. 

Get on you^m^tbgo'tvn, lert occasion call us, / 
And show Mb bewaichera; be not lost 
So poorly ?nyottrt|™|gi. y(* - 
Macb. ' To know^^^prt' 'twere best not 
know muelf 

Wake, Duncan, wirti tius^khdeking ! I woiild 
OfcicoaWsft. 

Macbeth's guilty Conscience t and Fearsqf 
BanyuOi ■*’ ^ 

Enter Macbeth to hie L&dfo, 

Lady. How now, my lord f -%hy do you 
keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your ccnenpauions malting? 
Using those thoughts which should indeed 
have died 1 *£«& remedy 

With them they think oh ? Things without 
Should be without regard : what % done, is 
done. [kill'd it ; 

Macb. We have scotched thfe spake, apt 
4$be 'B close and be herself. Whilst our poor 
malice 

Remains in danger of her formed tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the 
worlds suffer, , - .* 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of those teftible dreams, 

That shake -us nightly. Better" be with the 
*y-'tlead • |\>cace, 

Wkem^ve, to gain our plpCe, have* bent to 
Thsirim the torture of the mind to lie 

« i 


So brain-sickly of things : go, get some water, jin restless ecstasy.— Duncan is ih'his grave j 
Ana wash te filthy witness from your ham^ARaF IMe's fitful fever, he sleepnweBj [son, 
Why didyou bring these dangers from tfiejTriieon lias done his worst : nfer steel, nbr poi- 


Malicc domestic, foreign levy ; nolhing 
^pantouchbim^rther 


G, fuUofWtpibniyrmy 
Thou kaow’st th^Pfianqi 



ieeate’s 

beetle, whlHfirdrtMsy hums, 
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BOMMlrf 


the to shall be 



8cm, a 
Mach 
Attevn 


K^TT*"* 7 *w» <«4 

■ 'ft*-* 

Lady. My royal lord, j,>'- > 

You do not givelhe chees V^^Ajpst is sold, •«: 
That is not often ^SMch.<fcaroftCT8S amaking, 
’Tis given with>fe^||^^ft‘-feed v w;ers .best at 

From thence, the sjurne to OMMris ceremony : 
Meeting were he^ «^hoift it. - >. t t , v j 
[The G?hos«'o/^an^rise^a^i<<f 4 <n 
Macbeth** Place, 

Mach. SweetremenihrahceiM— - ■-] 
Now, good digestion ytfait on appetite, 

And health jsfcbothLv , r c -v J 

ten . . Mje& ’t please your highness sit 7 
Mach. Here had we how our country’s ho- 
. nor roof'd,* r %t, 

Were^je grip’d pbra|tt of our Banquo present ; 
Whom t may mthorchallenge J^rjunk4ndneea ; 
Than pity for imschehbe, ; J 

Roses. His absence, ^r, •; {highness] 

Lays blame upon his promise. PleiweJt yowj 
To grace** with ^Ou^toyal company 7 - - " 

Mach The:t*ble ’sfulll / ■ [Bfcfetotg. 

Lett. Hero Is a place reserved, Sir. 

Macb. Where? 


Here* my good lord. 

Whai is ’t that moves your highness 7 
Macb. Which of you have done this 7 
Lords. What, mte good lord 7 .^{sbake 
Macb. Th6ucaasttt$t*ay, Idid it : never 
Thy gory locks atm*. ^ ^WiftL 

Rosse. Gentlemih^Mnj Ids highness 
Lady. Sit, worthy friends >t(VVh IpdM^ 
often Urns, , Wet; 

. And hatfrbeen frpmhtoybfttfi : m*y you, W 
The fi?5s momentary; . upon a thought h 

He will again be well : if much you note him. 
Vou shall offend him,tand eStS^d h» 

Feed, * “ " l "‘‘ 


Which 
Lady, 

Thjs is 1 
This 
bed you 
(Im[ 

A wotngk 1 
Authoriz’d^ hes^ 



Why do you make such faces 7 when all 's 
You look but on a stool. [done, 

Macb. Pr’ythee, see there 1 
Behold !. look ! lo ! how say you 7 

", [ Pointing to the Ghost . 

’> what care 1 7 if thou canst nod, speak 
too. 

If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those, that we bury, back — our monuments 
{Shall be the maws of kites. 

[The Ghost vanishes. 
Lady. * What ! quite unmanned in folly 7 
Macb. If 1 stand here, Fsftty him. 

Lady. Fte, for shame ! „ [olden time, 

;- Mtaeb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the 
Ehfehqpian statute purg’d the general weal ; 
Ay,£hdsince too, murders have been perform'd 
Too tembfcibr the ear : the times have .been. 
That, when the brains, were out, the. man 
would die; ■„ * • 

And there an end : but noW they rtse again. 
With twenty mortal murders bn their crowns, 
And push us from our. stools : ^this is more 
strange ‘ 

Thaasucha murder is., /; ", 1 ■* 

Lady. My worthy lord, '’v. ./ 

Your nghieiriends do lack you., 

Macb. I do forget : y?. ■ ' 

Do not muse at me, my mostyvbrthy friends ; 

I have a strange, i^jrmity, which U nothing 
To those that know me. Cotne, love and 
liealth to all [full : 

Then I ’ft sit down : give mo sdawfcwiue, fill 
h$rink Itythe general joy of the whole table. 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we 
miss • [thirst, 

Would ho were here 1 to. all, and him, we 
Aadall ftodt. ’ 

* Our Cities, and the pledge; 

-* [The Ghost rfyss again. 

Mach Avkunt Vend quit my. sight ! Let 
dearth hj&thce ! , T 

Thy buplWi^cwfess, thy blood is cold ; 
Thonhitist aqspee^latign in those eyes, 

' thoddert glare with \ 

"^’^^thu, good^Reem* 

„ as rttwg of Sstom f^Mer , 

Only it spoils the pleaSnre ofcthetime. 

J mb. What farn'fose, I darb ; 

Approach thod like the Russian rugged bear, 
i ^giartn^rhinoceros, ortbnHyrw:^^g 

Bhsll never tremble j alive a^m, . 
nd dafe&rt to the desert with thy sword ; 
trpmttiifr T mhiht^ftheef|gOteBt me 

ImbyTof aSitl, Hencey horrible shadow ! 
drwd heaee l K Why, so— being 

, uSSTT-i.-^ im,Ghmt vanishes. 

' " *' You tive displac’d the mirth, broke 

- *' ' 


. to) ■ 
"% Summer’s clem, 
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[boos hi . 


Without our special wonder ? You make me 
Even to the disposition that I owe, [strange, 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch’d with ffegr. & 

fiosse. What sights, my lofl|'/ - 
Lady. I pray you, speak he grows 
worse and worse j 

Question enrages him : at once, good night ; 
Stand not upon the order of your going ; 

But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majesty , 

Lady. A kind good night to all. 

' ' - 4 [Exeunt Lords. 
Macb. It wilt have blood, they say .j blood 
will have blood : [speak } 

Stones have/been known to move, and trees to 
Augurs, and understood relations, have [forth, 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought 
The secrotVt man of blood. 

Witches : their Power. 

I conjure ybu, by that wHtch you profess 
(Howe’er you come to, know it), answer me j 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churphea j though Ui$«*ty waves. 
Confound and swallow navigation^ : [down } 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and treeablown 
Though pasties tpfcple on their warders’ heads j: 
Though palaces, and. pyramids, do slope 
Their heads to theif foundations j though tlic 
treasure 

Of nature y s gormi 98 tumble altogether^ 

Even till destruction sickens, answer mo 
To what I ask you. 

Malcolm’s Character qfhimfrtf. 

Mai. jBut I have none : the kinfdmcomifig 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mpr^^lowlibess; 
Devotion, patience, couragefjftuti|MdA * 

I have no relish of them 1 pbgund - 

In the divjffiott of each Vye& crime, [should 
Acting it maiHfcwuys. N$ # . powV " 

Pour the sweet milk of concord ihtpjjftll, 
Uproar the universal peace,, confound . , ^ 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland ] 


Macd. Pit to gQtjjgm ! 
No, to )ive.~O v ^Piti 
With an 
When 


sWJSfr 


oe.daysi, 


Since that fjgd, 
lly his o\ 

And does 

Ofl’oer upon tar kaee* f 

TheK«4%iMp«f)f: 



Have banish’d me from Scotland. O my breast, 
Thy hope ends «we 1 - 
Mol. Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child pfft&egrity, hath ftora my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d toy 
1 thoughts *.V-- f - [beth 

To thy good truth and honor. -Devilish Mac- 
By many of these^ins fi^ sOught to win me 
I^,^p^E,j;A^4kmodep^8dom plucks me 
Prmd oVMrdredalouS haatdf"'bgt God above 
Deal and me 1 for even now 

I puidiyielf ^ 

Unspeak mine own detraction : -here’ abjure 
The taints and blajpe* I laid* upon myself, 

For singers to a$r am yet. 
Unknown to woman ; heifer was forsworn ; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own j 
At no time broke my faith j Would not betray 
The devil to Jlif fCilow ; anddehght [ing 
No. less jn triiS^andlifo j lfty first false spuak- 
Was this upon myaSft'".' Wliattl am truly, . 
b thine, and my poor opmgry’s, to command. 

<• ['An'^pipmki Country. 

Alas l -pooi* country ; 

Almost afraid to itself l It cannot - 
Be call'd our mother, but wur grave 3 where 
nothing 

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile : 
Where sighs, and groans, end shrieks that rent 
the air, * [seems 

Are made, not mark’d j. where violent sorrow 
A modern ecstasy ; the dead man-a knell 
Is there ecarceask VI . for who \ and good e 
E xpire before the {lowers jn their caps. 

Dying, or ere they sicken, i, 

M*edvt$%n the Murder his 
, Children . 

^ Rosse. Would I could answer 
[This comfort with the like 1 but I have words, 
That would be Howl’d out in the desert ajj, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd. What concern they ? 

The gemphl cause t or is it a fee-grief, 
j Duo -to some tingle breast ? 

Rime. No mind that’s honest 

shares tdme woeytfao 7 (he main part 
Pesteb to you alone. 

mt' - 


«H»»* v i^yuuiuiu, ouuuapiu ;< ,1 Macd. Ifit be mine, 

Mol. if such a pne be fit to goymn, spen^j&Ceep it not Ifom mei Quickly, let me have it. 
Tm b&ffltope spoken. f 'lr Rosse. Uet not your ears despise my IHiigue 

MhrA .' flit tn I ■ f . fJn.1 


for ever, . [sound 

. Which shall peseta them with the heaviest 
JSkat ever vet tfef heard. 

Rossi, Your cans is s 


«ir--4shi 


[andbabes 



- the manner, 
murdfit’d deer, 


not 

1 , . wg&rZ'* •' T-; T [break. 

1 Whispers theVer-finught Heart, and bids it 
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BOOK 111.] 

Macd. My children too 7 [could be found. 
Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all that 
Macd. And I must be frbm, fiance ! my 
Rosse. I have said. „ . {ii# l^l'd too I 
Mai. Be comforted : [ t ' 

Let '8 make us med’qincg of ourgrelt revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. '• • ^ f 

Macd. He has Ae chi Idrt&j — Afeftt witty 
Did you say all 7 all* 

Wh^t, all my and tfchir cft|i,/] 

At one fell swoop? ’ ■ ' vi: * 

.Mid. Dis^uvc u like a man. * - v 1 * .] 

Macd. I shall do so 5 

But 1 must also feel it a$.n man : x , 

1 cannot but remember sdeh things Werb, 

That wdre most precious to me. Did heaven 
look on, [dull, 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Mac- 
Thcy were all struck for thee i ‘ Naught that I 
Not for Iheir own demerit#,but for mine, [am, 
Fell slaughter On their imls : Heaven rest 
them now f " * [let grief 

MaL Be t: is thei whetstone of your sword *, 
Convert to unger; blunt pbt the heart, enrage 
it. ■ [mine eyes, 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with 
And braggart with my tongue ! But, gentle 
Heaven, ’ * 

Cut short all intermission : front to front 
Bring thou this fiend O f Scotland, and myself ; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 
Heaven forgive him too,! ['scape, 

Mai. This tune goes manly$ \? , 
Come, go we to the king ; our fioW’r il' ready j 
Our lack is nothing but our leave j Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powepr above 
Put on their instruments. Receive What cheerJ 
you may; * .. ’ 

The night is long that never finds the day. 

, •• [ Exeunt. 

Despised Old Age. 

I have liv'd long enough : my Way of life 
Is fhll'n into the sear, the yellow leaf:. * 

And that which should accompany old age, - 
As honor, love, obedience, troop* of friends, 

I must not look to have ;.but in their stead, 
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouthdufcgg, 
breath, ■ „ - [daf^Sbt. 

Which the poor heart would deny^but 

diseases qf the BtindinwefubU. 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ;| 
Pluck from the memory a rpot^i sorrow j v 4 
Ilaze out the written troubles c^Ttbe brain j 
And, with some oblivions Ajimjfa 
Cleanse the stufl^aiosom Mihat pehmUrStuff) 
WhichWeighs%pSf the hefflt 7 

To-morrow, andto-morrow, ^ 

Creeps in this ^etty pace ' 

To the. tut syUabJeof: 

And all bur yeste^atys 


Life ’b but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale, 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
[Signifying nothing. 

, J 30. OTBfiUO. Shakspeare. 

In Dispraise qf Honesty . 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
: Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
[.Many a duteous and knec-rrooking knave, 
That, dotiflg^on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out time, much like his master’s ass, 
For ^ought hut' prcvender ; and, when he is 

Wfi^i i# such honest knaves. Others there 

Who, trill’d in forms sutd visages of duty, 
Keep yet the ir hearts attending on themselves : 
And throwing but ahbws of service on their 
lords, ' [lin’d their coats. 

Do well thriyj|:by them J and when they have 
Do tlmmselvea 'homage : these fellows havo 
some soul, 

And such a ope do 1 profess myself. 

For, sir,, ' 

It iB as sntej|a.^ou are Roderigo, 

Were I Would not be lago : 

In following Ifirti,' JTallow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, *pot I for love and duty, 
But seeming so,' for my peculiar end : 

For when tay outward action doth demonstrate 
The natiye jact and figure of my heart 
In compiftiaentextern; y tis not long after 
But I wftl>*ear;iBny heart upon my sleeve. 

For doves to peck at : I am not what I seem. 

Ot^sUo's^RetaRon qf his Courtship to the 
***;? - - Senate. 

_ Most potent> grave, and reverend signors, 
[My very noblest^ approved good masters — 
That I hoy# ta’c^^vroy this old man’s daugh- 

It is most true'; ttfie, 1 have mimed her ; 

The very hc$d apdfron t of my offending 
Hath this ei ttent, no more. Rude am 1 in my 




The way to dusty death, 
candle ! 



Out, m, trisfl 


gpccvii. 

And- little blest with^e set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years’ 
pith, ^ ’ [us’d 

now some nine nibons wasted^ 0 iey have 
ieir dearest actinh in tented fields 
And little of this great^jprld can f s^eak, 
More thafi pertains to featts of broil and battle ; 
&hd therefore Mte ijbail I gm^rnyfoatise, 
speakin#fo^ysetf: *5,b?yWr gracious 
p&t$£&cey 1 . - 

I will a rduttd^ffi^'d fcjc *#ye r. 

Of Bfy WlWfiotoje^df lovo j What drugs, 

What charnWr 


.What conjuratiop, and what mighty magic 
JTor such procbe^g l am charg'd Withal), 



ith. 

>’d me} oft invited me ; 
me the story of my lifo, 
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From year to year; the battles, sieges, for- 
Th.it I havo pass’d. [tunes, 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he badd mfe t 


jf'chaiJc^i 


As if tl 



[nentfddadty 
foe, [breach 
* kptioh thence > 




Wherein I spake of most dii 
Of moving accidents by flood ,i 
Of hair-breadth ’scapes i’ thef 
Of being taken by the ‘ 

And sold to slavery j ol 
And portance in my traVe^l 

These t^ngstbfesir 
Would Desdem&nk Beriotaaly hiblihe \ . % 

But still tfte hbtuK^ ufBtbft Wotdd » <g$K 
thence t % , v JZ, u " 

Which ever aa ah^r hould With hi 
She ’d come again, and with 
Devour up my discoufob'f /ivhlch, lv$5serving, 
Took once a pliant hohr^ and fouatd. good. 

means : , .V- * ' ‘ 

To draw from her a prayhjr of earnest heart, 
That X would all my pilgt|t^e^late, 
Whereof by parcels she h^ Sdiwbing heard, 
But not intent ivdy : Id# consent ; 

And often did beguile her ofher tears, ; 

When I did speak of sd^ distrtsftbl stiftk*. 
That my youth suffer’d. done, 

She gave mp for my paigs a wOrlpfesighfl : 
She swore, in faith, ’twasisti^nge, ’iwnn pa^s* 
ing strange ; ■ “ ; v t i 

Twas pitiful, ’twas won^mfo p^lflad-^ 

Site wish’d she had not heard" it i; yet she 
wish’d /. ^iwmkfd me.; 

That Heaven hod made ^sr sacbk 
And bade me, if I had a friend that jfor, 

I should but teach him how^> teHmjpjtory, J 
And that would woo her. ypon kb** I 
spake; • . *■ V. 

She lov’d me for the dangers X had pass’d 5 
And I lov’d her, ' 

JfafettJ 
O my spjitl 
If after ev'ry tempest don 
May the winds bloW t'ttt 
death, 1 -- ’ 

And let the laboring 
Olympus high :, hud di 



• y . 



ftich cairns,-^'. 

1 “ f kqk warn’d 

A** r * 

hills of seas, 

- . « ... .. _ nrfow \ ' 

A s hell ’s from, heaven f If J&ttere now to die] 
’Twere tw$p bo w&t happy? for, I fear, 
My-soOMi^h ; lier ef^Ahl-^bsolute, 

That nf$? another effort Ust^i to this 

iSucegeda in unknoii|Jptm- " $ 

Think; 

As if therfc'-; 

Too hideoi 


And didst contract as# purse thy brow to- 

8 *&k.. .. . . .... 

dst shut up 111 thy bram 
icojt : if thou dost love me', 

. ugbt. - 

r/Jprd, yon knbw I love yon. 
u dost ; 

’rt fultoflove and honesty, 
if words before thou giv’stthem 
‘ ■' [more: 

71 ierefore, th0sc stops of, Jdfum ..fright niclhe 
[^d^aoh things in a felse disloyal knave $ 
''fjk* thicks of custom 5 but in a man that’s just, 
Theyarg, close denotements working from the 
That Iwttbn cannot rtflfc/ ' 7 * [heart, 

Reputation. 

Good name, in man and woman, dear my 
Vthe immediate jewel of their souls * [lord. 
Who steals my purse steals trash ; ’tis some- 
thing, nothing $ * [thousands: 

’Twas mine, his his, jtnd has been slave to 
But he that filches my good name, 

Robs meofthlt wbjch hot enriches him, 

And makes me ppb*;|pdeed,. 

Othello's SoH&quy offer having been worked 
vp to Jedt&oy by Tago. 

This fellow ’s of exce^SSpg honesty, 

And knows alf qualities, wjtji a learned spirit . 
Qf buman dealings : Jfl prove her haggard, 
Though' that josses Were my dear heart- 
' kfings/ 

I ’d 'Whistle her off, and let lier down the wind 
Toprd&jtt t ^ply» for I am black ; 

Abu hafe fyc&' those sdSfcparts of conversation 
That chamberers have : or, for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years : vet that ’s not much — 
jflhe ’s gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O curse of marriage 1 
That \vc can call these dehcaie creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be 
And live upon the vafoor of a dungeon, [tom 
Than keep a. .corner in the thing 1 lo\e 
For others? uses. 

Jeaknuy. 

^^[’riflCi^l%ht as air 
the^lousj i^nftnnation strong 

lywrifi,- - 

i&i fyorlicre^jf Jealousy. * 

Etjfer Othello. 

Where he cuipes ! not poppy 

world* 
ect sleep 




I heard t%3niy but 
When CttssiOiteft my 
like^ ; A 
And when 1 told thects^ 
In my wh«de ctozrse & " 

44 Indeed*” 


T to me ? 
newrifentotral ? no more 
' — > the rack: 


HoW now, my lord 7 
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Othello's Story of the Handkerchief. 

That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give 3 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people 3 she told her, while 
she kept it, [ther 

'T would make her amiable, and subdue my lk* 
Entirely to her love 3 but if Bhe lost it. 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye [hunt 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should 
After new fancies.' She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me 
, wiv'd, 

To give it her. I did so 3 and take heed of % 

& 1 . * ... „ , , , ,, Make it % darling, like your precious eye } 

I" a re well the neighing steed, and the shrill To fo* *. or give 't away, Were such perdi- 

trnmp, As nothing else could match.-*—- [tion. 

The spint-surring drum, the ear-piercing fife, There ’a magic in the Web of it : 

The royal banner ; and all quality, [war ! A siby i f that had number'd in the world 
I'nde, pomp, and circumstance of glorious The sun to make two hundred compasses. 

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude In her propheti c f ury Wd tbe werk : [silk 3 

‘ . . tliroat ® _ . t The worms were hallow'd that did breed the 

lh' immortal JoVe's dread clamors counter- And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful 

1 a re well lOthello'soccupaUon 'a gone ! Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 
logo. Is t possible, my lord 1 [whore ; 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a OtheUo f s Speech, after haying received the 
Be sure of it 5 give me the ocular proof ; Mdndatevohen confirmed in his Suspicions. 

[Catching hold on him. A y, you did wish that I would make her 

Or by the worth of mine eternal soul, turn : 

Tlmu liadst better have been born a dog, Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. .. And turn again 5 and she can weep. Sir, weep : 

/ago. Is it come to this ? ' [so prove it, And she obedient, as you say — obedient— 
Oth. Make inc to see it ; of, at the least, Very obed&nt— Proceed you in your tears. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, CdncenpSt% this, Sir— O well-painted passion ! 

To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy, life ! 1 am commanded home t— get you away 3 

/ago. My noble lord— V[me, 1 sen d for you anon.— Sir, I obey the man- 

Oth. If thou dost sender her;, and torture dale* 

Never pray more : abandon all remorse : An. d will return to Venice— hence, avaunt ! 

On horror's head horrors accumulate : [Exit Desdemona. 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth; Caesio shall have my place. And—^Sir, to- 
amass'd 3 . . I do entreat that we may sup together, [night. 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add, You are welcome, "Sir, to Cyprus- 
Greater than that. Goats ind monkey a' [Exit Othello. 

/ago. O grace ! O Heaven defend me 1 Jf. ... „ r/1 

Arc you a man ? have you a soul, or sense T DSe pathetic^ Upbraiding of hie Wife. 

God hewi’ you : take mine office.— O wretched Des. Upojh my knees, what doth your 

r<*n I. , , speech import% 

That In \t. to make thine honesty avicej\, I understand a fifty m your words, 

0 monstrous world ! take note, take not6, 0 But not your Words. 

To be direct and honest, it not safoi [world, • Oth. WBy, what art thou 7 . [loyal wifo. 

• I thank-you for this profit 3 and, firoin hence, Des. Your wife, my lord 3 yxm true and 

1 '11 love no friend, since loVe breeds such Oth. Come, sVirear it£ damn thyself 3 

offence. % Lest, being like one ^heaven, the devils 

Oth. Nay, stay thou shouldst be honest themselves ' * [damn'd 3 

logo. I shou^hc wise : for konggte V. a Should feajr to sef&e thee ; therefore, be double 
And loses that fodifeks fqj uc . |fool, ^Wear thou art honest. r -*• 

Oth. By thtfipSwi, -Ipfe . . r [no$3 Dee. Heaven dotfrtruly know it. 

I think my wifo be Jagaafe , bj# think she $ Oth. Heaven, tra^ knows, that thou art 
1 think that thou ai^l^wn^thhik thqu s krt false' is Hell. [flow am I false 1 

not: , . w .f Des, To whoar* my lord ? With whom! 

I ’ll have some proof. Her nithe, ^at was os , Oth. > O, fresdemona, away ! away ! away ! 

AS Diatff visage, hi now. begrim* 4/&4 black fHs. Alas, the heavy day ! who do you 
As min^own face. If . there/ lie cords, or weep? ; 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, [knives, A^?,tkA-oMW<m of these tekrs, my lord t 
1 '11 not endure it ! — Would I were satisfied ! Ivliply, you my father do suspect 
Vol. vi. Nos. 85 & 86. 


Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours 
of lust? 

I saw it not, thought it not, it haitn'dnot me : 
1 slept the next night well, was froehnd merry 3 
1 found not Cassio’s kisses on her Ups : 

He that is robb'd, not w.inting what is stolen, 
Lot him not know it, and he 's not robb'd at 
/ago. I am sorry to hear this. # [ell. 
Oth. I had been happy, if this general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known : O now, for Over, 
Farewell the Tranquil'mind l Farewell, con- 
tent ! V 

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue ! O farewell ! 
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An instrument of this jour calling back, 

Lay not yonr blame on me j if you have lost 
Why, I have lost him too. [him, 

Oth. Ilad it pleased Heave* 

To try me with affliction 3 fa|d L T 

AH kinds of sores, and slMdaks^on my bare 
Steep’d me in poverty tp the Very lips j [head; 
Given to captivity cn^u^^.qtmost hopes > 

I should have found -jitv pitt of qiy soul 
A drop of patieiice. ^ to snake me. 

A fixed figureVfor the fui&pf scorn . 

To point huutftW, unmovi^ finger at— 

O! O! ',^^.,,.^^>7. ... 

Yet could I .peat tbat toO ; well , very well : 
Rut there, where,! h&W gairne^d apmy heart $ 
Where either! most live, or bear ho, life.:. 
The fountain from which pjy^urtent rune. 
Or else dries upj tb be discarded fbence 1 
Or keep it as a cistern', for foul toads , 

To knot apd gender in i Turn thjr^omples- 
ion .thetfe ! - * [biel) 

Patience, thou young and roeq-]ipp’d chord* 

Ay, there, look grim ns hell 1 . [honest. 
Des. I hope, my noble laid esteems 4 me 
Oth. O, ay j as summer *flies are in the 
shambles, ... X w $®d> 

That quicken even with blowing^ aO thou 

Who art 09 lovely fair, and smeU’st pg jpweet, 
That the sense aches at thfee^wcfbld thou hadstl 
ne’er been born ! ' Xmittetd u 

Pcs. Alas ! what ignorant sin havq 1 com* 
Oth. Was this fair ^iper, this most goodly 
book* 

Made to write whore upon 1 wbsi>i 
Committed t O thou public coracebnerl 
I should make very forges of qny cheeks 
That would' to cinders burn up mridfidy, [ted 1 
Hid I but speak thy deeds.— 1 Whitt, , comm it- 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and" .the moon 
winks: , v * 

The bawdy wi nd, that kisses a^it meets, % r 
Is hush’d within the hollow mine dfebrtbl 
And will not hear it i whaj, committal 
Impudent strumpet!; . 

Dts . By Heaven, yon m me wrong 
Oth. Areyou not a strumpet f v -y 
Des. No, as I am a 0k*istiam ^ '% ' 

If to preserve this Vesscd™ vf lord, . 

From any other foul, unlawful touch, ,t 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am fiqije. 

Oth. What, not a whore 1 # 

Dee. O Hc^n^ive us ! ' 

shall WW m/lbrda^lnlf 
fneodj go to him f fig, by this lightof 




[book hi. 

If e’er rny Will did trespass ’gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed : 
Or that ffljp&cyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted Jthem in any other form j 
Or that 1 do not yet, and ever did, 

And.ever will— though he do shake me ofT 
To beggarly div^ernenl— love him dearly, 
Comfort^ fo?sw^fctae ! jUflkindnoss may do 

ifcbob, ■ V' 

Awthis' unkind ness may dcfest my life, 

But never taint my lays. 

A Bed-chamber : Desdmona is discovered 
asleep in far Bed. 

Enter-Othclfy unth p, Light and Sword. 
Oth. Yf is thg cause, it is the tauM*. my 
soul— A 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste f-tirs • 

It jsthe cau»$.— Yet I ’ll not shed her blood, 
Nor schr that Whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Lays down the Sword. 
Yet she must die, else she ’ll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light ! 
If I quench thee, thou doming minister, 
f can hgain thyfbttfcer fight restore, [light, 

Should 1 repeat rile,) but once put out thy 
Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that'Promethean heat 
That can thy liglit retoptb* 

' 'jitfUs down the Tapir. 
When l hay&pluck’d thy rose, 

Tcunhot givedt vital grbwth again > 

It needs must wither : 1 ’ll smell it on the tree. 

■ \ [Kissing her. 

0 ,kjutyj breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice hertfelf to b&ak her sword ! Or e 
inore. ’ [thee, 

Be thus when thou art dead, and t will kill 
And In vc. thee after one more, send this the 
last: 

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 

But they 0$ crum tears j this Sorrow ’s hea- 
It strikes where it doth love. ' [void; ; 

Othello’* Cotrfvsion qfl.tr having murdered kis 

, W‘- 

'tis iEmilia by and by— she dead, 

’T^ke/jhe comes to speak of CasM..\ de.it !• 1 
THCnoisd was high, Ha i bo more moving t 
^titi ks tfcoeravc, Shall she come in ? wnr’t 
* gobdta* * ' ’ , .[beKt?- 

Ithiuk die stirs again no.— What '& the 

If she comes in, site '11 Mire speak to my 
- ’* vwil&j— . ( [wife. 

[JVjjr W$> f^my wife^ wha£$|®» t I have no 

MethinksitshSi 
Of 8 mtsimm. 

Should ?***¥ 

bloteMh*. 

Of one enthS v abd perfect chrysolite, 

I ’d not have sold her for it. 



eclipse 
'globe 
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Hi* hitter Rmom, 

Rehold ! 1 have :i weapon : /. 

A better never did itself sustain 1'r ; 

Upon a soldier’s thigh : I 've seen the day, 


Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou 


That , with thi« little arm, and this good sword, ^oppose the singing-birds, musicians 3 [com'st : 
I have made my way t) trough more ilppedi- The grass whereon thou treadat, the presence 
monts / in • [boast! ^ str^vd- [more 

Than twenty times your $top.— Bbt, O vain The fiow'rs, fair ladieB ; and thy steps, no 
Who can control his fate ? it is not sonoW. Than a delightful "measure or a dance : 

Re not afraid, though'you do see me weapon 1 *!. ^ or gnurling sorrow hath less power to bite 
Here h my jov^Tai/s end, here is my btttb/j*,’ man that moc ^ 8 at it, and sets it light. 

A nd very sea-mark oF my utmost sail. , . . - . . . _ . .. 

IK, you go luck dismay’d 1 ’tis a lost fear; ' Tho ^» ^effectual to moderate Afflict, an. 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast,'' O, who can hold a fire in his hand, 

Ami ho retires : where should Othello go ? ! By thinking on the frosty Caucasus 1 

1W\ — how dost thou look now 1 O ill-star r\l Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
wench! jeptnpt, By bare ^pagination of a feast ? 

Rile as thy smock ! when wp&hall meet at Or wallop naked in December snow, 

This look of tinim will hurl my soulfrom boa- By thinking cm fantastic Sommer's heat ? 

mi, . (mrl? O, no ! the apprehension of the good 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold/ my Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 
E’en like thy chastity^- Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 

0 cursed, curs- cd slave !— rWhip mejj yeolevils. Than when it bites, but lanccth not the sore. 

From the possession of this heavenly eight ! * Patmlariht 

1 (low me about in winds! roost mo insmphur! *' 

Wash me in steep-dowu gulfs. of liquid fire 1 Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Circen, 
O Desdemona ! Dosdemona ! dead ? Observ'd his courtship to the common people : 

Dead? O! O! O!- :■ • ^ How hO'did seem- to dive into their hearts 


11 will uni |ii»m:bmvu vi iuu fipaveiuj ww ; PaoularitlJ 

I Jiowiac about in Winds ! - roast mo in sraphur! opu 

Wash me in steep-dowu gulfs. of liquid fire 1 Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 

0 Desdmona ! Dosdemona ! dead ? Observe hie courtship to the common people : 

Dead? O! O! :■ • ^ How hO'did seem- to dive into their hearts 

UU ijg jn ~ k J-r With humble arid familiar courtesy ; 

What revetence he did throw away on slaves ; 
Soft you ; a wordoyffeo bcfqreyou go. -a# Wooi^v boor^rafts^aen, with the craft of 

1 have done the state soijpe service, and they _._ l smijfes, 

know it 5 And patieft* ^pdcr-beoring of his fortune, 

No more of that.— I pray you, in your letters, sh their affects with him. 

\V hen you shall these plucky deeds rel^fi.- Off goes his bonnet tq an oyster Wench j 
Speak of me as lam ^nothing MtenUtte^J^; A bracd oC^ray^ffiHV bid— God speed him well. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must ipo And ha^wfe tribute, of hik supple knee : 


And had #^ tribute. of hi* supple knee : 
With— ^ Thanka, my! countrymen, my loving 
frionda 3 ” 


Of one that lov'd not widely, but too veil : friends 3 ” 

Of one not easily jimI<>iis. but, being wrought* mAs wpreout Eriglond in reversion his, 
Rerplexd in the cvticmc ; of one whose hand/ Andie next degree in hope. 

Like the base Judean, threw a peiurl away 1 ■ v ***s i % , . 

Richer than all liis tribe 3 of one Whose sub- _ 

dued eyes, , - Each substanc^of a grief hath*twenty 


Albeit unused, to the melting ratfod, I 

Drop t«* 1 rs as fast as the Arabian trees ki \ 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down .1 

And mv. besides, ^hat in Aleppo ■ ' I 

W here a malignant and a turban’djTurlt^ 

Bent a Venetian, and traduc'd 
* 1 took^y the throat the circumeiled wig, . 
And smote him— thus. [£ia$» hpnftff. 

$ 31. THE LITE AND 


• i&’t £'*- : 'fcQitotf. ^ 

Each substanc^of a grief hath*twenty aha- 

^dowf^v * 

Whichfhwf hke grief itself, but are not so : 

- Jtor sorfow't eye> ^feed with Minding tears, 

1 T^yi^bs one thirig entire to many objects 3 
Like perspect^ves, which, rightly gaz'd upon, 

* BhoWnotmtigbut confusion 3 eyed^wry, 


Distinguish f<>n}& 

Hope i 


-****&»■ &***&&$ 

BatttsAmriKna uikdi&v & . . * Xparasite, a keepet ha<$ of death, 

a JmMxW-. . JKmHL — . I iarL_, .1 iL. i;0 


All places^P^Vl 
Are to &' wise man p 
Teach thy necessity 


Thr'ie is no virtue like necossftyijj + " . C > ’"‘ * % "y 1 . 

Think not U10 king did banii^wjfo ' p : ThObay^treasuionrcountiy allare wither'd, 
ihit tho^tho king^woe dotf}®Sayfefr'blt‘ ATid tnet'eors fright the fixed starb'. of heaven 3 
Where «perccivebrit i^b^t fafeily borne. Thp pftleifao'd moon looks bloody on the 
Go, say, 1 sent theO forth' to purchase honor, * ' Y " ' [change : 


FHei^eatVisitf^ * Who gently woiUd-dtokilve the bands of life, 

ns ■“ iBtwmity- 

sshvi^ + ' ‘ .. « TAc Pmmceitca of Way. 


And not the king exil'd thee —Or suppose, 


bit Altd tneteors frighfc the fixed starb of heaven 5 
borne. Thp paledao'd moon looks blpddy on the 
shpae honor, ‘ ’ ' v_ ‘ [change: 

)r suppose, Amt lean -look’d prophets whisper fearful 
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Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and 
leap. 

Richard to England , on his Arrival. 

As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in 
meeting 3 

So weeping, smiling, greet; I thee, my earth, 
And do thee favor with my' royal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav’nous 
sense : 

But let thy spiders that Suck up thy venom, 
And heavy gaited toads, lie in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flow'r, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder 3 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords j 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these 
stones 

Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

The Sun rising qfUr a dark Night. 
Know'st thou not,' 

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here j 
But when from under this terrestrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 
The cloak of night being pluck’d from off* their 
backs, {selves ! 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at them* 

On the Vanity of Power, and Misery qf Kings. 

No matte^where 3 of Contort no man speak j 
Let ’s talk of graves, of Worms, and epitaphs 3 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let ’s choose executors, and talk of wills 3 
And not yet so— for what can. we bequeath, 
Save our deposed bodies to the. ground 7 
Our lands, our lives, and 9II, are Bolingbroko's, 
And nothing Can wo call our own, hut death 3 
And that small modd$C the barren earth, 
Which serves as and covering to our 
bones. 

For Heav’n’s sake, let u* sit upon the ground, 
And tell sad stories of the death of kftjgr : 
How some have been depos’d, some main in 
war, .* ; 

Some haunted by the ghostrthey have depos’d 3 
Some poitonU by their wlyes f somC sieeping 

AH muidA For within th* hollow ciown 
That roflWfcthe mortal temple^of aking, 
Keeps De9$ bin court : and there the antic 

Sits, ■■ ™ 


Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp 3 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with seif and vain conceit 3 
As if this ffesh, which walls about our life, 
Were brass impregnable : and humor’d thus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Hures thro’ his castle walls, and, farewell king ! 
Cover your heads, and mock not ffesh and 
blood 

With solemn rev’rence 3 tli^ggyiway respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty 3 
For you have but mistook me all this while : 
l live with bread like you, feci want, taste grief. 
Need friends : subjected thus, 

How can you say £0 me— 1 am a king ? 


Melancholy Stories. 

In winter’s tedious nights, sit by the fire, 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee 
Of woful ages long ago betid : [tales 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their 
Tell thou the lamentable &II of me, [grief, 
And send the hearers weeping 10 their beds. 


A Description of Bolingbrohe’s and Richard's 
Entry into London. 

Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling- 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, [broke, 
Which his aspiring ridejf seemed to know— 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his couise j 
While all tongues cried, God save thee, llo- 
lingbroke ! [spake, 

You would have thought the very windows 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage j and that all the walls, 

With painted imagery, had said at once, 

Jesn preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke ! 
Whilst he. from one side to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steeds 
neck, [men : 

Bespoke them thus— I thank you, country* 
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Duck. Alas, poor Richard ! whero rides he 
the while ? 

York. As in a theatre the eyes of mm, 
After a wetl-grac’d actor leaves the *4 age, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking, his prattle to be tedious : [eyes 

Even Ao* or with much more contempt, men’s 
Did scowl on Richard 3 no man cri&l, God 
save him ! 

[No joyful longue gave him his welcome home 3 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head 3 

Which with‘sur L — *’ ^ L - - 11 

His face still c< 

The badges df hi? 

That had not G< 


steel’d 



he shook off*, 
irs and smiles, 
ince— 

strong purpose, 


[melted. 

The heartCbf men, they must perforce have 
And barbatr^ itself have pitied him. H , 

■ Violets. 

v 1 f 

Who are the violets now [spring 1 
That strew the green lap of the new-come 
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King Richard's Soliloquy in Prison . 

I have been studying how I may compare 
This prison, where I live, unto the world : 
And, for because the world is populous, 

And heoe is hot a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it— yet 1 ’ll hammer it out. 

My brain I ’ll prove the female to my soul j 
My boh l , the father ; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 

And these same thoughts people this little 
world ; 

In humors, lik rt the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented— 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter them- 
selves 

That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves. 
Nor shall not lie the last} like silly beggars, 
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame — 
That unity have, and others must sit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of case, 
Rearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur’d thc likc. 

Thus play I, in ono prison, many people, 

A nd none contented. Sometimes ain 1 a king ; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar ; 
And so 1 am ■ then crushing penury 
Pe rsuades me I was better when a king 5 
Then am I king'd again : and, by and by, 

. that 1 am unking'd by Rolingbroke, 
And straight am nothing.*- But, whatever I am, 
Nor 1, nor any man, that but jnan is, 

With nothing shall be pleas’d, till lie be ras'd 
With being nothing. 

§ 32. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD HI. Sn AXSPE \RE. 

Richard, on his own Deformity. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths ; 

Our bruised arms bung up for monuments ; 
Our stem alarums chang'd to merry meetings ; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Cnm-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 
front; # 

And now— instead of mounting barbed steeds 
Tp friuht the souls of fearful adversaries— • 
He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

Rut I, that am not shap'd for sportive, tricks, 
•Nor made to court an am’rous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s 
majesty ; 

To strut before a wanton, ambling nymph 5 
!. that am curtail’d of this fair proportion. 
Cheated of fcat&ypdissetifliing nature, 
Deform'd, unflepof^ sept tfnorcjny time 
Into this breathing wqrl&ptaree half made up, 
And that so lamely andwiftishionable, . ’ 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them— 
Why I, in this weak piping time c$ peace, 
Have delight to pus aw&y lthfe#m» v 
Unless td spy my shadow in th^ #Un, 

And debcant on my own deformity ; 


And therefore— since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain these fair, well-spoken days — 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Richard 1 s Love for Lady Anne , 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn 
salt tears, [drops ; 

Sham’d their aspects with store of childish 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful 
tear— 

Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made. 
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at 
him; 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the sad story of my father’s death ; 

And twenty times made pause to sob and weep, 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad 
time, 

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 

And what these sorrows could not thence 
exhale, [weeping. 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
I never sued to friend, nor enemy ; [words ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue 
to speak. 

On his own Person , qfler his successful 
Addresses . 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I ’ll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body : 

Since I have crept in favor wiih myself, 

I will maintain it with some lit t Je cost. 

Queen Margaret's Execration . 

The worm of feoiscience still begnaw thy 
soul. '* [liv’st. 

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 1 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless it be when some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly dovils ! 

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, andihe son of hell! 
Thou slagder of thy motor’s heavy womb ! 
rThou loathed issue of thy lather's loins 1 
Thou rag of honor, thou detested— 

High Mirth. 

1 Was born so high, 

Our aerie buildethr in the cedar's top, 

And dallies With the wind, and scores the sun. 

Ricfysrds Hypocrisy. 

But then l eigh, and, with a piece of Scrip- 
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Tell them that God bids us do good for evil ; 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stolen forth of holy writ. 
And seem a saint, when most 1 play the devil. 

Clarence's Dream . 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I 
pray you tell me. 

Clar. Methought, that ! had broken from 
the Tower, ’ +' 

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy, 

And, in my company, my brother Glo’ster ; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches 5 thence we look’d toward 
England, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times, ‘ 

During the wars of Vork and Lancaster, 

That had befall’n us. As we packet a long 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, [felling 
Methought that Glo’stcr stumbled j and in 
Struck me, that thought to stay him. overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

0 Lord ! methought, what pain it was to 

drown ! ( 1 

Whit dreadful noise of watefin my ears ! 

W hat sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! I 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon 3 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea, [holes, 
Some lay in dead men’s skulls 3 and, in tiio^o. 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems, 
That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep, [ by. 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter’d 
Brak. IJtad you such leisure in the time of 
death, 

To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methought I had 3 and often did Ij 
strive 

To yield the ghost ; but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, wand’ring air j 
But smother’d it within nrpjkntmg bulk, 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 
Brak. Awak’d you not with tiiis sore 
agony? [life: 

Clar. O no, my d ream was lengthen ’d after ] 
O, then begrfn the.tempesi of my soul ! 

1 pass’d, methought, thejnelanchoty flood, 
With that grim ferryman whjph poets write of] 
Unto the kingdom ojjfcerpetull night. 

The first that there® greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great fatherli-law, renqwifed War : ] 
* '>ickj ; * ' •« •* 

Who cried aloud^ / W0hat sepurge for peri urr 
Gan this- *u fekw Cllj 

rence?"v {by 

And 5so hfi, vanish'd. Then came wandering 
Almdovy jtjreaa angel, wflfc bright fair <• 
Dabbled in blbdd Land he shriek’d out aloud— 


Seize on him, furies, take him to your tor 
raents !” 

With that, methought, a legion of foi 
lnviron’d me, and howled in mine cam 
fiuch hideous cries, that, with the vary noise, 
l trembling wak'd j and, for a •■cason after, 
Could not believe but that J was in bell * 

Such terrible impress 10 u made my dream. 
Brak. No marvel, lord, that it ailhghlcd 
you j 

I am afraid, metbinks, to bear you tell it. 
Clar. O, llrakenbury, J have done those 
things 

That now give evidence against my soul. 

For Edwatd’s soke 3 and see how he recjmics 
me! | ( hoe, 

O God ! if iny deep prayers cannot appca.se 
Jhit thou wilt be aveng’d un my jiiimIc 
Y et execute thy wrath on 1110 alone . [dicn ’ 

0 spare my guiltless v. ife, and my poor ch' 1 - 

Description of the Murder of the two young. 
Princes in the Tower. 

The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 

Tlio most arch-deed of piteous miuwac 
That ever yet this land was pmlt\ of. 

1 tighten and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery. 

Albeit they were flesh'd villain?, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, m their death’s sad 

stoiy. [babes!” 

“O thus.” quoth Dighton. “lay the gentle 
“ Time, thus, 7 ’ quoth Forrest, h girdling one 
another 

Within their nlabaslor innocent arms ; 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk. 
Which in their summer beauty kiss'd each 
other. 

A book of prayers on iheir pillow lay ; 

Which once,’’ quoth Fuinsil, “almost chang’d 
my mirid 3 

But. O the devil '.’’—there the villain stopp’d 3 
When Dighton thus told on — 'Wc smothcicd 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 
That from the prime creation cVrshe fram’d.” 
Hence both arc gone with conscience and 
morse : 

They could not speak 3 and bo 1 left them both 
To bear these tidings to the bloody king. 

Queen Margaret's Exprobratio *, 

I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted 
, queon 3 

IjQne heav'd fehigh to be hurl’d down below . 
LAWother only mock’d wjyfr two fair halves 3 
IMteaUldf whdjggiou vv ^ L Mginvh flag, 

To be the aim ofS^nr d^ngWa shot ; 

A sign of dignity ,^(jjptli, a babble 3 
I A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is ihy husband now ? where be thy 
brot|«i»,? « [joy? 

Where twp eons ? wher^l thou 
Who sues, aJycneol*; add says, God save the 
qneefiYr ^ 
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Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee 7 
Where be the thronging troops that follow’d 
thee 7 . - 

Decline all this, and see what now tiwo art : 
For happy wife, a most distressed Widow'"} 

For joyiul mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one lieing sued to, one that humbly sues} 
For queen, a very caitilf crown’d with cAwj 
For one that scorn’d at mc,:AOW scorn’d of me ; 
For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one 1 ; 
For one conininnding all, obey’d of none.. - 
Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d abotjit, 
And lull thee but a very prey, to time?* [weit, 
Having no more but thought of what tbdo 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

A fine Evening. 

The weary sun hath made a golden set j 
And by the brig] it track of his fiery car, 

Hives token of a goodly day to-morrow. - 

Day-break. 

The sileqt hours steal on, 

And flaky darkness breaks within the east^..,_ r ' 

Richmond’s Prayer. , f. 

O thou ! whose captain I account* myself, 
I.ook on my forces with a gracious eye : 

Put m their h;mds thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
Th’ usurping helmets of onr adversaries 1, 
Make us thy mistress of C.ha?ii moment, 

That wo n\iy praise thee in thy victory ! 

To thee d«» l commend my v .itchful soul, 

Fro l lot fall the windows of mine ejes } 
Sleeping, and waking, O defend me still ! 


I think there be six Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him. 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

[ifceimt. 


$ 33. ROMEO AND JULIET. 

Shaksfeabx. 

On Dreams . 

Q then, l see, queen Mab hath been with 
you.' 

She is the fairies’ midwife, and she comes, 

In shape no higgdr than an agate stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman, 

Drawn .with a team of little atomies, 

Athwart men Is hosed as they lie asleep : [legs; 
Her waggon-spOkdte made of long spinners’ 
The cover, of the Wings of grasshoppers ; 

The cellars, of the moonshine’s wat’ry beams : 
Her whip, of cricket’s bone j the lash, of film ; 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 

Not half £o. big Ss a round little. Worm, 

Prick’d from the h&y, finger efatnaid : 

Her chariot is mi empty hazel nut, 

Made byl the joiW'Squirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach-makers. 
And in this states she gallops night by night, 
Through lovers* brains, and then they dream 
of love; [straight; 

On courtiers’ kboes, that dream on courl'siea 
O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on 
foes; V- 

O'er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream; 
Whichoft the.angry Mol* with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted 
are. < 


Richard starting out of Me Dream. 

Dive ino another horse — bind tip my wounds ; 


Sometimes she gallops o’er a lawyer’s nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out’?- suit : 
And sometimes Acmes she with a tithe-pig’s 


Have mercy, Jcsu !— .Soft, l did but dream. 
O rmv..rd conscience 


udi, 


The lights burn blue— is it not depd midnight ? 
< lold fearful drops stand on my trembling ilesh. 
What do I fear ? myself 1 there ’s none else by, 

* Conscience. 

Con- ’ience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devis’d at first to knep the strong in awe.^, 

Richard before the Battle. 

A thousand hearts are great within my bo- 
som. , a ^ 

Advance our standards, set ugdh outibes ; 
Our ancient vyord of courage,^* S&Qeoi 
Inspire us wfth the spleen of " 

JUpon them ! v&ftojggfiits 

Alarw^MUrjijjM Kithard. 

K. Richard. A hoffri*oree ! m) 


- dom for a horse ! 
Catesby. \\’ithdraw f my 
*K. ~ 


Slave, I havfci 


And I will stand the kastrfi of 


how dost thou afllictf Tickling a parson’s nose as he li^s asleep, 
Then dreame-he of another benefice : 
Sometimes she.,dttveth jo’er a soldier’s neck, 
And then he drearikpf cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ammneadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes, 
And, fieing thus- frighted, swears a prayer or 
+ two,, - 

A nchaleeps again. This is that very Mab 
That pfa&the manedof horse? in the night, 
And liakes the eJlVloCks befoul skittish hairs, 
Which, once ^tangM*. much misfortune 
- [backs, 

ia r ^he beg, ^h^>tnaids . lie on, their 
presses them, 'afi£ learns them first to 
bear, 

Makin^jthem i 
Thfa is eiie-fc* 

U B*m? F*ace,fH?a<*, Mercutlo, peace ; 
Thou talk'atofnothing. 

’JfeTsr. True,' I talk Of dreams 
W^ch arevthe t^Wrewof ** «H« brsin, 

WhiehUwjrthm oT«*«aac4 m th*«fc| 





ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[BOOK 111. 

And more inconstant than the wind, who Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
wooes Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name j 

. E’en now the frozen bosom of the north, And for that name which is no part of thee, 
And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence, Take all myself. 

Taming his face to the dew-dropping south. Horn, I take thee at thy word : . 

‘ Call me but love, and I ’ll be now baptiz’d ; 

A Beauty described. Henceforth I never \\ ill be Romeo. 

0, she doth teach the torches to bum bright! Jul. What man art thou, that, thus be- 

Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, screen’d in night, 

Like a rich jewel in an Afithiop's car : So stumblest on my counsel 7 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! Rom. By a name 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 1 know not how to*tell thee who I am ; 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. My name, dear saint, is hateful to myscl , 

„ .... . _ ’ • . Because it is an enemy to thee j 

The Courtship between Romeo and Juliet in Had x it j wouW tear the word. 

the Garden. j u i jyjy earg have not yet drunk a hundrn' 

Enter Romeo.' words [sound 

Rom. He jests at scars, that sever felt a Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know tin 
wound— [breaks 7 Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ! [like. 

But, soft! what light thro’ yonder window Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dis- 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! Jul. How cam's! thou hither 7 tell me, ami 

* [Juliet appears above at the Window. wherefore 7 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious, moon, The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, And the place death, considering who thou art. 
That thou her maid art fkr mote fair than she. If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Be not her maid, since she is 'envious i Rtm. With love’s light wings did I o’. . 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, perch these walls j 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off— For stony limits cannot hold love out . 

She. speaks, yet she says nothing \ what of And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Her eye discourses, I will answer It. [that ? Therefore thy kinsmen arc no let to me 
I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : Jul. If they do see thee, thoy will murder 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, thee. , [cw\ 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes Rom. Alack ' there lies more peril in thine 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. Than twenty of their swords ; look tliou but 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? And 1 ain proof against their enmity. | -u rot , 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those Jul. 1 would not for the world they simv 
stars, thee here. [their sight ; 

As day-light doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven, Rom. I have night s cloak to hide, me from 
Would thro’ the airy region stream So bright, And, bnt thou love me. let them find me here ; 
That birds would sing, and think it were not My life were better ended by their hate. 

night. Than death prorogued, wanting of'thv love. 

See, how she leans her check upon her hand ! Jul. By whose direction found’sl thou out 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, this place 7 [impure ; 

That I might touch that cheek ! Rom. By love, who first did prompt inc to 

Jul. Ah me ! He lent inc counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

Rom. She speaks— I am no pilot ; yet wert thou as for 

O speak again, bright angel ! for thou art ■ Ab that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea, 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, I would adventure for such merchandise. 

As is a winged messenger of heaven ' Jul. Thou know’st, the mask of night is on 

Unto the white upturned wond’ring eyes my face ; 

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him,' Else would a maiden blush bepaint my check, 

When he bestrides the laiy-pacwg clouds, For that Which thou hast heard me sjfcak to- 

And sails upon the bpgofc of the air. night. 

Jul. O Romeo, Borneo !— wherefore art Fain wotlld I dwell on form ; fain, fain deny 
thou Romeo l \ k ” , What I hove spoke j bat farewell, compliment ! 

Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : ■ 5 f$j6t thou love qfce 7 1 know thou wilt say— 

Or, if thomwilt not, be but sworn my love, *' Ay, % & [swear ’st, 

And I ’UaPlonger be aUamilet, [af this 7 And I will take thy word ^-yet, if thou 
Bom.^nali I hear more, or shall I speak Thou mayst prove at IbvcftV perjuries, 
$r [Atide. They say Jove la^hs. O gentle Romeo, 

Jul. ’Tis bat thy name that is my enemy?*- If tliou dost love. pronounce it foithfully - 

m Or, ifthouBtowgi am too quickly won, , 

WJpt J s in a name 7 that which we call a rose, I ’ll frown; andwrperverse, and sfty&tme nay, 
By any other name would smell as sWeet : ' So thou wilt #0 j btUfebe, not for the world. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 1 In truth, I am too fond ) 
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And therefore thou mayst think my ’haviour 
light : 

Rut trust me, gentlemen, I ’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be 
c^t range. ffessJ 

I should have been more strange, I must con-J 
Rut that thou overheard st, ere I was ’ware, 
My true love's passion ; therefore pardon me j 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lnd\ . by yonder blessed moon i vow, 
That lips with silver all these fruit-tree tops — | 
Jul. O swear not by the moon, th’ incon- 
stant moon. 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Rom. What shall 1 swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all — 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 

And 1 ’ll believe thee. 

Rom. If my heart’s dear love [thee, 

Jul. Well, do not swear: altho’ I joy in 
I have no joy of this contract to-night \ 

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden ; [he, 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to 
Ere one ran say, it lightens. {Sweet, good 
night ! 

This hud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flow’r when next we 


meet. 

Good-night, good-night ! — a sweet repose .md 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 
Rom. < 5 , wilt tliou leave me so unsatisfied ? 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to- 
night ? [vow for mine. 

Rom. The exchange of thy love’s faithful 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst 
request it : 

And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it ? For 
what purpose, love ? 

Jul. Rut to be frank, and give it thro again. 
And yet 1 wish but for the thing 1 have : 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love gs deep ; the more 1 give to thee 
The more I have, for both arc intinito. 

I hear some noise within : dear love, adieu ! 

[Nurse calif within. 
Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again.. [Exit. 
Roilt. O blessed, blessed night ! 1 am 
afeard, •* 

All this is but a dre-mi I hear and see j 
Too flattering sweet to be substantial. 

Mo-enter Juliet . 

Jul . Thregwatira, dcaijJComeo, and 
night iSfeed. . : 

If that thy ttentof loY^tebotiowble, 

Thy purpose marriage, seatftnd word to-mor- 
row, 

By one that I ’ll procure thee, , 

\Vhere, ^ what time, UsSivUt perform the' 
rite*, 


And follow thee, my lord, throughout the 
world. 

[ Within : Madam !] 

I come anon But if thou mean’st not well; 

1 do beseech thee— [Within: Madam fj By 
and by, I come 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. Ho thrive my soul. 

Jul. A thousand times good-night ! [Exit, 
Rom. A thousand times the worse to want 
, thy light. 

Enter Juliet again. 

Jul. Hist ! Romeo ! hist ! O, for a falcon* 
cr’s voice. 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where -Echo lies, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than 
With repetition of mv Romeo’s name. |nune. 
Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my 
name : | night. 

How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo ! 

Horn. My sweet ! — 

Jul. At what o’clock to-morrow 
Slnli I send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. [then. 

Jul. I will not fail ; ’tis twenty years till 






[rest 1 1 hnve forgot why I did call thee back. 

Jlom. Let me stand here till thou remem- 
ber it. [there, 

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand 
Rcir-icmb’ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And 1 ’ll still stay, to have thee still 
forget, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jill. ’Tis almost morning, I would have 
, thee gone : 

And yet no further than a wanton’s bird j 
Who lots it hop a little from lior hand, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 
So loviing-jcalous of his liberty. 

Rom. 1 would I were thy bird. 

Jul. I Sweet, so would I j 
Yet I (should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good-nlight, good -night ! Parting is such sweet 
sorrow, 

That I iwhall say good-night, till it be morrow. 

[£rtf. 

Loved Heralds. 

^ - Love’s! heralds should be thoughts, [beams 
^ Which tfen times faster glide than the sun- 
Rriving hack shadows over lowering hills : 
Therefore^ do nimble-pinion’d doves draw 
Lowe, [wings. 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid 

\ Lovers light of Foot . 

, \ O, so Yight a foot 

WjW\ writes 'Wax w*. the es etVax&'nq; SKvcA. *. 
\A\ 


\WoNct mayv'bcalrido the gossamers, 
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That idle la the wanton summer air r 
And yet not fall j so light is vanity. 

*J m Romeo, on his Banishment. 

Rom. Ha ! banishment ? be merciful, say 
$ death : 

''Ear exile hath more terror in his look 
Much more than death : do not say banish- 
ment. 

fH. Hence from Veronahi^t thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad end wide. 

Rom . There is no world without Verona’s 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. [walls, 
Hence banished, is banished from the world, 
And' world's exile is death 5 then banishment 
Is' death misterm’d : calling death banishment. 
Thou cutt’st ray head off with a golden axe, 
And smil’st upon the stroke that murders me. 
JFW. O deadly sin ! O rude unthankhil- 
a [prince. 

Thy fault our law calls death j but the kind 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd as.de the law, 
And turn’d that black word death to banish- 
ment : 

This is dear tncrcy, and thou sees! it not. 
Horn. Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven 
is here 

Where Juliet lives ; and ever}- cat, and dog, 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. More validity, 

More honorable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not, ho is banished ! [knife. 
Iladst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground 
No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so 
But — banish’d — to kill mo $ banish'd ? [mean, 
O friar, the damned use that word in Jiell ; 
Howlings attend it : how hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend protest. 

To mangle me with that xvord — banishment ? 
Fri. Thou foud mad man, hear me but 
speak a word. [m$nt ! 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banish - 
Fri. 1 ’ll give thee armor to keep off that 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy, jword ; 
To comfort time, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yatftonisbcd ? Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,? *• 
Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom, 

It helps not, it prevails net j talk qg jjno re. 
Fri. O then I see that madmen Shave, no 
ears. [men have no eyes ? 

Rom. How should they, when f hat /wise 
Fri. Let me depute with tbfie:dJ.|by estate, 
Rom. They canst not speak;br|rJ|ft$ r thou 
dost not feel : 

Wert thou as young aa I, Juliet tb; 

An hour but married, 

Doting like me, and lib* me tAuii 
Then mightst thou speak, then 
tear thy hair, 
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And fall upon the ground, as I now, 

Taking the measure of on unmade grave. 

Juliet* i Chamber, looking to the Garden. 
Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a Wyidow ; 
a Ladder of Ropes set. 

Jul. Wilt thou begone ? it is not yet near 
Tt was the nightingale, and not the lark, [day : 
That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear j 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingalo. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the 
morn, [streaks 

No nightingale : look, love, what envious 
Do lnce the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe 011 the misty mountain tops ; 
l must be gone and live, or stay and die. [I ; 

Jul. Yoj| light is not day-light, 1 know' it, 
If is *ome metfeor that the nun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a torch-hcarer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua * 
Therefore stay yet, thou need’st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’cn, let me be put to 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. | death ; 
1 ’ll say yon grey is not the morning's eye, 

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 

Nor that is not the lark, xvhosc notes do heat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 

I have more care to stay , than will to go. 
Come death, and welcome ! Juliet xvills it 
so. — % 

How is ’t, my soul ? let ’s talk, it is not day. 

JulieVs Resolution. 

O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower 5 
Or walk in thievish ways j or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring 
hears j 

Or shut me nightly in a rhnrncl house j 
O’creover’d quite with dead men’s rattling 
hones, 

With reeky shanks and yellow chaples* skulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave*. . 

And hide me with a dead man in hiijrtjtoud — 
Things that to hear them told have made me 
tremble j 

Arid I wiM do it without, fear or doubt. 

Ter live an untrtain’d wife to my.sw^t love. 

Jvj^sfs Solifajvy on dritoking the Rotgon. 
FareWetl — God^knows when weshall meet 
again! 

,ve a foist cold fear thrills thro’ ray veins, 


do not 



! — what 
My dismal sc< 
Come,* phial, 
work 
loffoi 
No^ne ! this 



dagger. 
friar ' * 
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Subtly hath minister’d, to have me dead ; 

Lest in this marriage he should he dishonor'd, 
Because he married me before to Romeo '! 

I fear it is: and yet, met h inks, it-abould not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 

I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 

How if, when 1 am laid into tb^tomb, 

I wake before the time thaiRpmeo 

Come to redeem me ? thorn’s & fearful point ! 

Shall 1 not then be stifled in the vault, 

To whoso foul mouth no healthsome air 
breathes in, 

And there dir strangled ere my Romeo comes 7 
Or, if 1 live, is it not very like 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place — 

As in a \ault, an ancient receptacle, [lionet 
Whore, for these many hundred years, the 
Of all my buried ancestors arc pack'd ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but gtf&gn in earth, 
Lies lest ’ring in his shroud j where, as they 
say, 

At some hours in the ilight spirits resort — 
Alack ! alack ! is it not like that 1 
So early waking — what with loathsome smells 
And shucks like mandrakes torn out of the 
cat 111 , 

That liung mortals, hearing them, run mad — 
O ! If 1 wake, shall I not be distraught, 
invirnued with all there hideous fears ? 

And nndly play with my forefathers’ joints 7 
And pluck the inangled Tybalt from his 
tliroud 7 * [bone, 

And in this rage, with some great kinsman’s 
As with k club* dash out my desp’ratc brains 7 
O look ! metliinks 1 see iny cousin’s ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did. spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point !— Stay, Tybalt, stay! 
Romeo, 1 come ! this do I drink to thee. 


As I remember, this should be the house : 
Heing holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut. 

What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary. v® 

Ap. Who calls so loud 7 [art 

Rom. Come hither, man — I see that 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have ? 
A dram of poison j such soon-speeding | 
As will disperse itself through all the veUSte<\* \ 
That the Ufe-wq^ijr taker may fall dead ; 

And that tfypvjprunk may be discharg’d of breath^ 

As violent^ as hasty powder fir’d 

Doth hurryMrom the fatal cannon’s womb, 

Ap. Such mortal drugs l have ; but Man- 
ia death id' any he that utters them, [tua’s law 
Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretch- 
edness, « 

And fear’st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes ; 
Tpon thy back hangs ragged misery ; ( law 

I The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then bo not poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will, 
Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off j and, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 
Rom. There is thy gold, worse poison to 
men’s souls, 

Doing more murders in this loathsome world 
Than these poor compounds that thou mayst 
not sell : 

[ sell thee poison , thou hast sold me none — 
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in llcsh. 

Romeo a$d Paris. 

Par. Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mon- 
tague) 


Romeo's Description of. and Discourse with , 
(/if Apothecary. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
Let ’s sec for means — O mischief ! thou art 
swift 

To enter in .the thoughts of desperate men. 

I do remember an apothecary- 
And hereabouts he dwells — whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming browff 
(hilling of simples) meagre were his fooks, , ; 
Sharp midsfy had worn him to t(ie bones * 

And in his needy shop a tortoi&bttpg, f 
An alligator stuff’d, and othgff-skins, 

Of ill-sliap’d fishes ; and aboift his shelves 
A beggarly acoauut of crnpty?fo* 


a show, 
id- 
now, 

gtjftntua, 
lulif sfell it high 



Were tl 

Noting this.Wnury, 

An if a mahjfid need a poi 
Whose sale is present 
•Here ctM*} 

O, this nraie though^ 

And this same fteely 



Can vengeance be pursu’d farther than death 7 
Condemned villain ! 1 do apprehend thee . 
Obey, and go. with me, for thou must die. 
Rom. I must indeed ) aud therefore came 
I hither. . 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desp’rate man ) 
Fly hence and leave me — think upon these 
gone j 

I iet them affright thee. I beseech thee, youth. 
Heap not another sin upon my head. 

By urging me to fury. O, be gone ! 

By Heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
For Fcome bi^pr arm’d against myself. 

Par. 1 do defy thy conjurations, 

Ami do atttph thee as a felon here. 

Romir Wilt thou provoke me 7 then have 
at thde,boy. [They fights Paris falls. 
Par. Oil^m slain ! if thau be merciful. 
Open the tipB, ky me with Juliet. [ Dies. 
Rom > i fft-ftith, I will : — let trie peruse this 

[Mcrcutio’s kinsman, noble Conrity Paris, 
-ffvhat said tny An, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend'him as we rode 7 ] think 
He toi^ine, Paris should haye married Juliet : 
Said ho not so 7 or did 1 dream it so 7 
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Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

To think it was so 1 — O, give me thy hand, 

< One writ with me in soar misfortune’s book ! 

& 

o’s last Speech over Juliet in the Vault. 
O my love ! my wife ! [breath, 
talk, that hath sucked the honey of thy 
A *i no power yet upon thy beauty : ■* 
a art not conquer'd} beauty’s ensign yet 
1 Ia crimson in thy lips and Aty cheeks, 

' And death r s*pale flag is not cSvajftted there. — 
Tybalt, ltest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favor can I do to tlfec, [twain, 
Than with , that hand that cut tty youtffin 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin !— Ah, dear Juliet ! 

* Why art thou yet so fair ? eball I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 

And that the lean, abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again} here, here, will f remain, 

With worms that are thy chambermaids — 0,| 
Will 1 set up my everlasting rest ; [here 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars [last ! 
From this world-wearied flesh . Eyes, look your 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips^O you 
The doors at breath, seal with a righteous kiss I 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct ! come, unsav’ry guide ! 
Thou desp'ratc pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick, weary bark ! 
Here : s to my love ! O true apothecary ’ 

f Drinks the Poison. 
Thy drugs are quick.-— Thus with a kiss 1 die. 

[Dim. 

$ 34. TIMON OF ATHEN& . 

£a*xsp>:ARE. 

The Ingratitude of Timon's fiH&nds. 
They answer, in a joint and cor^rate voice, 
That now they arc at fall, want trehritfdy can- 
not [notable — 

Do what they would ; are sprry— you are ho- 
But yet they could have wish’d— they know 
not — but 

Something hath been amiss— a noble nature 
May catch a wrench— would all w ere well — | 
'tis pity— 

And, so, intending other serious matters, 

After distasteful looks, and tbesehard fractions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. .Y5ti gods reward them 1— ^ 


Pr’ythee, 
Have their 
Their 
Tis lack; 
And nati 
Is fashioi 



>k cheerly : these old fellows 
__itudc in thorn hereditary : | 

cak’d, 'tis cold, it; seldom flows ; 
m&y warmth, they^ej^t kind j 
it grows again tovrep&earth, 
lie journey, dull and wavy, 

* 4jgajM DueM*$. 

Your woafr have fook such pains, at&f (hey [ 


To bring manslaughter into form, set quar- 
relling 

Upon the head of valor} which, indeed, 

Is valor misbegot, and Came into the world, 
When sects and factions Were but ne^ly born. ■ 
He 'a truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst tbit man can breathe, and make 
his wrongs [carelessly ; 

His outsides ; Wear tjiem, like his raiment. 
And ne’er prefer his iqJunCs to hi* heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

. Without the Walls ef Athens. 

Timon's Execrations on the Athenians. 

Let ine look back upon thee, O thou wall, 

That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in tho 
earth, ' [tinent ! 

And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incon- 
Obcdiencc fail in children ! slaves and fools, 
Pluck t he igfrtLve wri n kled senate from the 
bench, 

And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o' the instant, grfcn virginil y ! 

Do ’t in your parents' eyes ! Bankrupts, hold 
fast; 

Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters' throats ! Bound ser- 
vants, steal ! 

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 
And pill by law ! Maid, to thy master's bed ; 
Thy mistress is o' the brothel ! Son of sixteen , 
Pluck the lin’d qrulch from thy old limping 
sire, 

With it beat out his brains ! Piety &gd fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, find neighborhood, 
Instruction /manners, mysteries, ond trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, [men, 
And yet confusion live ! — Plagues incident to 
Your potent and infectious levers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke '—Thou cold 
sciatica, 

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners. Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may 

Arnd drown themselves in riot ! Itches, blains, 
Bow alf thc Athenian bosoms ; and s their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ; 

That their society, as their friendship, ftay 
Be merely pofeOB ! Nothing I '11 bear from 
But' nakedness; thou detestable town ! [thee, 

^ A JfHend forsaken. 

As wer do t&rn our backs- , 

From our companion thrown into his grave. 

fir false vows with 


% 


mm 


T^Like empty 
A dedicated 
With his 
Walks; like 


i 

k’d : fl&d his poor self, 
W theair* # 
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On Chid. 

What i« hare 7 (gods : 

Gold ? yellow, glittering, preciotfrgbldl No, 
1 am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear hea- 
vens ! . [foul, fair ; 

aThus much of this will majcec^taok, white ; 
Wrong, right*? base, noble old, young 5 
coward, valiant Jgpds 7 why this 
Ha, you gods ! why this ♦ What this, you 
Will lug. your priests and servants from your 
sides j [heads : 

Pluck stout men's pillows - from below their 
5 ' This yellow slave [Curs’d j 

' Will knit and break religions ; bless the ac- 
Make the hoar leprow ador'd ; place thieves, 
And give them title, 'knee, and approbation, 
With senators on the bench : this is it 
Thai makes the wappen’d widow yyed again *, 
She, whom the spital-house and nfcprous sores 
Would cast tho gorge at, this embalms and 
spices 

To the A pril day ag^p» Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt’st 
odds 

Among the rout of nations,' I will, moke thee 
Do thy right nature. • 

Timon to Alcibiada, 

Go on — here ’s gold — go on ; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o’er some high-vic’d city hang htfr poison 
In the sick air : let not thy sword skip one : 
Pity not honor’d age for his white heard ; 

Ho is aiwisureEfc,- Strike me the ^counterfeit 
It is her habit oiity that is houaest, ' [matrbn j 
I lersclf ’a a bawd. Lot not th$ virgin’s qjheek 
Make softlhy trenchant a word ^ for those milk 
paps, (eyes, 

That thro’ the window-bars bore at men’s 
Are not within the loaf of* pity writ 5 
But set them down horrible traitors. Spare 
not the babe, [mercy. 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle [cut, 
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat ahull 
And mince it sans remorse. Swear against 
objects 5 

Put armor on thine ears and on thine eyes, 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 
babes, 

Nor sight of priests in hOiyveatmCnts bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There \gpld to pay thy 
soldiers : ^ , 

Make large confusion *, arm, thy fury spent, 
Confounded bo^thyself fgetMpt, r £egone. jj 

Timon 1 8 JffyUcUons o*#he Earth 
That neture^being sick pf Alan’s nnkutfit**, 
Should yet 0$ hungry 1 Common mother, 
thou; . JL [br* 1st 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite" 
• T^eeidb, andffiedsllli whe^self-saihe mettle 
WhereofHhy giputf child, arrogant mantis 

. 


thfttek 


The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm. 
With all the abhorred births below crisp hea- 
ven, [shine 

Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire dofljfu 
Weld him, who all thy human sons doth hatt>^ 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor rod|$& 
Fnscar thy fertile and conccptious womb I v-Wr, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! ,< 4r: 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and * 
hearsay [fece f 

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward 
Hath to the marble mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root — dear thanks ! 

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-tom 
leas, [draughts, 

Whereof ingratefiil man, with liquorish 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind, 
That from it aU consideration slips l 

Timon ’a JHscourse with Apemantus . 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected : 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade 7 
this place 7 

This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care 7 
Thy flatt’rrrs yet wear silk, drink wine, lie 

Hug tMmr^diseas’d pcrfiimes, and have forgot 
That ever TinflOn was. Shame not these 
woods, 

l>y putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou n flatt’rer now, and seek to thrive 
I By that which hath undone thee : hinge thy 
knee, 

And lcthis very breath, whom tliou’lt observe. 
Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious 
strain,. 

I And epUit' excellent. Thou wast told thus ; 
[Thou gav’aitbine ears, like tapsters, that bid 
[ wek*me 

To knavesi^m aU approaches : ’tis most just 
That tkqUyturn rascal; hadst thou wealth 
(qjjfela,* [likeness. 

Rascals should have ’t. Do not assume my 
Tim. Mere I like thee, I’d throw away 
ntyfMf. [like thyself, 

Apem, Thou hast cast away thyself, being 
A madman so long, now a fool : what, think’st 
That the bleak atr, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will pqtjbyr s^irt qp warm 7 will these moss’d 

That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip when thou ppint’st out?— will the 
cold brook, 

pandied withjee, cawdle thy morning taste, 

To cure thy Ver-niaht’a surfeit 7 Call the 
oxeatdMk 

Whom noked^nrCMi live in all the apite 
Of wreafctfcl |teaven$ whose here unhoused 
To the evicting events expos’d, [trunks, 
: 4 p|wer mert ttattffe--bid them flatter thee 5 
6 f thou shalt , 

THm* Then art a slavey whom, fortune's 
tender arm * 

With fhvor never clasp’d j but bred a dog. 
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Hadst thou, like ua, from our first swath, pro- 
ceeded 

The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd 
thyself 

Ib general riot ; melted dpwn thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; au^. never’ learn’d 
The icy precepts of respieot^t follow’d 
The sugar’d game before tbelf Jjhit myself, 
Who had the world as my confectionary. 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts 
ofinen 

At duty, more than I could frame' employment $ 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak — have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare, 
For every storm that blows : — I, to bear tilts, 
That never knew buf better, is some burthen. 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance 5 time 
Hath made thee hard in ’t. Why sliouldst 
thou hate men ? [given 1 

They never flatter'd thee. What, hast thou 
If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag, 
Must be thy subject, who in spite put stuff 
To some she-beggar, and compounded thee 
Fnor rogue hereditary. Hence ! begone^ 

If thou hadst not been born the wqpgfcS^xnen, 
Thou hadst been a knave ' 

On Gold. . 

* ;i. AY* 

O thou sweet king-killer, and dear 

'Twist natural son and sire 1 thou brig^^filef 
Of Hymen's purest bed l thou valiant Kars ! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd*, ^d'dclicato 
wooer, " 

Whose blush doth thaw the co’ 

That lies on Dian's lap! thou. 

That solder’st close irnpossibiiil 
And raak’st them kiss ! 

every tongue, . 

To every purpose ! O thotf t&uch 
Think, thy slave man rebels : and-bj 
Set them into confounding odds, 

May have the world in empire. 

THrnon to the Tkfayp?'* 

Why should, you want ? bifcold, m ea#h 
bath roots ! ’ footings ; 

Within this mile break fortran Jrandrcd 
Tiie oaks bear maets, ; t|e brie^-«tarl^| hips . 
The bounteous housewue,dature. Onebch bush 
Lays her full mesabefdreyou Want,! why 

want 1 ' 

1 Thitf. Wj,. cannot. Uve on grass, 09 .be> 
As beg&t*, fish 6/h f'Jf ^ 

g ^ttiX!!lwa3 u 

fra. .Y«$ ' * m ' 

ievet — * 



Till the high feverSeeth your blood to froth, 
Andso ’scape hanging ; trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you 'rob : take wealth and lives to- 
gether 5 

Do villany, doVsince yon. profess to do ’t, 

Like workmen. I 'll example cc with tbiev-* 

The sun a thlef,ari4witSi%is great attraction 
Robs the ya^sea ; the mdda’s an arrant thief, 
And her palbfire she snatches from the sun ; 
The sea 's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears j the earth 's a thief, 
That feed sand breeds by ajeomposture stolen 
From gen’ral excrement : each thing ’s avthief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 
pow’r [away ; 

Have uncheck’d theft . 1 Love not yourselves : 
Hob one ' There Jrjnorc gold : cut 

throat*; - * - 

All that you ipeet arc thiegw': to Athens, go, 
Break open shops; nothing can you steal, 

But thieves dq lose it.' 

$ 35. TITUS ANDRO.'Tri S. 

»*'H VKSPKAHK. 

f An Invitation, to Love. 

The birds chant melody oh every bush; 
The snake lies rolled in the plieer fuTsun ; 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And nra?-- ^/Jijiequor’d shadow bn the ground : 
Under thsi^pwret 1 shade. Aaron, let ns sit ; 
^.ndr— whiisft the babbling echo mgeks the 
*. / liqpiids, J |- 

Repfyinglshrilly tothc v.cll-tun'd horns. 

As in#£ dewe bunt wcie heard at once— 
Letjtttitfe down^nhd mark their yelling noise . 
^ alter conflict— such as was suppos’d 
'I'he wand-ring pripce and Dido once enjoy’d, 
.When with a hAppyatnrrri they were surpris’d, 
■And curtain’d with A coun>cl-kecpirtg cave — 
We may. each 1 Wreathed in the other’s arms, 
Our pastimes dbnp, possess a golden slumber.! 
Whiles hounds, and horn*:, and sweet melodi- 
Bc unto us as jp a nurse’s song • (pus birds, 
Of ltdlaby, to bring her babe asleep. 


You must eat 
That yob* are 3 
not 


In holier shapes : foffjtipjbg, fc'wre 
In limjjcd professions." Rascal thieve 
Here 's gold : go, suck the subtle bh 



Vale, a dark and melancholy one described. 
A Iffrfen detested vale, you see, it is : 

The fgtes, tho’ summer, yet forlorn and leab, 
O’crcome with moss, aitd baleful misselrtoe. 
Here never sbines^the sun ; here nothing 
Unless the nightly o«fd,or fatal raven, [breeds, 
And when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 
ilfcey told me,ihe]g^|g^| dead timp of the inght, 
^thousand fiendicJk'tnousand Biasing snakes, 
Ten thousand swffljng toads, as many urchin , 
Wotildmake sUcfifreKfal and dooftniw cries, 
As aby morta fcbody, , * , *- 

Should straight falFthad, or eke die suddenly. 

'Young JstW&Qftot ofeo<fitU **4 tin&W, 
Fair Philrttubla, shb btt^tof? her t 

b 2 
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A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew'd % bftfi Philomel. 
O, had the mobster seen those tfjy hands 
Tremble?, like aspen leaves, upon a lute, 

VAnd make the silken strings delight to kiss 
V ^them**** [U te: 

He woidd not then have touch'd them for his 
/Or had fie. heard t^ttgsidy 
Which that sweet.tbngttr hath Jnftdfe, 

He would have dropt his knft^qrad fell asleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's fe$L 


A Lady's Tongue Out. out. 

O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

That wab&’d them with such pleasing elo- 
quence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage j 
Where, like a street melodious bipd^it sung 
Sweet varied notes'; enchanting :fy$ety ear ! 

A Person in Despair compared to one on a 

For now I stand aft one upon a rock, 

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea ; [wave, 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish b^welas wallOw him. 

Tears compared to Dtu> 011 a Lily. 

When I did name her brothers, then fresh 
tears : 1 i 

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth theJI^MjMfew 
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither'd. 

Reflections on kitting a Fiy< 

Afar. Alas, my lord, I havebiit/fcilVd $ fly ! 
Tit. But how, if that fly hpd a fathir '>Uid 
mother! - 

How would he hang his slender gilded wings; 
And buzz lamenting doings fit the air ! 

Poor harmless fly ! ■ ’ * 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 

Came here to make us merry j and thou ha£f |Pc 
kill'd him ! ^ '*r 5 

• Revenge . 

Lo, by thy Bide, where rape and murder 
stands ; 

Now give some surance that thou art.rt^enge, 
Stab them. Or tear them on thy chariot wheels j 
And th<m I ’ll come, and be thy waggoner, 

And whirl along with thec^about the globe. 


Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within 1 
Each Trojqn, that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none* 

The Greeks are Btrong and skilful to their 
strength, [valiant f 

Fierce to weir skill and to their fiercenew 
But I am weaker, than a woman’s tear, 

Tamer thaivsleep, fonder than ignorance 3 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 
Andsk ill-less as unpractis’d infancy. 


O Pandarts ! I tell thee, Pandarus— 

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie 
drown'd, * 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie iridrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In CremuFs Jove : Thou afhswor’st, she is fair, 
Pour’st in the open ulcer of my heart [voice ; 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her 
Handiest in thy discourse — O, that her hand, 
In whose comparison all whites are ink, 
Writing their own reproach 3 to whose soft 
seizure 

The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard a a the palm of ploughmen ! This thou 
W*t me, 

As true thou toilet me, when I say I love her ; 
But, saying, thus, instead of oil and balm, [me 
Thou Iay$t in every gosh that love hath given 
The kpifii that made it. 

f On Degree. 

Take but degree away, untim^ that string, 
And, hark} v^hat discord follows ! each thing 
meets 

l|n Tn^ve»d(tot^h an cy . The botinded waters 
[i should liftiMf bosoms higher than the shores, 
sop of all this solid globe : 
ildWlord of imbecility, 
soijsbould strike his father dead : 
be right 3 or, rather, right and 



lose el&jlcss jar justice resides) 
'ieir naines, and so should justice 


Provide thee two proper mpfrie*, black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggttrt ewift away, 

And find out murderers i%t^rguij|y caves sj 
And, when thy car is loaden^wuh their heads 
1 will dismount, and by the Jrtggcm wheel 
Tiot, lilUNKStgWlc fiMtmroffu'day long*?: 
Even from Hyperiftn’fci §i*ing J fc* 4 he ggst, JjS ^ 
Until his very downfall hi file sea.; *:J 

. m. 

t. - J.. . ’ . 1 ?*.. . r i 



^Should 

---tfkj*, ... 

Then evisjjry thihg includes itself in power, 
Power hsdip will s will into appetite 3 
And ftggg&te^&lumvers&l wolf, ^ * 

So doubly se<?#Kded with will and power, 

Must make pefftnjee a universal prey, 

And last Ofct up itself* ^ 

| v-v Adversity the Tried of Man. ■* 
-rf-Why then ; ypu; princes, 
ou with chepks abash'd behpld our w 
think them si^mcs, wto&' *®de®d 

* : S; : 

T^flnd pbrsSS^hbstancy^n^ien 1 
Tkb finfeneae^f vrtich metkl is not found 
la ^une^s Ibve j for " then, the bold and 

g. « , r % 

Tfre'wise and fool, the artist and unread. 
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The hard and soft, seem all affin’d and kin : 
But in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Pulling at all, winnows the light away $ 

And what hath mass, or matter, by itself, 

Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Achilles described by Ulysses. 

The great Achilles— whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the fore-hand of bur host— 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : with him Patro- 
clus, 

Upon a l#$y bed, the live-long day 
Breaks sCtirril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer ! he imitation calls) [non, 
He pageants ils. Sometime, great Agantem- 
Tliy topless deputation he puts on j 
And, like a strutting player— whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
’Twist his stretch’d footing and the scafibldoge, 
Such to be pitied and o’erwrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when lie speaks, 
Tis like a chime armending : with terms un- 
squar’d, ' [dropt, 

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 
The large Achilles, on his prest bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — “ Excellent ! ’tis Agamemnon, just ! 
Now play me Nestor— hem, and stroke thy 
As he, being drest to some oration.” [beard*. 
That *s done — as near as the extrentefet ends 
Of parallels ; as. like as \ idean and hi* wife : 
Yet good Achilles still ones — “ ! 

’Ti 9 Nestor right ! Now play feimme/Patro- 
Arming to answer in a night-alarm^” . fclus* 
And then, forsooth, the oftjge i 

Must be the scene of mirth j t^cougb^pigii^ 
And, with a palsy fumbling on his g 
Shake in and out thb rivet : — and at 
Sir Valor dies 5 cries—' " O ! enough, 

Or give me ribs of tteel 1 1, shall sp)U aU 
In pleasure of my spleen.” this 

fashion -t 

All our abilities, gifts, hat ure», A ihapes, 

Sever ala and generals of grade e|«ct, . ' 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field; or speech for truce, 
Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

^ Respect. T 

I ask, tWlpght weaken revtiwtois; 

And bid tfaflWM 18 re &4y "fth * hipk 
Modest as morning, whenlbe eoUbdnt 
The youthful Tfembus. 4 . . 

The Subtlety qf 


AjaP. I do hate a proud manias 2 ms &e 
engendering of toads. 


[book hi. 

Nest. Yet he love* himself: is it not strange 7 

[Aside. 

Ulys. Achilles will not to the field to-mor- 

Aga. What *s his excuse ? v < [row. 

Ulys. He doth rely on none $ 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, j 
Without observance or respetK $fu»y, . <•» 

In will peculiar, and in sqlf-admisSipik [quest, 

Ago. ,Why Will hm riot/ upon our fair rc- 
Untent hit person, and share the air with us 7 
Ulys, likings small as nothing, for request’s 
sake only, [ness ; 

He makes important : pcasest he is with great - 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at sclf-brcath : imagin’d yvorth 
Holds in his -blood such swolu and hot dis- 


That Iwixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom^ Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batter* down himself what should I say 7 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens 
Cry , 11 No recovery.” ' [of it 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent : 
’Tis said, he holds yon well ; and will be led, 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulys. O Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 

We 11 consecrate the steps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles 1 : shall the proud 
lord 

That bastes his arrogance with his own scam. 
And never suffers* matter of the world 
Enter bis thoughts, save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself— shall he be worshipp’d 
Of that W 0 hold in Idol mure than he 7 ' 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Mu*jt riot so stale his palm, nobly acquir’d 5 
INor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is, 

|By going to Achilles : 

That were to cnlard his fat-nlready pride, 

And add more opals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ! 

And say in thunder “ Achilles go, to him.” 
fleet. O, this is well 5 ho rubs the vein of 
him. [Aside. 

Dip. And how his silence drinks up this 
applause ! * [Aside. 

Ajax. It I go to him with my armed fist 
I ’ll pash him o’er the' face. * 

Aga. O no, youphal) not go. 

Ajax. An he bejproud with me, I ’ll pheese 
his pride : let me go to him. 

Ulys. Not ftpCfthe worth that hangs upon 

4j4*. A paltSl insolent fellow ! 
fleet: Ho^hraM&ribes himself jF [Aside. 
Ajax. Cart honjat be soluble 7 
utyfS. The raven chides blackness. [Aside. 
Ajax. 1 11 )&0# humor* hloqd* 4 , 
Aga. He ’U be the ptyffctafi .timt Smould 
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Ajax, He should not bear it so; . [it 7 
He should eat swords first : shall pride cany 
Nest, An ’twould* you ’de 1 * '* 

Ulys. He would have ten 
Ajax.* I will knead him, 
supple. 

^wS^r|;his 

Ulys, My lord/ 

Nest. 6 noble general, do^t do uf,.' ; 

Dio. You nuft* prepare to fight #it| 
AchUfcs. . . ^ fhira barm. 

Ulys. Why, ; tia this nahtfiw oOim does 
Hen is a man— but ’tis before bp See— 

I will be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore shouldvou so 7 
He is not etiaulous, fufe Ae|fwM\ 4 [li&nt. 
XJlys. Know WqrjK&is as va- 

Ajax. A whoreson.idog \ /thsi/shbtt palter 
Would he w’ere.a | 8 gan, >f [thus with m I 
Nest. What a vide were it in Ajax, now — 
Ulya. If he were proud? 

Dio. Or covetous of gipise 7 
Ulys. Ay, or Burly 1 x>me ? 

Dio. Or Birange, or self-affected 7 
Ulys. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art 
of sweet composure .* [suck: 

Praise him that got thee, she that go^e thee 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond all erudition.* 

Hut he that disciplin’d thy arms tofight, < 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain,. 

And give him him : and for thy vigor, 
Hull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy^wisejom, 
Which, like a bourn, a paler, k shore, cohfihes 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : here 's Nestor* 
Instructed by the antiquary times — 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; 

Hut pardon, father Nestor 5 were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your br^in so temper 
You should not have the eminence of him, -Vi 
But be as Ajax. *4 

Ajax. Shall I call you father 7 
Ulys. Ay, my good son. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. [Achilles 
Ulys. There ip no tarrying hjeruj the^h&rt 
Keeps thicket : please it our great gp 1 
To call together all hie state of war; 

Ftfish Rings are come to Troy 3 to- , 

llfc must with all our main of pow’r stand fast, 
And here 'a a lord 3 come knights from east to 
west, 

And cull their Ifiow'r, AjaxH&U cope the best* 
Aga. Go we to council* Let Achilles 1 
dpp ; . : j ■ ’ [draw deep* 

Light bepts dhilMiwift, though grtatwkjBM 

. An expecting JAver. 

% No^Pandaris : I stalk shout her door, 


bint do «l. ; . Swooning Attraction ; or some joy too 

1 tu fight witkottt a Poo subtle-potent, and too sharp in awei 

- ru: 1 1? .1 in I* 1 


And give me swift transportanca to those 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds [fields. 
Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From CuptdTs shoulders pluck his painted 
And fly with me to Cressid ! [wings, 

1 am giddy 3 expectation whirls me round* 

The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense 3 what will it be, 
When that the wat’ry palate tastes indeed 
LovVs thrice-reputed nectar 7 Death, I fear 

fine, 

. . sweetness, 

For the capacity of my ruder powers 3 
'I fear ftishch 3 and I do fear besides » 
Thai 1 shall tose distinction in my joys 3 
As doth A, batj^e, when they charge on heaps 

My heort beats thicker than a fev'rous pulse 3 
And aH my powers do their bestowing lose, 
Like vassalage at unawares enfcount'ring 
The eye of majesty. 

'V A v 

Constancy in MS protested. 

Troilus. True Swains in lOve shall in the 
world to come [rhymes. 

Approve their truths by Troilus; When tbeir 
Full of protest, of oath, and big. compare, 
Want similes ; truth tir’d with iteration— 

As true cup steel, as plantage to the moon, 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 

As iron tp adamant, as earth tp the centre — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 

As tree's authentic author to be cited. 

As true as Troilus, shall crown up the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers; 

Cres. Prophet may you be ! 

swerve a hair from truth, 
id hath forgot itself, 
have worn the stones of 
1 Wallow’d citieAup, [Troy, 
fiaracterless ark grated 
3; yet let memory, 
e, sinong false taaida in love, 
falsehood ! when they have said— 

As air,' asjrapr ,wtod, or sandy earth, 

As fox % mtkbrf as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind; or stepdaipe to her son— 
Vea, let them spy; to stick the heart of falso- 
As fafirlB Cvsfcsid. ... [hood, 

Vr? 

Greatness corttempt&fo when it declines. 

’Tis certain, greatness, once Jkllen out with 
fortune, [isy 

(Most fall out with men too ; what the declin'd 
He shall os. Boon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in Mb own fall 3 for mefi^ke butterflies, 
Show not tlteir mealy wings but u> the summer : 
And not h man, fbrbeing simply man* 

Hath any honor 3 but honor for fhose honors 
That are without him, as place, riches, favor. 
Prises of accident as oft as merit 3 [era. 

Which when they fall, as being slippery stand- 
The love that loan'd on them is slipper/too. 


If I be 
When. 
When 

M 




Do one ; 
Die in tJ 


>luck down another, and together 
io fall. 
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Honor : continued Acte necessary to preserve 
its Lustre . 

W T“"? h * th > m f * ord . ».'w01e» at hia back. 
Wherein he puta alma for oblivion, 

A great-aiz’d monater of ingratitude* : 

800,1 dee ™ i*** whi< * an 

Aa fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : perseverance dear my tod, 1 i 
Keeps honor bright : to have. done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a maty mail. Twin? 
In monumental mockery. Take tfce Inatant 
for honor travels in a strait sp narrow, [path; 
Where one but goes abreast: keep thence 
Tor emulation hath a thousand sons, 

hyena pursue ; if you give way, 

Ov hedge aside from the direct for thrig ht . 
Like to an enter'd tide they all ruah by. 

And leave you hindmost 

Or, like a gallant hnne foll'n i„ rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, . 

° er-ron and trampled on ; then what they "do 
m present, ryoure- 

Though lew than yours in past, must o^er-top 
rru r ? ^ ke a ft^onable host, [hand ; 

An?J^hV ly 8bakC8 hi<! partin « 8 uest *>7 the 
And with his arms outstretch'd, asfee would fly, 

Y™?Pf m the comer : welcome ever smiles. 

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not 
virtue seek rwit 

Remuneration for the thing it was i fbt beauty ’ 
Iligh ^th. Vigor of bone, desert in service, ' 
t«ove, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. [kin 

£? ® ,0 ^ cl ‘ «f nature makes the whole world! 
That all with one consent prau^new-bornj 

m. P**?***' h. fnasft il 

Though they are made and 
And give to dust, that is^fiSegS 
More laud than guilt q'ef-dosted. % 

The present eye praises the present dfck. 

Love shook off by a Soldier. 

Sweet, rouse yourself j and the yreok, wan- 
ton Cupid - "* ■ 

£"^5” «*k unloose his am'rousfold, 
And, like k dew-drop ftom the lion's nine. 

Be shook, to air. 


JHomtdu’ Manner qf Wotting. 

'Tis he, I ken the manner of hie gait : 

He rises on thrfoe : that spirit of his 
InespiratioiHifts himftom the earth. 

Xtoeription qf Cratida. 

Th«e 's language in her eyassjfcrch^k Jv 

%' W.iyanton spirits look 

At ovoty joihtend motive of her body. 

O time* eneoWlerers, so gUboftongie, 

I T?? wrfeofoe em it comes. 

And wide unclasp the tables of ttwir thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. 

gf Tnihu. 

The youngest son of Priam, true fcojgfct. 

Not yet motive, yet matchless : firm of word : 
Speaking in deeds, and defies* in his tongue : 
Not OPon provok’d, nor,being provok'd, soon 
calm d : 

»»dhan4both open, and both free ; 
if or what he has, he gives; what thinks, he 
8 hoWS j hy 

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his boon - 
nor dignifies an impair thought with breath . 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
tor Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
I F ° tender objects ; but he, in beat of action, 

| Is more vindicative than jealous love. 

Hector in Battle. 

¥ uis**' )* 101 ! S aUant Trojan, seen tliec oft, 
Letoiiy for destiny, make cruel way 
Xftreigh ranks of Greekish youths : and I have 
r seen thee, 

j As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phiygian steed, 
Jfepismg many forfeits and subduemeots. 

When thou hast hung thy advanced avoid 
... * the air f 

lt ^ clinc on the declin'd ; 

* bpy e s'ud to some my standers-by, 

LO, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !” 

And I have^ seen thee pause, and take thy 


vm iii rin8 ° f Grwks have 
Like ap Olympian wrestling. 
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' PART II. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 


$ 1 tiforza Duke qf Milan pUading his 
Cause before the Emperor Charles V 

Missinger 

Sforza I come not, emperor* t 7 Invade thy 
mercy, 

lty f iwning on thy fi>rtune , nor bring tfith me 
Excuses, or denials I profess [instant 

(And with 1 good man's confidence, ev*n this 
That I am in thj power) I was thine enemy ; 
Thy deadly mil vow'd enemy, one that wish d 
Confusion to thv person and estates , [oils, 
And with utv utmost pow rs, ind deepest couu 
II id they been truly follow'd, farther d it 
i\nr will I now although my neck were undo! 
The hangman's txe, with one poor sj liable 
C onfe*x, but that I honor d the French king 
Mor< than thj^elf, and all men 
INow, give me leave, 

(My hite igainst th\«clf, and love to him 
1 r« c ly Tcknowledg d) to give up the reasons 

I h it m ule me so dlh t li d In my WtU|t0 

I I \ or found him Hithlul , had supplies 1 

< >t m< n ind monies, from him j and my hopes 
Quite sunk, nine, by his grace, buoy’d up 

OgTlII 

He was, indeed, to me is my good angel, 

1 o guard me from ill dingf rs I d ire "peak 
fS ly must ind will) Ins prnse now, in as high 
Vnd loud n key, is when lie was thy equal. 
Fhr benefits lie m,w d in me met uot 
l nth mkful ground but }i< Idi d him his own 
V\ ith fair uk- lease nul I still glory m it. 

And though my fojtum s (p >or compar'd to his 
\ud Milan, wciglld with France, appear as 
nothing} 

Arr v ^ap4*ur> burnt , let it be mention'd, 

1 ia v serv'd but is small tipcre to attend 
Tl/ solemn flame at this gieat funenl , 

And with them I will /I idly waste injbdf, 
Rathci thin undergo tlie imputation 
OJ lieing babe or unthankful. 

If tint, then, to be grateful 
For c ourtdueft receiv'd j or not to leave 
A friend m hisVsqgssities, be a enme 
Amongirf you ^punaids (which other nations 
Thit, like >ou, aim d at empire, lovd and 
% ©benshM 

\\ here’er they found it) Sforza brings hn head 
To pay the forfeit Nor come I as a slave, 
I’inion'd and fetter'd, in a squalid weed, 


Tailing before thy feet, kneeling and howling. 
For a forestall'd remission that were poor, 
And would but shame thy victory j for conquest 
Over base foes Is a captivity, 

And Bbt a triumph I ne'er fear'd to die, 
More than 1 wish d to live When I had reach'd 
My ends in being a duke, I wore these robes, 
This crown upon my head, and to my side 
This sword was girt , and, witness truth, that, 
now 

’Ti& m annthr r a pow'r, when l shall part 
With them and life together, I 'm the same 
My veins then did not swell with pride j nor 
now [stands 

They shrink for fear —Knew, sir, that Sforza 
Prepnr d for either fortune, 
llut, if example 

Of my fidelity to the Trench (whose honors. 
Titles, and glory, are now mix'd with yours , 
\s brooks, devour’d ny rivers, lose their names) 
lias pow'r t' invite vnu to make him a friend 
lint hath given evident proof, he knows to 
love, 

And to be thadkfal, this my crow n, now yours, 
You may restore me, and in me instruct 
These hrav# Commanders (bhould your fortune 
change, 

Which now I wish not) what they mav expect 
From ndble enemies for being faithful 
The charges ot the war I will defr.i) , 

And, what you may (not without hazard) force, 
Bring freely to you I 'll prevent the cries 
Of murder’d inf outs, and of ravish'd maids, 
Which, in i city vickd, call oil Heaven's 
justice, 

And stop the course of glorious victories 
And when 1 know the cqptmns and the soldieis, 
That hive in the late battle done best bervice. 
And arc to be rew aided, 1 myself, 

According to their quality and merits, fsud, 
Will see them largely recompcns d — 1 vo 
And now expect my sentence. 

Charles Thou hast * v far 
Outgone m) expectation, noble Sforza, 

( I or such 1 hold thee) and true constancy, 
Rais'd on a brave foundation, bears such palm 
And privilege with it that, w here we behold it, 
Though in an enemy, it does comm ind us 
To love and honor it — B) mv future hopes, 
l m glid, for thv sike that, in seeking favor, 



100 

Thou didst not borrow of Vice her indirect 
Crooked, and abject means ; and for mine own. 
That /since mv nnmna^a •»...* « ' * . ! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[book hi. 


That (since my purposes must now beLchans’d 
Touching thy life and fortunes) (he wmMcjL 
ru me of levity in my settled councils 5 [** 
I being neither wrought by tempting bribeeT 
Nor servile flattery j but fSm St* it 
By a fair war of virtue. A ’ ‘ 

All former passages of fcfre be buried 5 
For thus with open arms l meet thy love. 

And as a friend embrace it * and so far 
lam from robbing thee of the least honor. 
That wrth my hands, to aflOte it sit the faster, 
I set thy crown once td ore imon thy head ; 
And do not only style thee duke of Milan > 

From Others to give only to ttyself. 
twill not hinder your 'magnificence 
To my commanders, neither will I ilige it : 

$ 2 . Sebastian and Dorax. 

» ^ ^ Drydsn. 

Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his Turban 
and futon an European Habit. 

^°. r - Now do ydu know me ? 

Seb. Thou shouldst be Alonzo. 

Dor. So you should be Sebastian 5 
But when Sebastian ceas’d to be bimself 
1 ceas’d to be Alonzo. 

Seb. As in a dream 
I see thee here, and scarce believe mine eyes. 
Dor. Is it so strange to find me where my 
wrongs, 

And your inhuman tyranny, have sent me ? 
ltmik ries ,0U : or, if you did, my inju- 

Am| l lwl f ° l . l0 u’ ‘ hat ,ethar «y *WbM wakej 
And death ehouid give you back to answer me.' 

A thousand nights have brush’d their balmy 
wings 

Over theee eyes; but ever, when they clos’d. 
Your tyrant image forc’d them ope again. 

And dried the dews they brought. 

The long expected hour it come at length. 

By manly vengeance to redeem my fame : 

And, that once ’clear’d, eternal sleep is wel- 


| And with past service, nauseously repeated. 
Reproach d even me, thy prince ! [reward, 
i M^-when you forgot 
The put of Heaven m huge : for punishment 
Is hangmant work, and drudgery for devile. 

JUit and hard usage corn'd 

Seb. How, tyrant! 

D». Tyrant'! rocho back • 

Th.it roba of infamy, that circumcision 
111 lud beneath tliat robe, proclaim thee traitor : 

. And, if a name, 7 

More foul than traitor be, His renegade. 

| Dor. If I’m a traitor, think and blush, thou 

tyrant, 

Whoso injuries betray'd me into treason, 
loyalty, unhing'd my ftith. 

And hurried me ftera hope, of heaven to hell. 
,AU these, and all my yet un finish’d crimes. 
When I shall rise to plead before the salute, 

1 TP® SJ. thee V> make % ‘looming sure! 
A«0. Thy old presumptuous ariooance 

I a B a * n i rj 

[That bred my first dislike, and then my tooth! 
Once more be warn’d, and know me for thy 

nfcj 111 !?* n w [no more: 

I Twwel 1 I know thee, but for king 

fnii is not Lisbon, nor the circle this, 

Where, like a statue, them hast stood besieg’d 
| %sycophantsand fools, the growth of courts : 
i •£!* 7“ ln M the g»“dy round 

! ^ ISJjHNf 'M » lie in every face ; 

And the gross flattery of a gaping crowd. 
Envious who first should catch and first an- 


Dor. 1 is the first justice thou hast ever 
done me ; 

Then, tho* I loathe this woman’s warofi tongue, 
Yet shaH my cause of vengeance first be clear 
And, honor, be thou judge. 

Seb. Hohtit befriend us both. 

Beware ! I went thee yet to tell thy griefs 
In terms becoming majesty to hear : 

I warn thee thus, because I know thy temper 
Is insolent and haughty to superiors : 

Fi?lM < l? Cn *k a8t t . ho “ brav ' d peaceful court, 
Fill d it with noisy brawls, and windy boasts • 


I 

The stuff of royal nonsense : when I spoke, 

[ My honest homely words were carp’d and cen- 
sur’d 

\ For want of courtly style : related actions, 
though modestly reported, pass’d for boasts: 
Secure of merit, if I ask’d reward, [vaded 
I he hungry minions thought their rights in- 
And the bread snatch'd from pimps and para- 
ttennquez answer’d, with * ready lie, [sites. 
To save his king’s, the boo* was begg’d before. 
Seb. What say ’st thou of ilenriquez ? Now, 
by Heaven, ' 

“ e “ore by barely Diming hi i, 

| A nan all thy foul, unmanner’d, scurril taui s. 
Dor. And therefore ’twas to gall thee that ( 

That woman, but more daub’d ; or, if a man, 
C °S? lt# l M»won^ ; thy mas-mistress. 

Seb. All falxe an hell, or thou. • 

Dor. Yn»; full ai false i 
A« that I wrv’4 thee fifteen hud campaign!. 
And pitch’d thy standard in those Ifore^n 
I fields: . . 

*f* W ’ th y J*" with 
But thy ingratitude outgrew them both. 
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Seb. I see to what thou tend’st j but tell me 
first, 

If those great acts were done alone for me $ 

If love produc’d not some, and pride the rest 7 
Dor. ' Why, love does all that 'e noble here 
below, 

'Jut all th' advantage of that love was thine : 

?.W»g^Taaghted back, in either hand 
Jvith palm and olite, victory and peace, •>: 

1 was indeed prepar’d to ask ingr own . 

(For Violante’s vows were thine before) 

Thy malice had prevention, ora l spoke ; 

And ask’d mo Violante for Henriquez. 

Seb. I meant thee a reward of greater 
worth. [be hop’d 7 

Dor. Where justice wanted, could reward 
Could the robb’d passenger expe&i a bounty 
From those rapacious hands who stripp'd him 
first 7 [love. 

Seb. He had my promise ere I knew thy 
Dor. My services deserv’d thou shouldst 
revoke it. [service $ 

Seb. Thy insolence hath cancdl’d all thy 
To violate my laws, even in my court, 

Sacred to peace, and soie tyom all affronts 5 
Even to my face, and done in my despite, 
Under the wing of awful majesty, 

To strike the man I lov’d ! 

Dor. Ev’ri in the face of Heaven, a place 
more sacred, 

Would 1 have struck the man who, prompt; 
by pow'r, 

Would seize my right, and rob me of my love. 
But, for a blow provok’d hy thy injustice, 

The hasty product of a just despair, 

When he refhs’d to meet me in the field; 

That thou shouldst make a coward’s baitse thy 
own ! [begg’d With tears 

Seb. He durst : nay, more, desir’d and 
To meet thy challenge fairly ; twas thy fault 
To make it public ; but my duty then 
To interpose, on pain of my displeasure, 
Betwixt your swords. 

Dor. On pain of infamy 
lie should have disobey'd. [to me 

Seb. Tha indignity thou didst was meant 
Thy gloomy eyes were cast on me with scorn. 
As who should say, the blow was there in- 
tended ; j 

Bui that thou didR not dare to lifl thy hands 
Against anoipllda power : so was 1 forc’d 
To. ^ <ti^STffercign justice to myself, 

Ai& spurn thee from my presence. 
i)or. Thou hast dar’d 
* To tell me what I durst not tell myself : 

1 durst not think that I was spurn’d, and live 5 
And live to hear it boasted to my face $ 

All my long avarice of hCnor lost, ' 

Head’d up in youth, and hoarded up for agti j 
Has honor’s muitiain then suck’d back the 
' stream*? 

He has ; andyiooting boys may dryshod pass, 
Atid gather pebbles from the naked ford. 

Give ino my love, my honor ; give theta back : 
Give me, revenge while, j have breath to ask it. 


Seb. 


Now by this honor’d order which I 
Bar, [it : 

More gladly would I give than thop dar’st ask 
Nor shall the sacred character of king 
Be urg’d to shield me from thy bold appeal. 

If I have injur'd thee, that makes us equal : 

The wrong, if done, debas’d me down to thee. 
But thou hast charg’d me with ingratitude $ 
Host thou not charg’d me 7 Speak. 

Dor. Thou know'st I have : 

If thoU disown’st that imputation, draw, 

And prove my charge a lie. [draw : 

Seb. No } to disprove that lie 1 must not 
Be conscious to thy worth, and tell thy soul 
What thou hast done this day in my defence : 
To fight thee after this, what were it else 
Thau owning that ingratitude thou urg’st 7 
That isthmus stands between two rushing seas j 
Which mounting view each other from afar, 
And strive in vain to meet. 

Dor. I ’ll cut that isthmus : 

Thou know'st I meant not to preserve thy life, 
But to retrieve it, for my own revenge. 

I sav’d thee out of honorable malice. 

Now draw j I should be loath to think thou 
dar’st not j 

Beware of such another vile excuse. 

Seb. O, patience, Heaven ! 

Dor. Beware of patience too 5 
That ’s a suspicious word : it had been proper, 
Before thy foot had spurn’d me ; now 'tis base : 
Yet, to disarm thee of thy last defence, 

I have thy (path for my security : 

The only boon I begg’d was this fair combat : 
Fight, or be perjur’d now ; that ’s all thy choice. 
Seb. Now can 1 thank thee as thou wouldst 
be thank’d : [Draining. 

Never was vow of honor better paid, 

If my true, sword but hold, than this shall be. 
jThc sprightly bridegroom on his wedding-night 
More gladly enters not the lists of lpve. 

Why, ’tis enjoyment to be summon’d thus. 

Go j bear my message to Henriquez’ ghost, 
And say bis master and his friend reveng’d him. 
Dot. His ghost! then is my hated rival 
dead 7 [purpose. 

Seb. The question is beside our present 
Thou seest me ready ; we delay too long. 

Dor. A minute is not much in either’s life, 
When there ’s but one betwixt us $ throw it in 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 

Seb. He ’s dead : nwke baste, and thou 
mays* ypt o’ertake ran. [longer. 

Dor. When I was’ hasty, thpu delay ’dst mo 
I pr’ythee let me hedge one moment more 
Into thy promise : for thy life preserv’d, 

Be kind : and tell me how that rival died, 
Whose death next thine, I wish’d. 

Seb. If it would please thee, thou shouldst 
never know, 

But thou, like jealousy, inquir’st a truth, 
Which found, will torture thee. He died in 
fight : 

Fought next my person, as in concert fought ; 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow ; 



103 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[BOOK ’ 


Save when he heav’d hU shield in my defence, 
And on his naked side receiv'd my wound : " 
Then, when he could no more, he fell at oqce, 
Rut roll’d hie falling body cross their Way, 

And made a bulwark of it for his prince. 

Dor. I never can forgive him such a death ! 
I prophesied. thy |r^d soul could Sot 

Now judge thyself who tail deserv'd my love. 

1 knew you both ; and (dunt l say) a* Heaven 
Foreknew among the fining angel host . I 
Who should stand firm, who fell. [falfn j ' 

Dor. Had he been tempted so, so had he 
And so, had I been favor , d, had l stood. 

Seb. What had been, is unknown ; what 
is, appears : 


. Dor, 0, stop this headlong torrent of your 
goodness ; 

It comes too fast upon a feeble soul, 

Half drowg’d in tears before ; spare my confu- 
sion, 

For pity spore, and say not, first you err'd. , 
For yet I have, not dar'd, th »’ gu ilt and sham/ 
To throw myself bendath youf^^sWr-^ * 
Now spurn this rebel, thfeproud renegade ; \ 
'Tis just you ^ouldjtnor mU I more complain. 
Seb. Indeed thou shotddrt not ask forgive- 
ness first, 

But thou prevent’st me still in aUjhat ' 4 noble. 
Yes, 1 will raise thee up with, better news : 
Thy Violante’s heart was ever thine ; 
Compell'd to wed, because she was my ward, 


Confess he justly was preferred to thee, [stars. Her soul was absent when she gave her hand : 


Dor. Had 1 been born with bis indulgent 
My fortune had been bis, and his been mine. 
O, worse than hell ! what glory have I lost. 
And what has he acquir’d by such & death ! 

I should have fallen by Sebastian's side, 

My corpse had been the bulwark of my king ; 
His glorious end was a patch'd work of fate, 
III sorted with a soft effeminate life : 

It suited better with my life than his 
tSo to have died : mine had been of a piece, 
Spent in your service, dying at your feet. 

Seb. The more effeminate and soft his life, 
The more his fame, to struggle to the field, 
And meet his glorious fate : confess, proud 
spirit 

[For I will have it from thy very mouth), 

That better he deserv’d my love thtyn thou. 
Dor. O, whither wouldst thou drive me 7 
I must grant, 

Yes, I must grant, but with a swelling soul, 
Honriquez had your love with more desert.; 
For you he fought and died : 1 fought against 
you : ] 

Through all the mazes of the bloody field ! 
Hunted ydur sacred life ; which that I miss’d 
Was the propitious error of my fate, 

Not of my soul j my soul ’s a regicide. ' 
Seb. Thou mightst have given it a more j 
gentle name : 

Thou meant’st to kill % tyrant, not a king. 
Speak, didgt thoq not, AloniCf? 

Dor Can I speak ? 

Alas ! I Cannot answer to Alonzo : 

No, Doras Cannot answer to Alonzo : 

Alonzo was too kind a name for me. [arms, 
Then, when I fbughtand conquer’d with your 
In that blest age Jwaa the man you nam'd 
Till rage and pride debas'd me into Doras 5 , 
And lost, like Lucifer, my name above. 

Seb. Yet twice this day 1 ow'd my life to 
Dons'. [my grief. 

Dor. I sav'd you but to kill you : there ’s 
Sfb- Nay; if thou canst be griev'd, thou 
canstrqftut: [wouldst. 

Thou couldst' not be a villain, though thou 
Thou own'st too much in owning thou hast 
err'd : 

And I too little, wjjo provok'd thy crime. I 


Nor could my threats, or his pursuing court- 
Effect the consummation of his love : [ship, 
So still indulging tears, she pines for thee, 

A widow and a maid. [Heaven bless’d me ! 

Dor. Have I been cursing Heaven, while 
I shall run mad with ecstasy of joy : 

What, in one moment to be reconcil'd 
To Heaven, and tqmy king, and to my love : 
Rut pity is my friend, and stops me short, 

For my unhappy rival. Poor Ilenriquez ! 

Seb. Art thou so generous too, to pity him ' 
Nay, then I was unjust to love him better. 
Here let me ever hold thee in my arms ; 

And all our quarrels be but such as these. 
Who shall Jove best and closest shall embrace : 
Be what Henriqdez was— be my Alonzo. 

Dor. What, My Alonzo, said you ? my 
Alonzo » 

Let my tears thank you, for I cannot speak j 
And if I cquld, [as mine. 

Words w*re not made to vent such thoughts 
Seb. Thou canst jtqtjpeak, and I can ne’er 
be silent. f 
Some strange rove ro k p ffete must sure attend 
j This vast profijsiony*f)ng extravagance 
Of Heaven to bless me thus. Tis gold so pure, 
It cannot bear the stamp without allay. 

Be kind, ye pow'rs, and take lmt half away : 
With ease the gifts of fortune 1 resign : 

But let my love and friend be ever mine. 




Antony and <Ventidius. 

% \ Dry dm. 


Ant. 


. They tell me 'tis myV-th-day ; and 
I 'll keep it 

With double pomp of sadness. [bret V 
'Tis what the day deserves which gave me 
Why wag I rais’d the meteor of the world, 
Hung in the skies, Ami blazing as 1 traveled, 
Till all my fires were spent, and then cast 
To be trod put by Caesar 7 [downwards 
• Vent. [Aside.] On my sop 1 
'Tis mournful , woadrous mtsyffiful 1 ’ „ 

Ant. Count thy, gains; \ 

Now, Antony, wouldst thou be bprn for this 7 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 4< 
Hunt tli* wmifmi. 


Hart starv’d thjs-vfanl 
Vent. [Aside!] ‘ 


age. 

►w sorrow shakes him! 
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So now the tempest tears him up by the roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

Ant [Having thrown himse\f down.] 

Lie there, thou shadow of an emperor y 
The place thou pressest on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire new : now it contafnsthee ; 
'Some few daysJbtifcee and theft ^wilfcbe$<pfo 
4 " ' • v 3 csg 6 J f '4 / 

ywhen thou 'rt contacted in thy narrow tiro. 
Shrunk to a few cqldashe*/. thUn Octavia y 
(For Cleopatra w#hot live tos&'it), - 
Octavia then will have thee all her own, 

And bear thee in her widow'd hand; to Caasar. 
Caesar will weep, the crocodile will weep, 

To see his rival of the universe [more on J t. 

Lie still and peaceful there. I 4 l think no 
Give me some music ; look thatit be sad j 
I *11 soothe my melancholy till 1 swell 
And burst myself with sighing-—^-* * 

’Tis somewhat to my humor. Stay, I fancy 
I ’m now turn'd wild, a commoner of nature, 
Of all forsaken, and forsaking all j 
Live in a shady forest's sylvan scene 3 [oak, 
Stretch'd at my length beneath some blasted 
I lean my head upon the mossy bark, 

And look just of a piece as I grew from it : 

My uncomb'd locks, matted like mistletoe, 
Hang o'er my hoary face j a munn'ring brook 
Runs at my foot— 

Vent . Methinks, I fancy 
Myself there too. 

Ant. The herd come jutqping ]by me, [on, 
And fearless quench their thiret while I look 
And take me for their fellow-citlsen. 

More of this image, more ; it lulls my thoughts. 
Vent. 1 must disturb him i I can hold no 
longer. [Stands btfbrk him. 

Ant. [Starting up.] Art thou Ventidius ? 
Vent. Are you Antony t 
1 ’in liker what I was, than you to him 
When that I left you last.. - 
Ant I *m angry. 

Vent. So ain I. 

Ant. I would be private : leave me. 

Vent. Sir, I love you, 

And therefore will not leave you. [ * 

Ant. Will not leave me ? " [emit 

Where have you learnt that answer ! Who 
Vmf. My emrf:ror : the man I love next 
Heaven. JT 

If I said m QEgfi think 'twere scarce a sin l 
WifcfThat 'a good and godlike. 

Skint, All that 's wretched. 

Yw i will not leave me then ? 

’ Vent. ’Twas too presuming 
To say I would not : but tidare ttot leave you ; 
And 'tis unkind in.ypn to chide me hence 
So soon, when I so fir have come to see you. 

Now-jjhou: hart! teen me, art thou 
satisfied^ m 

For, if a friend, thou hast beheld enough $ 
And, if a foe jltoo much. [dew, 

% Vevtk Look, emperor, this ia no common 
I have not wept these forty years ; but- now 
My mother comes afretftt into my eyes 5 


I cannot help her softness, [man ! he weeps ! 

Ant. By Heaven he weeps, poor good old 
The big round drops course one another down 
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop 'em, Venti- 
dius, 

Or I shall blush to death 3 they set my shame. 
That caus'd 'em, full before me. 

Vent I 'll do my beat. 

Ant . Sure there's contagion in the tears 
of friends 5 

See,! have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine,— nay, father— 
Vent. Emperor ! • [victory. 

Ant. Emperor ! why that *s the style of 
The conquering soldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his general so : but never more 
Shall that sound reach my ears. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

Ant. Actium, Actium ! O 

Vent ; It sits too hear you. [day 5 

Ant. Here, here it lies y a lump of lead by 
And in my short, distracted, nightly slumbers. 
The hag that rides my dreams. 

Vent. Out with it : give it vent. 

Ant. Urge not my shame — 

I lost a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. 

Ant. Thou favor'Bt me, and speak'at not 
half thou think'st 3 

For Julius foiight it out, and lost it fairly : 

But Antony— 

Vent Nay, stop not. 

Ant. Antony— 

(Well, thou wilt have it)— like a coward fled, 

| Fled while his soldiers fought 3 fled first, Ven- 
tidius. 

[ Thou long'st to curse me, and I give thee leave. 
I know thou cam’st prepar’d to rail. 

Vent I did. [Ventidius. 

Ant . I '11 help thee— I have been a man, 

Vent. Yes, and a brave one : but 

Ant. I know thy meaning. 

But I have lost my reason, have disgrac’d 
The name of soldier with inglorious ease. 

In the full vintage of my flowing honors 
Sat still, and saw it prest by other hands, [it, 
Fortune came smiling to my youth, and woo'd 
And purple greatness met my ripen'd years. 
When first I came to empire. I was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs 3 
The wish of nations, and the willing world 
Receiv’d me as its pledge of future peace. 

I was so great, so happy, so belov'd, 

Fate could not ruin me 3 till I'took pains, 

And work’d against my fortune, chid her from 
me. 

And turn'd her loose : yet still she came again. 
My careless days and my luxurious nights 
At length have wearied her, and now she 's 
gone : [soldier. 

Gone, gone, divorc’d for avoir! Help me, 
To curse this madman, this industrious fool, 
Who labor'd to be wretched. Pr'ythee curse 
Vent. No. [me. 

Ant. Why T 
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Tiwl. Yob are too eeoeible already A bettor mam i0 °* * 1 

""SC* *■' “ — - *>« * 5 S'iSS--»« 

My soldiers to demand a reaeon of 

«"“® «• >nerch r 
_A»y aaidMthev would i*. 


«»* /VIA V 

failings, 

And like a eeotpion, wlript bj other* bet 
self in mad revenge 


““'***“ w * wwpion, wiiu 

To fury sting yourself in mad revenge. 

Vmt. I will. ^ M * 1 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! * J * 
lent. Yon laugh. " <r 

Ant. I do, to eee officious lovu 
Give cordiale to the dead. 

Ant*' 1 ^°“ WouU b * lo8t then ! 

^pBSS.’tSSS 

, me desperate r . AB a 

ff ff”? 4 j“ 4 ca “ M t No, when I found all 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the world. 

And learnt to scorn it here ; which now I do 
So heartily I think it is not worth 
The cost of keeping. 

„ Casar thinks not so : 

He U thank you for the gift he could not take 
W< £“ be kiU ’ d ,ik ® Tolly, would you ? 

Hold out yin, throat to Cwaar.anddie tamely. 

No. IeaukiU^lfja^^™^ 
^al{«“e WUh y ° U t00 ' whe “ «» 

rflllT 04,18 u P° n “» »ow to lire, 

To fight, to conquer. * * 

Sure thou dream’*, Veutidiu*. 

UhC J0Udreamiy0Ualeepaw ^ 

In desperate sloth, miscall’d philosophy. fv 0 u 
Hrop, for honor 1 , aake ; twelve Ieri 
Aodlonju, call you chief. By pLilj™! 

I led ’em, patient both of heat and hunoor 



'Twi i“ mueh " •» ‘he Nile. 

Tw 11 do you good to eee their sun-burnt facet, I 

They ’ll sell those mangled limbs at deJter' 
Thau yon trim baud, can buy. 

Ant. Where left you them? 

a . ™ “J< in Lower Syria. 

Aat. Bring 'em hither j 1 

There maybe life in these. 

»W. They wifl not come. . 

"!^®, th0UB “ k nvl,oi ~ with 
f te mutinous. 


To double my despair 7 T 
Vent. Meet firm and loyal. 

Ye»;tlw will not march 
10 succor me* O trifler ! 

Vent, itey petition 

Y °JU 0U l d *° h«*d ’em. 

mE*#**. [came I hither 1 

Ant: *«■*-*•• 

Vent ‘ They would perhaps desire 


K “cieSto“ M 

*s®® d > toSEhi* 

w 5 s.^f k,?tt 08 ‘ i,, y o " 

Which for a kiss, at your next midnight feast 
You ’UaelUo her 1-Then rim *w £%£ 

I £ nd ca Hs this diamond such or such a tat ■ 

tr°v^ a hor , el f, d “ ,, 68 • Wik 

^ iiclm^ 1 ’ 1 <J,0W your 4oD 8 n ® ftec 

On ell my other faults 3 but, on your life, 

, No word of Cleopatra : she deserves 
[More worlds than I can lose. 

L Ve ?*' Behold, you pow’n, 

^lte 0 A?- VO i n ^ human kind 3 
| ®ee *«ropo, Afnc, Asia pnt in balance • 

| wS‘t dd0WD “e* 1 * worthless 

I thrnlt the godt an Antonies, and rive 
L*e prodigala^hl. nether worid «£y ' 

An* 16 ^ Ut W88tef “ I hands. J 

Kni. 

AnL Plajn lave ! 

, insofobce! .. 

^ n, “ *" “"**5 Hmu, anehvious trai- 
'mtariin rfX'" 8 h ,° n ? 8ty ’ ha *‘ vented 
Otha%n^ y, !f ° ® r fl° w *®S gaII. 

Aa 8™** “ «™s 

i You may kill me. r. 

°Jl» , t aV Art°l!h m0W 8lre * dr > ca,ly ">e tnd- 
Ant. Art thou not one ? 

IwiSf' For 1 sho ' vin g you yourself fbcen 
Which none elm durst have done. But “ 

r^ 2 e n Ci ' 1 di ? lain t0 S P rak !| g*in, 

i»««fcd not have sought your abject fortunes. 

Whta yu “f r ,te ' 40 dio with you. ' 

D,e ‘ haVU . l0d ^ con n<i’ring 

To flU Octavius’ Itand ? IcVld have horn 
A traitor then, a glorious, happy >»it or 
And not have been so eall’d. ^ 

Ant. Forgive nm, soldier; . 

| 1 v ® bccn ‘oo paarionate. 

Pmy"k!lJ ^Wb^y^you. Kifl 1 ^ 

OfwVaUwtJdStSr^’ ? ydUC0Wy 

Vent. No prince but you 


n yj V® pnneo wit you 
Could merit thattfncerfty I us’d, 
[Nor durst another man jfeve vonti 


ventur’d it: 
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But you, ere love misled your wand'ring eyes, 
Were sure the chief and best of human race, 
Fram'd in the very pride and boast of nature. 

Ant. But Cleopatra*;— . 

Go on > for I can bear it now. 

Vent. No more; . [thou mayst : 

Ant. Thou derust not trust my passion j but 
W ;’jL hou tK/fy^ov 'at ; the rest have flattered me. 

} Vent l Heaven 1 # blessing oil yoiir heart, for 

tliat kind urordv * . x- 
May 1 believe you love me 7 Speak again. 

Indeed 1 do. Speak this, and this, 
' * v andthis. 

Thy praises were unjust ; but I 'll deserve 'em, 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou 
wilt 5 

Lead me to victoiy, thou know'st the way. 
Vent. And, will you leave this— 

Ant. Priythee do not curse her, [love 
And I will leave her ; though Heaven knows I 
Beyond life, conquest, empire, all but honor ; 
But I will leave her. 

Vent. That 'g my royal master* 

And shall we fight 7 v 

Ant. I warrant thee, Old soldier : 

Thou shalt behold me once again in iron ; 

And, at the head of our old tafops, that beat 
The Parthianfl, eiy aloud, Gotoe, folio# me ! 
Vent. O, now I hear my emperor l In that 
word 

Octavius felt Gods, let me see that day 5 
And., if I have ten years behind, mice all }' 

1 ’ll thaftk you for the exchange.' ^ 

Ant..[ 0, Cleopatra l 

Vent. Again ! [went ; 

Ant. I ; ve done. In that last sigh she 
Ca-sar shall know what ’tis to force a lover 
From all he holds most deer. 

Vent. Methinks you brfeathe 
Another soul ; your looks are more divine ; 
You speak a hero, and you move a god. 

Ant. O, thou hast fir’d me ! My soul ’s up 
in arms, 

And mans each part about me. Once again 
The noble eagerness of fight hath seiz'd me m , 
That eagerness, with which 1 darted upward - 
To Cassias’ camp. In vain the steepy hill 1 
Oppos’d my way $ in vain a war of spears 
Hung round my h{fid, and planted all ihy shield ; 
I won the tropes, while my foremost men 
Lagg’d # qjy}r? plain* below. * * 

vent, xe gods, y*gods, 

Vjir Such another honor I 

• Ant. Come on, ray soldier ; 

Our hearts and onuscsnsriB the same. Ilong 
Once more to meet otbKoeaf that thou and 1, 
Like Timer and Death, martian# before our 
troops 

Miyt mste^rteOp ’em $ mow 'em out apanage, 
And, ent’ring' wKbre the utmost squadrons 
Begin the ayble harvest of the field. * [yield, 

* 54* Friuli mA JaffUr t . Otway. 

Pri. No more ! I ’ll hear no more ! Be 

gone and leave tne. 


Jeff. Not hear me ! By my aufferings, but 
you shall! 

My lord, my lord ! I ’m not that abject wretch 
You* think me. Patience ! where ’s the dis- 
tance throws 

Me back so far, but I may boldly speak [me ! 
In fight, though proud oppression will not hear 
PH. Have you not wrong’d me 7 
Joff. Could^ my nature e’er 
Have brook’d injustice or the doing wrong, 

I need not now thus low have bent myself, 

To gain a hearing from a cruel father. 

Wrong’d you 7 

Pri. Yes, wrong'd me. In the nicest point, 
The honor of my house, yon ’ve done me 
wrong. 

When you first came home from travel, 

With Such hopes as made you look’d on 
By all men’s eyes, a youth of expectation. 
Pleas’d with your, seeming virtue, I received 
yott y '■ [merits > 

Courted, and sought to raise you to your 
My house, nij table, nay, my fortune too, 

My very self was yours : you might have us'd 
me 

To your best service : tike an open friend 
I treated, trusted you, and thought you mine : 
When, in requital of my best endeavors, 

You treacherously practis’d to undo xne j 
Seduc’d the weakness of my age's darling, 

My only child, and stole her from my bosom. 

Jaff. ’Tis to me you owe her 5 
ChildlesUjrbu had been else, and in the grave 
Your name extinct ; no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, scarce five years arc past. 
Since in your brigantine you sail’d to see 
The Adriatic wedded by our Duke ; 

And I was with you. Your unskilful pilot 
Dash’d us upon a rock j when to your boat 
You made for safety j enter’d first yourself : 
Th’ affrighted Belvidera, following noxt, 

As she stood trembling on*tho vessel’s side, 
Was by a wave wash’d off into the deep ; 
When instantly I plung’d into the sea, 

And buffeting the billows to her rescue, 
Redeem’d her life with half the loss of mine. 
Like a rich conquest, in one hand I bore her, 
And, with the other, dash’d the saucy waves, 
That throng’d and press’d to rob me of my 
prize. [arms : 

I brought her gave her to your despairing 
Indeed, you thank’d me ; hat a nobler gratitude 
Rose in her soul; for, from that hour, she 
} lov’dme, 

Till, for her life, she paid me with herself. 
PH. You stole her from me ; like a thief, 
you stole her 

At dead of night ; that cursed hour you chose 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 

May all your joys in her prove false as mine ; 
A sterile fortune and a barren bed 
Attend you both ; continual discoid make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous still i 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Oppress and grind you j till at last, you find 
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The curse of disobedience all your portion 
Jaff. Half of your curse you have bestow’d 
in vain : 

Heaven has already crown’d our faithful loves! 
VVlth ^ a y u ® unff bo ^ f 8weet m his mother’s 

May he live to prove more genti?Snh?s 
And happier than his father. 

Pri. No more. 

T /?f, Y f' aU 5 and then adieu for ever. 

clTity W ' thM “™* on “mmon 

But 'a happier’ than I : for I have known 
The luscious sweets of plenty j evciy night 
Have alept with soft content about my toad. 
And never wak'd but to a joyful morning ; 

Yet nowmuat fall; like a full ear ofcoTn, 
Whose blossom ’scap’d, yet ’a wither’d in the 
ripening. [trench; 

■rr*. Home, and be humble *, study to re- 
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall. 

Those pageants of thy folly j 

tTw-m® «!*’'“/ ‘ ra PP in 8» of ‘hy wife 
ro humble weeds, fit for thy little state : 

I hen to some suburb cottage both retire : 
Drudge to feed loathsome life : get brata and 
starve. 

Home, home, I say r £ x ^ 

Jaff. Yes, if rny heart would let me— 
fills proud, this swelling heart ; home would 

VM'A Ao V are hateful t0 m y eyes, 

i F w n trs d j p with ***** creditors - 

v ♦ ??, T 1 fifty ducats m the world J 

niVi-i 1 “? love ' and with ruin. 

O Belvidera ! Oh, she is my wife !— 

And we will bear our wayward fate together— I 
Hut ne er know comfort more. I 


elegant extracts. 


$ 5. Jaffier and Pierre. Otway. 
Jtiff. By Ilpav n you stir not, 

I must be heard, I must have leave to speak • 

I hou hast disgrac’d me, Pierre, bv a vile blow ■ 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler justice 7 
Hut use me as thou wilt, thou canst not wrong 
me, *» I 

For I am fallen beneath the basest injuries : 
let took upon me Vith an eye ofmerey, 

With pity and with charity behold me ; 

&hut % heart against a friend’s repent- 

r-’- h r tT U * • « 0<Uike »“■* i" thee, 
LirtenwithmlldMasto my supplications. 

i! , W r wh,nin g monk art thou 7 what 
holy cheat, r eara 

That would’st encroach upoti my credulous’ 
And cant Umw vilely 7 hence ! know toe not. 
Ja J/' Not knew me, Pierre! ] 

Ja%' r N 2i fc,W T <,, ? 1,ot 5 what art t,l °u t] 
Jaffier, *hy friend, thy oncedov'd 
vaiu d mend ! rhardlv 

T S* d ®*f£ i,y “ orn ’ d > and us’d most 
..i^- ,a . ffier! thtHI onee-lov’d 
valu’d fnend ! [friend. 


[book net. 

Was generous, honest, faithful, just, and va- 
Jiant, 

, Noble in mind, and in his person lovely. 

Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart : 

But thou a wretched, base, false, worthless 
coward, 

Poor even in soul, and loathsdhe in In 
| All eyes must shun thee, ind all heal 
thee. 

Pr’ythee avoid, no longte cling thus round me, 
Like something baneful, that my nature ’i 
, at< [teara I have not, 

r> ;fii 1 V* v ® 111,1 wron e’ d ‘hee, by these 
But still am hmest, true, and hope too, valiant : 
My mind still fiill of thee, therefore stiU noble. 
Lot not thy eyes then shun me, nor thy heart 
Detest me utterly : Oh ! look upon me. 

Look back and see my sad, sincere submission ! 
How my heart swells, os e’en ’twould burst 
my bosom ; 

Fond of its goal, and laboring to be at thee : 

" hat shall I do 1 what say to make thee hear 
, [‘hou call thyself 

tu . ‘ I "* st ,, thou not wrong’d me ! dar’st 
I That once-lov’d valu'd friend of mino. 

And swear thou hast not wrong’d me ? Whence 
w ch ?I»' ' t [this moment 1 

!i® T ? e . death > which 1 may meet 
Whence this dishonor, but from thee, thou 

JW/r & ?n 0 . ne . ? P’ve done asking. 

& 

I T M ta u ke thy Iife 011 such conditions 
I™ Wend haVC prop ° 8d: thou aild 

May y et live long, and to be better treated 

Pter ' Life ! ask my life ! confess! record 
myself 

A villain, for the privilege to breathe, 

And carry up and down this cursed city 
^ discontented and repining spirit, 

Burdensome to itself, a few years longer. 

I To lose it, may be at last, in a lewd quarrel 
* or B0 ^ C ou nC a ^ j riend ’ "-us and false as 

No, this vile world and I have ’ ling 
And cannot part on better terms than now 

W1 1 

I J,' 11 10 th f“ lf “ '««* thou ’rt reconcil'd, 

However thy resentment deal Will. me. 

Pur. Not leave me I 1 * rjj,-. 

Tread ott riK? . buffet mn hMn ■ a- ... 


igs'Cn 

Bir with, pit- 
V . 


™ ...w ivj.gvwuiuuy, ana nxc 
Tread orf to, buffet to, heap wi 
| 0n my poor ltodj rif bear 
I tlencej ^ 

J ! n wei 7 out % most friendly cifaelty : 

inru inciui : rfriend I '* ** * lld W* ’om, though they 
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And raise me to thy aims with dear forgive- Makes wise Augustus envy thee in heaven ! 
Pier. Art thou not — - [ness. What mean the Fates by such prodigious 

Jaff. What 7 virtue? [face, 

Pier. A traitor ? > When scarce the manly down yet shades thy 

Jaff k Yes. . With conquest thus to overrun the world, 

Pier. A villain? And make barbarians tremble. O ye gods! 

Jaff. Granted, Should Destiny now end thee in the bloom, 

' Pie:v"A coward, a most scandalous coward, Methinks I see thee mourn’d above the loss 
Spiritless, void of honor, one who baa sold Of lov’d Germanicus ; thy funerals, 

Thy everlasting feme for shameless life 1 - Like his, W solemniz’d with tears of blood. 

Jaff. All, all, and more, much more : my Theo . How, Marcian ! 


faults are numberless. 

Pier . And wouldst thou have me live on 

Base as thou ’rt false ? [terms like thine, 

Jaff. No j ’tis to me that 7 s granted : 

The safety of thy life was all I aim’d at, 

In recompense for faith and trust so broken. 
Pier. I scorn it more, because preserv’d by 
thee ; 

And as when first my foolish heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy mise- 
ries, [state 

Reliev’d thy wants, and rais’d thee from thy 
Of wretchedness, in which thy fate had plung’d 
thee, 

To rank thee in my list of noble friends ; 

All I receiv’d, in surety for thy truth, 

Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger, 
Given with a worthless pledge thou since hast 
So I restore it back to thee again j [stol’n : 
Swearing, by all those powers which thou hast 
violated, , [nion, 

Never from this curs’d hour to hold commu- 

Friendship or interest with thee, though our 
years 

Were to exceed those limited the world. 

Take it— —Farewell, for now I owe thee no- 
Jaff. Say thou wilt live then. [thing. 

Pier. For my life, dispose of it [with. 

Just as thou wilt, because 'tis what I ’m tir’d 
Jaff. Oh Pierre ! 

Pier. No more. 

Jaff. My eves won’t lose the sight of thee, 
Rut languish after thine, and ache with gazing. 
Pier. Lcu\o me — Nay. then thus, thus I 
throw thee from me [thee. 

And curses great as is thy falsehood catch 

$ fi. Theodoras and Marcian. Lee. 
Theo. Ha ! '.vhat rash thing art thou, who 
seiz'd small 

A vafiffr on thy life, thus to presume 
Against the fatal orders I have given, 
ijfhiis to entrench on Cesar’s solitude, 

And urge thy ruin ? 

Mar . Mighty Cesar, 

I have tranagressUfwKpd for nfy pardon bow 
To thee, as $p the gbds, when I ofifend : 
No^rjssfMmKt your mercy, when y^q know 
The natu& of fry 'Crime! 1 am commission’d 
From all the earth to give thee thanks and 
praises, farms 

Thou darling of mankind ! whose conqu’ring 
Already drown the glory of great Julius 3 
Whose deeper reach in laws and policy 


Mar. Yes, the raging multitude, 

Like torrents, set no bound to their mad grief 3 
Shave their wives’ heads, and tear off their 
own hair 3 

With wild despair they bring their infants out, 
To brawl their parents’ sorrow in the streets : 
Trade is no more 5 all courts of justice stopt ; 
With stones they dash the windows of their 
temples, [gods, 

Pull down their altars, break their household 

And still the universal groan is this 

“ Constantinople ’s lost, our empire ’s ruin’d 3 
Since he is gone, that father of his country ; 
Since he is dead, O life, where is thy pleasure ? 

0 Rome, O conquer’d world, where is thy 

glory ?” [thy manners : 

Theo. I know thee well, thy custom and 
Thou didst upbraid me 5 but no more of this, 

Not for thy life 

Mar. What ’s life without my honor ? 
Could you transform yourself into a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardless face like Jupiter’s, 

1 would be heard in spite of all your thunder : 
O pow’r of guilt ! you fear to stand the test 
Which virtue brings : like sores your vices 

shake 

Before this Roman healer. Rut, by the gods, 
Before I go, I ’ll rip the malady, 

A ml let the venom flow before your eyes. 

This is a debt to the great Theodosius, 

The grandfather of your illustrious blood : 

And then farewell for ever. 

Theo. Presuming Marcian ! 

What canst thou urge against my innocence ? 
Through the whole course of all my harmless 
youth, , 

Ev’n to this hour, 1 cannot call to mind [me. 
One wicked act which I have done to shame 
Max. This may he true : yet if you give the 
sway 

To other hands, and your poor subjects suffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the cause. 

O Theodosius, eredit me, who know [kings ; 
The world, and hear how soldiers censure 
In after times, if&ms you should go on, 

Your memory by warriors will be scorn'd, 

As much as Nero or Caligula loath’d : [ease. 
They will despise your doth,; and backward 
More than they hate the others’ cruelty. 

And what a thing, ye gods, is pcorn or pity 1 
Heap on me, Heaven, the hate of all mankind j 
lioad me with malice, envy, detestation 3 
Let me be horrid to all apprehension, 

And the world shun me, sol ’scape hut scorn. 
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Theo. Pr'ythee no more. [parisons, Now charms my hand from giving thee thy 

Mar. Nay, when the legions make com- fate 7 
And say, Thus cruel Nero once resolv’d, Has he not cut me off from all my honors 7 
On G alba’s insurrection, for revenge Torn my commissions, sham’d me to the earth, 

To give all France as plunder to the army ; Banish'd the court, a vagabond for ever 7 

To poison the whole senate jtt.n feast \ Do not the soldiers hourly ask it from me 7 

To burn the city, turn the wild beasta out, Sigh their own wrongs, and keg me to revenue 
Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude j [fire, ’em 7 ^{throne, 

That, so obstructing those that quench’d the What hinders now, but that I mount the 
He might at once destroy rebellions Rome-' — And make, besides, this purple youth my foot- 
Theo. O cruelty ! why tell’st thou me of stool ? 

this 7 The armies court me : and my country’s cause, 

Am I of such a b&rb’rous bloody temper 7 The injuries of Rome and Greece, persuade 
Mar. Yet some will say, This show’d he me, [drawn, 

had a spirit, Show but this Roman blood which he has 

However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, They 'll make me emperor whether I will ot 
That savored of a Roman : but for you, no : 

What can your partial sycophants invent, Did not, for less than this, the latter Brutus, 

To make you room among the emperors 7 Because he thought Rome wrong’d, in person 

Whose utmost is the smallest part of Nero 3 head 

A pretty player, one that can act a hero, Against his friend a black conspiracy, 

And never be one. O ye immortal gods ! And stab the majesty of all the world ? 

Is this the old Caesarean majesty 7 Theo. Act as you please : I am within 

Now in the name of our great Romulus, your pow’r. [crime 

Why sing you not, and fiddle too, as he did 7 Mar. Did not the former Brutus, for the 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phonascus, Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his king- 
One to take care of your celestial voice 7 dom 7 

Lie on your back, my lord, and on your And shall this prince too, by permitting others 
stomach To act their wicked wills, and lawless plea- 

Lay a thin plate of lead ; abstain from fruits ; Ravish from the empire its dear health, [sures. 
And when the business of the stage is done, Well-being, happiness, and ancient glory ! 
Retire with your loose friends to costly ban- Go on in this dishpnorable rest 7 [troops 
quets, Shall he, 1 say, dream on, while the starv’d 

While the lean army groans upon the ground. Lie cold and waking in the winter camp 3 
Theo . Leave me, I say, lest 1 chastise thee ; And like pin’d birds, for want of sustenance. 

Hence, begone, I say Feed on the haws and berries of the fields ? 

Mar. Not till you have heard me out. O temper, temper me, ye gracious gods ! 

Build too, like him, a palace lin’d with gold, Give to iny hand forbearance, to my heart 
As long and large as that of th’ Esquilinc : Its constant loyalty ! I would but 6 hakc him. 

Enclose a pool too in it, like the sea, Rouse him a little from this death of honor, 

And at the empire’s cost let navies meet ; And show him what he should be. 

Adorn your starry chambers too with gems 3 Then. Vou accuse me, 

Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, As if I were some monster most unheard of! 

With pipes to cast ambrosian oils upon you : First, as the ruin of the army 3 then 
Consume with this prodigious vanity, Of taking your commission : but by Heaven 

In mere perfumes and odorous distillations, 1 swear, O Marcian ! this 1 never *Jid, 

Of sesterces at once four hundred millions 3 Nor ne’er intended it 3 nor say I this 

Let naked virgins wait you at your table, To alter thy stern usage 3 for with what 

And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Thou ’at said, and done, andjbrought to my ro- 
wings. membrance, 

No matter what becomes of the poor soldiers, I grow already weary of my life;'^JTnot know 
80 they perform the drudgery they are fit for 3 Mar. My lord, I take your word: you do 
Why, let ’em starte for want of their arrears, The wounds which rage within your country's 
Drop as they go, and lie like dogs in ditches. bowels ; ’ 

Theo. Come, you are a traitor ! The horrid usage of the suffering soldier : 

Mar . Go to, you are a boy— — But why will not our Theodosius know 7 

Or by the go d s- - - If you intrust (he government to others 

Theo. If arrogance like this, [punished, That act these crimes, who but yourself ’s to 

And ;|0 the eiroerot’s Ace should ’scape un- blame i 

1 ’ll write myself a fcofrard 3 die, then, villain, Be witness, O ye gods l of Iny plaid dealings, 
A d eath too glorious fbi so bad a man, Of Mercian’s honesty, howe’er degraded. 

By TKbdosius* hand. I thank you for my banishment : hut alas ! 

Mfarciait disarm* him , hut is wounded. My loss is little to wbat soon will follow ! * 

Ifcow, sir, where are you 7 Reflect but on yourself and your own joys 3 

What, ?fi the name of all our Roman spirits, Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
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’Twas rumor’d through the city, that youil swear that there are seeds in that sweet 


lov’d ; 

That your espousals should be solemniz’d ; 
When on a sudden here you send your orders 
That this bright favorite, the lov’d Eudosia, 
Should lose her hepd. [thou ? 

Thto. „0 heaven and earth ! What say’st 
That I have seal’d the death of my Eudosia ! 
Mar. Tis your ownhand and signet : yet 
I swear, ** [sway, 

Though you have given to female hands your 
And therefore I, as well as the whole army, 
For ever ought to curse all womankind j 
Yet when the virgin came, as she was doom’d, 
And on the scaffold, for that purpose rais’d 
Without the walls, appear’d before the army — 
Theo. What, on a scaffold ! ha ! before the 
army ? [turn’d 

Mar. How quickly was the tide of fuiy 
To soil compassion, and relenting tears ! 

Hut when the axe 

Sever’d the brightest beauty of the earth 
From that fair body — had you heard the groan, 
Which, like a peal of distant thunder, ran 
Through all the armed host, you would have 
thought, 

lly the immediate darkness that fell round us, 
Whole nature was concern’d at such a suff ’ring. 
And all the gods were angry. 

Theo. O Pulchcria ! 

Cruel, ambitious sister ! this must bo 
Thy doing. O, support me, 'noble Marcian ! 
Now, now ’s the time, if thou dar’st strike : be- 
hold, 

I offer thee my breast ; with my last breath, 

1 'll thank thee too, if now thou draw’st my 
blood. 

Were I to live, thy counsel should direct me ; 

Hut ’tis too late [cius ! 

Mar. He faints ! What, lioa, there ! Lu- 
My lord the emperor ! Eudosia lives ; 

She ’s here, or will he in a minute, moment ! 
Quick ns the thought, she calls you to the 
temple. 

O, Lucius, help ! — I ’vc gone too far 5 but see, 
He breathes again. — Eudosia lias awak’d him. 
Theo. Did not you name Eudosia ? 

Mar. Yes, she Jives : 

1 did but feign tl> ’story of her death, 

To find how v> ar you plac’d her to your heart : 
And ir»'.yi£& r 'gods rain all their plagues upon 
me, 

Ifrwer I rebuke you thus again ! 

* ?ei 'tis most certain that you sign’d her death, 
Not knowing what the wise Pulcheria offer’d, 
Who left it in my hand to startle you : 

But, by my and fime, I did not think 
It would IjAX^uch’d your life. O portion me, 
Dear jifince, nay lord, my emperor, royal ma- 
ster;" ; 

Droop not because I, utter’d some rash words, 
Aed was a madman. By the immortal gods 
I love you as my soul : whate’er I said, [tears, 
My thoughts were otherwise j believe these 
Which do not use to flow ; all shall be. well. 


temper, 

T’ atone for all the crimes in this bad age. 
Theo. 1 thank thee first for my Eudosia’s 
life. [life 

I What but my love could have call’d back that 
Which thou hast made me hate ? But, O, 
methought [thee, 

’Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from 
From him I ever reverenc’d as my father, 

To hear so harsh a message ! But no more ; 
We ’re friends : thy hand. Nay, if thou wilt 
not rise, 

And let me fold my arms about thy neck, 
l 'll not believe thy love : in this forgive me. 
First let me wed Eudosia, and we ’ll out j 
We will, my general, and make amends 
For all that 's past : glory and arms, ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on ! 

Mar. Let her not rest, then ; 

Espouse her straight : I ’ll strike you at a heat. 
May this great huifior get large growth within 
you; 

And be encourag’d by the embold’ning gods : 

0 what a sight will this be to the soldier, 

To see me bring you dress’d in shining armor, 
To head the shouting squadrons ! O ye gods ! 

[ Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy, 

1 The sounds of trumpets, and the beat of drums ; 

1 1 see each starving soldier bound from earth, 
As if a god by miracle had rais’d him ; 

And with beholding you, grow fat again ! 
Nothing but gazing eyes, and opening mouths. 
Cheeks red with joy, and lifted hands about 
you; 

Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken Io’s. and with sobbing raptures ; 
Crying, To arms ! he ’s come ; our emperor ’» 
come 

To win the world ! Why, is not this far better 
Than lolling in a lady’s lap, and sleeping. 
Fasting or praying 1 Come, come, you shall 
be merry : 

And for Eudosia, she is yours already l 
Marcian has said it, Sir ; she shall be yours. 
Theo. O Marcian ! O my brother, father, 
all!. 

Thou best of friends ! most faithful counsellor ! 
I ’ll find a match for theo too, ere I rest. 

To make thee love me. For, when thou art 
with me, [I ’m nothing. 

I ’m strong and well ; but when thou ’rt gone, 

$ 7. Gloster and Hastings. Rowe. 
Gloat. My lord, y’ are well encounter’d; 
here has been 

A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 

Believe me, she has won me much to pity her : 
Alas, her gentle nature was act made 
To buffet with adversity. I told her 
How worthily her cause you had befriended ; 
How much for your good sake we meant to do ; 
That you had spoke, and all things should be 
well. . [service. 

Hast. Your highness binds me ever to your 
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Glost. You know your friendship is most 
potent with us, 

And shares our power. But of this enough, 
For we have other matter for your ear : 

The state is out of tune ; distracting fears, 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public counsels ; 
Amidst the wealthy city murmuts rise, 

Lewd railings, and reproach on those that rule, 
With open scorn of government ; hence credit, 
And public trust 'twixt man and man are 
broke, 

The golden streams of commerce aTe withheld, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and arti- 
sans, [bellion. 

Who therefore curse the great, and threat re- 
Ilast. The resty knaves are overrun with 
As plenty ever is the nurse of faction : [ease, 
If in good days, like these, the headstrong herd 
Grow madly wanton, and repine, it is 
Because the reins of pow’r are held too slack, 
And reverend authority oflate 
Has worn a face of mercy more than justice. 
(Host. Beshrew my heart ! but you have 

well divin'd [wonder 

The source of these disorders. Who can 

If riot and misrule o'erturn the realm, 

When the crown sits upon a baby brow ? 

I 1 la inly to speak — hence comes the gen’ral cry, 
And sum of all complaint : ’Twill ne'er lie well 
With England (thus they talk) while children 
govern. [of that? 

[fast. *Tis true the king is young ; but what 
We feel no want of Edward’s riper years, 
While Glb’ster's valor and most princely wis- 
dom 

So well supply our infant sovereign’s place. 
His youth's support, and guardian to his throne. 
Gloat. The council (much I 'm bound to 
thank 'cm for ’t) 

Have plac’d a pageant sceptre in my hand, 

1 in r re 11 of pow’r, and subject to control ; 
Scorn'd by my foes, aud useless to my friends. 

0 worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 

1 tlunk 1 should not suffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the commonweal ; 

Nor would the realm be rent by discord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt disputed titles. 

[last. Of this I am to learn j as not aup- 
A doubt like this ■ ■ [posing 

Glost. Ay, marfy, but there is } [heard 
And that of much concern. Have you not 
How, on a late occasion, Doctor Shaw [ness 
Has mov’d the people much about the lawful- 
Of Edward's issue 7 by right grave authority 
Of learning and religion plainly proving, 

A bastard scion never should be grafted 
Upon a royal stock j from thence, at full 
Discoursing on my brother's former contract 
To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 
His jolly matth with that name buxom widow, 

The queen he left behind him 

Hast. Ill befal [fusion, 

Such meddling priests, who kindle up con- 
AjuL vex the quiet world with their vain 
* * scruples ! 


By Heaven, ’tis done in perfect spite to peace. 
Did not the king. 

Our royal master, Edward, in concurrence 
With his estates' assembled, well determine 
What course the sovereign rule should take 
henceforward 7 * 

When shall the deadly .hate of faction Cease, 
When shall oiir long-divided land have rest. 

If every peevish, moocjy malcontent 
Shall set the senseless nibble iq an uproar, 
Fright them with daggers, atuf perplex their 
brains. 

Each day, with some fantastic giddy change ? 
Gloat. What if some patriot, for the public 
good. [state ? 

Should vary from your scheme, new-tnould the 
/fast. Curse on the innovating hand at- 
tempts it ! 

Remember him, the villain, righteous Heaven, 
In thy great day of vengeance ! Blast the 
traitor, 

And his pernicious counsels, who for wealth. 
For pow'r, the pride of greatness, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ' 
(Host. You go too far, my lord. 

Hast. Your highness* pardon 

Have we so soon forgot those days of min, 
When York and Lancaster drew forth the 
battles ? 

When, like a matron butcher’d by her sous 
And east beside some common way, a ►peota- 
Of horror and afTrifrfit to passers by. [eh* 

Our groaning country bled at ev’rv vein ; 

When murders, rapes, and massacres pre- 
vail’d ; 

When churches, pilaees, and cities blaz'd i 
When insolence and barbarism triumph’d, 

And swept away distinction ; peasants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles ; low were laid 
The reverend crosier and the holy mitre, 

And desolation cover'd all the land ; 

Who can remember this, and not. like ine, 
Here vow to sheath a dagger in his heart 
Whose damn’d ambition would renew those 
horrors, „ [us ? 

And set once more that secne of blood before 
Gloat. How now ! so hot ! 

Host. So brave, and so resolv'd, [moment. 
Gloat. Is then our frie.iuNhip of so little 
That you could arm your hai. ' .against my 
life 7 jnRenut it ; 

Hast. I hope your highness does not think 
No, Heaven fofcfend that e’er your prince** 
person [meni.* 

Should come within the scope of my jresent- 
Glost. O noble Hastings! Nay, T must 
embrace you j 9 

By holy ftfajfrv’ are a right hnmffiWn- 
The time is full of danger and district, ' 

And warns us to be wary : hold me not 
I'oo apt for jealousy and light, surprise, 

If, when I mean to lodge you next my heart, 

I put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty, 
And live your king and country's best support. 
For mo, I as!; no more than honor gives, 
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To think me yours, and rank me with your 
friends. [should pay. 

H<vtL Accept what thanks a grateful heart 

0 princely Gloster ! judge me not ungentle* 
Of manners rude, and insolent of speech, 

If, when the public «ifety is in question, 

My zeal flows vyaror'and eager from my tongue. 

Enough of this 5 to deal in wordy 
•' compliment 

Is much against the plainness of my nature 5 

1 judge you by myself, a clear true spirit ; 

And, as such, once more join you to my bosom. 
Farewell, and be my friend. [Exit. 

Hast. I am not read, [ness, 

Nor skill'd and practis'd in the arts of great- 
To kindle thus, and give a scope to passion. 
The duke is surely noble ; but he touch'd me 
E'en on the tend’rcst point, the master-string 
That makes most harmony or discord to me. 

1 own the glorious subject fires my breast, 

And my soul's darling passion stands confess’d : 
Beyond or love's or friendship's sacred band, 
Beyond myself, I prize my native land : 

On this foundation would I build my fame, 

And emulate the Greek and Roman name ; 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with 
my blood, 

And die with pleasure for my country's good. 

$ 8. Gustavus and Daleearlians. Brooke. 
Ut Dale. Let us all see him ! 

2 d Dale. Yes, and hear lum too. 

3d Dale. Let us be sure 'tis he himself. 

4th Dale. Our general. [can be found. 
6th Dale. And we will fight while weapons 
Oth Dale. Or hands to wield them. 

1th Dale. Get on the bank, Gustavus. 
Anderson. Do, my lord. 

Gus. My countrymen ! 

1 Dale. Ho ! h«ar him ! 

'id Dale. Peace ! 

3d Dale. Peace ! 

4th Dale. Peace ! [your hearts, 

Gus. Amazement, I perceive, hath fill'd 
And joy for that your lost Gustavus, ’scap'd 
Thro' wound*?, imprisonments, and chains, and 
deaths, [ye. 

Thus sudden, thus unlook'd for, stands before 
As one escap'd froi'i cruel hands I come, 

From hearts tbs', ne'er knew pity, dork and 

vcnge&u ; 

Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe in blood, 
And know no music but the groans of Sweden. 
*’j Vnot for that my sister’s early innocence, 
And mother's ago, now grind beneath capti- 
vity; 

Nor that one bloody, ohe remorseless hour 
Swept my greajrsire and kindred from my side, 
[or weep* pet $ thm* my eyes 

Were far less dear., for them 1 will not weep. 
Bu^ 0 great papsnt, when I think on thee l 
Th^ numberless, 'thy nameless, shameful infa- 
mies, , 

My widow'd country ! Sweden ! when I think 
Upon thy desolation, spite of rage— - 


And vengeance that would choke them— tears 
will flow. [them. 

And. O, they arc villains, cv'ry Dane of 
Practis'd to stab and smile, to stab the babe 
That smiles upon them. 

Am. What accursed hours [these. 

Roll o’er these wretches who to fiends like 
In their dear liberty, have barter'd more 
Than worlds will rate for ! [rogative ! 

Gus. O Liberty, Heaven's choice pre- 
True bond of law, thou social soul of property, 
Thou breath of reason, life of life itself 1 . 

For thee the valiant bleed. O sacred Liberty ! 
Wing’d from the summer’s snare, from flatt’ring 
ruin, 

Like the bold stork you seek the wintry shore, 
Lc.i\e courts, and pomps, and palaces to slaves, 
(/leave to the cold and rest upon the storm. 
Upborne by thee, my soul disdain'd the terms 
Of empire offer'd at the hands of tyrants. 

With thee I sought this fav'rite soil 5 with thee 
These fav’rite sons I sought : thy sons, O Li- 
berty ! 

For e’en amid the wilds of life you lead them, 
Lift their low-rafted cottnge to the clouds, 
Smile o'er their heaths, and from their moun- 
Bcam glory to the nations. [tain tops 

All. ‘Liberty ! Liberty ! [carlia, 

Gus. Are ye not mark'd, ye men of Dale- 
Are ye not mark’d by all the circling world 
As the great stake, ihc last effort for liberty ? 
Say, is it not your wealth, the thirst, the food, 
The scope and bright ambition of your souls f 
Why else have you, and your renown’d fore- 
fathers, [thrones 

From the proud summit of their glitt'ring 
Cast down the mightiest of your lawful kings. 
That dar’d the bold infringement ? What but 
liberty, [years. 

Thro' the fam'd course of thirteen hundred 
Aloof hath held invasion from your hills, [ye 
And sanctified their shade ? — And will ye, will 
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world ; 
Bid your high honors stoop to foreign insult 5 
And in one hour give up to infamy 
The harvest of a thousand years of glory ? 
UtDale. No. 
id Dale. Never, never. 

3d Dale. Perish all first 
4 thVali. Die all! 

Gus. Yes, die by piece-meal ! [triumph ! 
Leave not a limb o'er which a Dane may 
Now from my soul I joy, I joy, my friends. 

To see ye fear'd 3 to see that e'en your foes 
Do justice to your valors ! There they be. 
The pow'rs of kingdoms, summ'd in yonder 
host, 

Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to assail ye. 
And, O, when I look round and see you here, 
Of number short, but prevalent in virtue, 

My heart swells high, and burns for the en 
counter. 

True courage but from opposition grows 3 
And what are fifty, what a thousand slaves, 
Match’d to the sinew of a single arm 



m 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[BOOK all. 


That strikes for liberty — that strikes to save 
His fields from Are, his infants from the sword, 
His couch from lust, his daughters from pol- 
lution, 

And his large honors from eternal infamy 7 
What doubt we then 7 Shall we, shall we 
stand here, 

Till motives that might worm an ague’s frost, 
And nerve the coward's arm, shall poorly serve 
To wake us to resistance 7 — Let us on 7 
O, yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience 5 
You shall not be withheld ; we will rush on 
them 

This is indeed to triumph, where we hold 
Three kingdoms in our toil ! is it not glorious, 
Thus to appal the bold, meet force with fury, 
And push yon torrent back, till every wave 
Flee to its fountain 7 [word more 

3d Vale. Ou f lead us on, Gustav us ; cne 
Is but delay of conquest. 

Gus. Take your wish. 

He who wants arms may grapple with the foe, 
And so be furnish'd. You, most noble Ander- 
son, 

Divide our pow'rs, and with the fam’d Ola us 
Take the left route — You, Eric, great in arms ! 
With the renowu'd Nederbi, bold the right, 
And skirt the forest down : then wheel at 
once, 

Confess’d to view, and close up all the vale : 
Myself, and my most valiant cousin here, 

Th' invincible Arvida, gallant Sivard, 
Arnoldus, and these hundred hardy vet’rans, 
Will pour directly on, and lead the onset. 

Joy, joy, I see confess’d from ev’ry eye. 

Your limbs tread vigorous, and your breasts 
beat high 1 

Thin tho’ our ranks, tbo' scanty be our hands, 
Hold are our hearts, and nervous arc our hands. 
With us. truth, justice, fame, and freedom 
Each singly equal to an host of foes : [close, 
I feel, I feel them fill me out for fight ! 

They lift my limbs as feather’d Hermes light ! 
Or like the bird of glory, tovv'ring high [eye ! 
Thunder within bis grasp, and lightning in his 

§ 9. Gustavus and Cristiem. Brooke. 
Crist. Tell me, Gustavus, tell me why is 
this, 

That, as a stream diverted from the banks 
Of smooth obedience, thou hast drawn those 
Upon a dry ufij&anncird enterprise [men 
To turn their iS inflation 7 Are the lives 
Of my misguided people held so light, [buke 
That thus thou’dst push them on the keen re- 
Of guarded majesty 3 where justice waits, 

All awful and resistless, to assert 

Th’ impervious rights, the sanctitude of kings, 

And blast rebellion ! 

Gus. Justice, sanctitude, 

And rights ! O, patience ! Rights ! what rights, 
thou tyrant 7 

Yes, if perdition be the rule of pow’r, [chief, 
If wrongs give right, O then, supreme in mis- 
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world, 


Too narrow for thy claim. But if thou think’st 
That crowns are vilely propertied, like coin. 
To be the means, the speciality of lust. 

And sensual attribution 3 if thou thintfst 1 
That empire is of titled birth or blood*; 

That nature, in the proufiybehalf of pne, 

Shall disenfranchise all herlordly 
And how her gen’ral issue to the ' * 

Of private domination 3 then, thou' prism Jotee, 
Here know me for thy king. Howfeta^m 
Not claim hereditary, not the trust (ibid; 
Of frank election, 

Not even the high anointing hand of Heaven, 
Can authorize oppression, give a law 
For lawless pow’r, wed faith to violation. 

On reason build misrule, or justly bind 
Allegiance to injustice. Tyranny 
Absolves all faith ; and who invades our rights, 
Howe'er his own commence, can never be 
But an usurper. But for thee, for thee [kind, 
There is no name. Thou hast abjur’d nian- 
Dash'd safety from thy bleak, unsocial side. 
And wag’d wild war with universal nature. 
Crist. Licentious traitor ! thou canst talk 
it largely. 

Who made thee umpire of the rights of kings. 
And pow’r. prime attribute — as on thy tongue 
The poise of battle lay, and arms of force, 

To throw defiance in the front of duty ? 

Look round, unruly boy ! thy battle comes 
Like raw, disjointed musl’ring, feeble wrath, 

A war of waters, borne against the rock 
Of our firm continent, to fume, and chafe, 

And shiver in the toil. 

Gus. Mistaken man ! [weakness 

( come impowerd and strengthen'd m thy 
For tho’ the structure of a tyrant’s throne 
Rise on the necks of half the suff'ring world. 
Fear trembles in the cement; pray'rs, and 
tears, 

And secret curses, sap its mnuld’ring base. 
And steal the pillars of allegiance from it ■ 
Then let a single arm but dare tho sway. 
Headlong it turns, and drives upon destruc- 
* tion. [Heaven ! 

Trol. Profane, and alien to the love of 
Art thou still harden’d to the wrath divine. 
That hangs o’er thy rebellion ? Know'st thou 
Thou art at enmity with grace, cast out, [not 
Made an anathema, a curse enroll'd 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy church, and offer'd up 
As sacred to damnation 7 
Gus. Yes, I know, 

When such as thou, with sacrilegious hand, 
Seize 011 the apostolic key of heaven, 

It then becomes £ tool for crafty knaves 
To shut out virtue, and unfold those gates 
That heaven itself had bajr’d against the- lusts 
Of avarice and' ambtt&n. Soft and sweet 
As looks of charity, or vo jee ofiambs 
That bleat upon the mountain, are the words 
Of Christian meekness ! mission alt divine ! 
The law of love sole mandate. But your gall, 
Ye Swedish prelacy, your gall hath turn'd 
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The words of sweety hut indigested peace, 

To wrath and bitterness. Ye hallgarfj} men, 
In whom vice sanctifies, ‘ ' 

without truth ; 

Who n#or preach heuvdp, 

ward-eye, /j J J ' t*k%: {too* 
t tyxii* pur adlib to dross l who$*heutipg> 
dwgsw hell upon us. Theftoknd rapes,, 
v dtbwns, and midnight bowlings thro 7 the 
ytealm, , {chief! 

Recj&ve your sanction. O, His glorious mis- 
When vice turns holy, puts religion on. 
Assumes the robe pontifical, the eye 
Of .saintly elevation, blesseth sin, 

And mokes the Beal of sweet offended Heaven 
A sign of blood, a label for decrees 
That hell would shrink to own. 

Crist . No more of this, 
fiustavus, wouldst thou yet return to grace, 
And hold thy motions in the sphere of duty, 
Acceptance might be found. 

6rus. Imperial spoiler ! 

Give me my father, give me back my kindred ! 
Give me the fathers of ten thousand orphans, 
Give me the sons in whom thy ruthless sword 
Has left our widows childless. Aline they 
were, [breast 

Roth mine and ev’ry Swede’s, whose patriot 
Bleeds in liis country’s woundings. O, thou 
const not ! [then 

Thou hast outeinn’d all reck’ning ! Give me 
Aly all that 's left, my gently mother there, 
And spare yon little trembler. 

Crist. Yes. on terms 
Of compact ami submission. 

(Jus. Ha ! with thee 7 [country, 

< ’oinpact witli thee ? and meanest thou for my 
For Sweden ? No, so hold my heart hut firm, 
Altho’ it wring for ’t, tho’ blood drop for tears. 
And at the sight my straining eye9 start 
forth — 

They both shall perish first. 

§ 10. tidily Randolph, Lord Randolph, and 
young Xorntl, not known at the time ty be 
Lady Randolph's Son. Home. 

Lady Ran. How fares my lord ? 

Lord Ran. That it lares well, thanks to 
this gallant youth, 

Whose valor sav’d me from a wretched. death. 
As down the winding dale f walk’d alone, 

A L the cross way four armed men attacked me, 
1C overs I judgo from the licentious camp, 

would have quickly laid Lord Randolph 
low, 

llad not this brat® andgenerous stranger come. 
Like my good tftgel, in the hour ©f fate, 

And, mocking: dagger, madCtey fees his own. 
They tuiu d, ftp© n him i but his active arm 
Struck to tjta whence they rose 

Tim fiercely two"; t^^^ersflcdaiadn, 

Apd lefthkpmaeter ofthe bloody field. * 
Speak, Ln^ Randolph j upon beauty’s tongue 
Dwellipecfnta pleasing to the brave and bold 
Voi. vi. Nos. 07 &8(L 
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[Speak, noble dame, and thank him for thy 
lord. [now I feel. 

Ltttfy Ran. My lord, I cannot speak what 
y heart o'ertflows with gratitude to Heaven, 
And to. this noblq youth, who, all unknown 
To you. an^ooni, deliberated not, 

Nor paus'd at peril— but, humanely brave, 
Fought on your side against such fearful odds. 
Have yoa yet learnt of him whom we should 
thank, [life? 

Whom calj the saviour of Ixud Randolph’s 
Lord Ran . I ask’d that question, aud he 
answer'd not ; 

But I must know who my deliverer is. 

«, [To the Stranger . 

Nora. A low-born man, of parentage ob- 
scure, 

Who nought can boast but his desire to be 
A soldier, and to gain a name in arms. 

Lord Ran. Whoe’er thou art, thy spirit is 
ennobled 

By the great King of kings : thou art ordain’d 
A nd^s tauip’d a hero by the sovereign hand 
Of nature ! Blush not, fiow’r of modesty 
As well os valor, to 4 declare thy birth. 

Nora. My name is Norval : on the Gram* 
piau Hills 

Aly father feeds his flocks ; a frugal swain, 
Whose constant cares were to increase his 
store, 

And keep his only son, myself, at liortie. 

For I had heard of battles : and I long’d 
To follow to the field some warlike lord j 
And Heaven soon granted wliat my sire denied. 
This moon, which rose last night round as my 
shield, 

Had not yet fill’d her horns, when, by her light, 
A b ind of fierce barbajjtais from the hills 
Rush’d like a torrent down upon the vale, 
Sweeping our flocks and herds. The shep- 
herds fled 

For safety, and for succor. I alone, 

With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
Hover’d about the enemy, and mark’d 
The road ho took : then hasted to my friends ; 
Whom, with a troop of fifty chosen men, 

I met advancing. The pursuit I Led, 

Till we o’ertook the spoil-encumber’d foe. 

We fought and conquer’d. Ere a sword was 
drawn, 

An arrow from my bow had pierc’d their chief. 
Who wore that day the arms which now I 
wear. 

Returning home in triumph, I disdain’d 
The shepherd’s slothful life : and having heard 
That our good king had summon'd his bold 
peers 

To lead their warriors to the Carron side, 

I left my father’s house, and tooSrwith me 
A chosen servant to conduct my steps : [ster. 
Yon trembling coward/ who forsook bis ma- 
Journeying with this intent, I pass’d these 
tow’rs y 

And, heaven directed, came, this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my* humble name. 
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Lord Ran. He ii os wise as brave*. wa*i 
ever tale 

With such a gallant modesty reheard#, / 

My brave deliv'rer ! thou sbalt entefndw 
A nobler list ; and, in a^opartih’s ****** 
Contend with princes^ i 
I will present thee to Onr gcottishkfng, 
Whose valiant spirit ;qyer valor lov'd, 1 #1 
Ha ! my Matilda ! wjfcrejbre starts that tear ? 
Lady Ran . I canid say; for various af- 
fections, * : 

And strangely mingled, in my bosom swell : 
Yet each of them may well command a tear. 

1 joy that thou art safe ; and 1 admire 
Him, and his fortunes, who hath wrought tby 
safety; , 

Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
Obscure and friendless, he the army sought j 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Resolv'd to hunt for fame, and with his sword 
To gain distinction which his birth denied. 

In this attempt unknown he might have pe- 
rish’d, 

And gain’d with all liis valor but oblivion. 
Now grac’d by thee, his virtue serves no more 
Beneath despair. The soldier now of hope, 
He stands conspicuous : fame and great re- 
nown 

Arc brought within the compass of his sword. 
On this my mind reflected, whilst you spoke, 
And Mess’d the wonder-working hand of Hea- 
ven. [thoughts ! 

Lord Ran. Pious and grateful ever are thy 
My deeds shall follow where thou point’st the 
way. 

Next to myself, and equal to Glenalvon, 

In honor and command shall Norval be. [I am 
Norv. I know noMww to thank you £ rude 
Jn speech and mannen : never till this hour 
Stood I in such a presence : yet, my lord. 
There ’s something in my breast which makes 
me bold 

To say, that Norval ne’er will shame thy favor. 
Lady Run. I will.be sworn thou wilt not. 
Thou shalt be 

My knight ; and ever, as thou didst to-day, 
With happy valor guard the life of Randolph. 
Lord Ran. Well hast thou spoko. Let me 
forbid reply. [To Norval. 

We are thy debtors still ; tby high desert 
O'ertops our gratitude. I must proceed, 

As was at first intended, to the camp ; 

Some of my train, I see, are speeding hither, 
Impatient doubtless of their lord's delay., 

Go with me, Norval ; and thine eye* ahaReee 
The chosen warriors of thy native land, * 

Who languish for the fight, and beat the air 
dtyfith brandish’d swords. 

NorVj iM us begone, my lord. 

$11. Young Norvalinform& Lord Randolph 
by what Memrn'ht acquired a Knowledge in 
the Art qf War\ Home. 

Beneath a mountain’s brow, .the most re- 
And inaccessible by shepherds trod, [mote 


Jn a deep cave dug by no mortal lutnd, 

A hermit liv'd ; a melancholy man, 

Who was the wonder of our wand'ring swains. 
Austere and l6n$%^rtiel to himself 
Did they report huq ; the cold earth. Jdsh 
Water ms drink, his food^he shepwfeVi 
I went is see him : j and mjf heart ^ 

With reverence and with pity. HT 
And entering on discourse, such i 
Ab made me oft revisit his sad cell. ' - 

For he had been a soldier in his youth jfg" , 
And fought in famous battles, when the peers 
Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 

Against the usurping infidel display'd 
The cross of Christ, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire 
His speech struck from me, the old man would 
shake 

His years away, and act his young encounters : 
Then, having show’d his wounds, he'd sit him 
down. 

And all the live-long day discourse of war. 

To help my fancy, in the Bmooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marshall'd hosts ; 
Describ’d tho motions, and explain'd the use 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen’d line, 
The square, the crescent, and phalanx firm ; 
For all that Saracen or Christian knew 
Of war’s vast art, was to this hermit know 

Unhappy man ! 

Returning homewards by Messina’s port, 
Loaded with wealth and honors bravely won, 
A rude and boist’rous captain of the sea 
Fasten’d a quarrel on him. .Fierce they fought ; 
The stranger fell ; and wifh his dying breath, 
Declar’d his name and lineage. Mighty God ! 
The soldier cried, my brother ! O iny brother ! 

They exchang’d forgiveness : 

And happy, in my mind, was ho that died j 
For many deaths has the survivor suffer’d. 

| In the wild desert on a rock he sits, 

Upon some nameless stream’s untrodden banks. 
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate. 

At times, alas ! nor in his perfect mind, 

Holds dialogues with his lov’d brother’s ghost ; 
And oft each night forsakes his Sullen couch. 
To make sad orisons for him he slow. 

$ 12. Douglas's Soliloquy in the Wood, wait- 
ing forLady Randolph , after he was known 
to be her Son. Home. 

This is the place, the centre of the grove. 
Here stands the oak, the monarch of the wood \ 
How sweet and solemn is this midnight sc» ' 
The silver gnoon, unclouded, Jidda her way 
Thro’ skies; where I /tibuld fcfcunt each little 
star. ' ^ . . ' [leaves ; 

The faming scarcely stirs the 

The river, tubing o’er its pebbled bed, •»' 
Imposes silence sound. 

In such a place as this, ft sa^h an hour, ;; 

If ancestry con be inaffght beHeVdji, * 
Descending spirits have convera'de*Ui xnajt, 
And told the secrets of the vrotldtytdbptiFpri. 
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t walks unreveng’d amongst 




i t OfthavC qt my h^^dmplainMv 
d record my soul’s uhalter’d wish f 
l or alive, let me liut be renown’d ! 

May Heav’n inspire some fierce gignntic Dane 
To give'a bold defiance to our host ! 

Before h^speiiks it out, I will accept : 

Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die. 

$ 13. Cato. Addison. 

Enter Cato. 

Cato. Fathers, we once again are met in 
council ; 

CsRar’s approach has summon’d us together, 
And Rome attends her fate from our resolves. 
How shall we treat this bold aspiring man ? 
Success still follows him, and backs his crimes j j 
Pharsalia gave him Rome, Egypt has since 
Receiv’d his yoke, and the whole Nile is 
Caesar’s. 

Why should I mention Juba’s overthrow, 

And Scipio’s death 7 Numidia’s burning sands 
Still vmoke with blood. ’Tis time wo should 
decree 

What course to take. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us even Libya’s sultry deserts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts : are they 
still fix’d 

To hold it out, and fight it to the last 7 
Or arc your hearts subdu’d at length, and 
wrought 

By lime, and ill success, to a submission 7 
fcSomproniufl. speak. ' ** 

Pern. My voice is still for war. 

Gods ! can a Roman senate long debate 
Which of the two to choose — slav’ry or death 7 
No, let us rise. at once, gird on our sword|, 
And, nt the'head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the fee, break through the thick array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon 
him. 

Perhaps some arm, more lucky than the fj^t, I 
May reach hlB heart, and free the world from] 
bondage; 

Rise, fathers, rise ! ’tis Rome demands your I 
" helps 1f‘ 

Rise, and revenge he£jdaiighter’d.^tizei 
Or share thei#iate l^ybe eqfjgtf^f half her 
senate ; l 

Manure the fields of 7$es£|fei whilewo 
BlThere delib^rating^nf^^qS^eSy 
If we should sacrifice to honor, 

4as wear th*mout m.servnude and chains. 
-Rouse qp, for shatnet^obr brothers of Pharsalia 
l^int ^ ^deir wounds, and cry aloud— -To 

Grii^^^mpey’s shade complains that we are 


Mot a torrent oflmpetuous zeal 
~ ' 1 the bounds of rea- 


is' seen in great exploits 
— * Warrants, ana that wisdom guides j 

All else is JOwMng phrensy and distraction. 
Ajre nbt the livfes of those who draw the sword 
|n Rome’s defence intrusted to our caro ? 
Should we thus lead them to a field of slaugh- 
ter, 

Might not th’ impartial world with reason say, 
We lavish’d at Our deaths the blood of thou- 


To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious 7 
Lucius, we next would know what ’s your opi- 
nion. [turn’d on peace. 

Luc, My thoughts, I’ must confess, are 
Already have our quarrels fill’d the world 
With widows and with orphans: Scythia 
mourns 

Our guilty wars, and earth’s remotest regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome : 

’Tis time to sheathe the sword and spare 
mankind. 

It is not Caesar, but the gods, my fathers, 

The gods declare against us, and repel 
Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild despair) 
Were to refuse th’ awards of Providence, 

And not to rest in Heaven’s determination. 
Already have we shown our love to Rome, 
Now let us show submission to the gods. 

We took up arms, not to revenge ourselves, 
But free the commonwealth ; when this end 
fails, [cause. 

Arms have no farther use. Our country’s 
That drew our swords,' now wrests them from 
our hands, 

And bids us not delight in Roman blood 
Un profitably shed. What men could do. 

Is done already : heaven and earth will wit- 
ness, 

If Rome must fall, that we are innocent. 

Sem. This smooth discourse, and mild 
behavior, oft 

Conceal a traitor. Something whispers me 
All is not right— Cato, beware of Lucius. 

[Aside to Cato. 
CaioL Let us appear nor rash nor diffident ; 
Immomie valor swells into a fault ; 

And feaMdmltted into public councils, 
Betrays like treason. Let us shun them both. 
Fathers, I cannot see that our affairs 
Are grown thus desp’rate j we have bulwarks 
round us ; 

Within our walls ore troops inur’d to foil 
In Afric’s heat, and season'd to the stm ; 
Nfinfidia’s spacious kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to rise at itsyoffng prince’s call. 

While there is hope, do not distrust the gods; 
But wait at least till Osar's near approach 
Forceps to yield. ’Twill never be too late 
To sue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
lS 
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Why should Romo Ikll a moment «rO %$i 
time 7 

No : let ub draw her term of fandom #tr‘ ; v 
In its full length, and aji$A itj£ theh 4 ^ ' r 
' So shall we gain still < 

And let me perish. * 

A day, an hour, m 
Is worth a whole * 


Mar. Fathers, this* moment, as ! witch'd] 
the gate, 

Lodg'd in my post, a herald is arriv'd 
From Caesar's camp*;and with him comes old 
Decios, ’ 

The Roman knight ‘3 he carries in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to speak with Cato. 
Cato. By your permission, fathers— bid 
him enter. [Exit Marcus. 

Deems was once my friend 5 but other pros- 
pects [Caesar. 

Have loos'd those ties, and bound him fast to 
His message may determine our resolves. 
Enter Decius. 

Dec „ Caesar sends health to Cato 

Cato. Could he send it [welcome. 

To Cato's slaughter'd friends, it would be 
Are not your orders to address the senate 7 
Dec. My business is with Cato 5 Caesar 
sees [knows 

The straits to which you 're driven j and, as he 
Cato's high worth, is anxious for your life. 
Cato. My life is grafted on the fate of 
Rome. [try. 

Would he save Cato, bid him spare his eoun- 
Tcll your dictator this 3 and tell him, Cato 
Disdains a life which he has power to offer. 
Dec . Rome and her sera tore submit to 
Cmsar 3 i 

Ilevgen’rals and her consuls are io more, 
Who check'd his conquests, ajp denied his 
triumphs : 

Why will not Cato be this Caesar's friend ? 
Cato. Those veiy reasons thou hast urg'd, 
forbid it. 

Dec. Cato, I Ve orders to expostulate, 

And reason with y$u, as from friend to friend : 
Think on the storm that gathers o'er your head, 
And threatens ev'ry hour to burst upon it. 

Still may you stand high in your country's 
honors 3 [Caesar, 

Do but comply, and make your peace with 
Rome will rejoice, and cost its eyes tffCato, 
As on the second of mankind. 

Cato. No more : 

I roust not think of life on such conditions. 
Dec. Caesar is well acquainted with yonr 
virtues, 

And therefore sets this value on your life. 

Lot him but know the price of Cato's friend- 
ie your terms* ; ftfhip, 

Bid hi m disbshd his legions, 

> the oofpmon wealth to liberty, 
fill's actions to the public censure, 

4 1 the judgment of a Roman sqpate. 
Hhis, and Cato is hisfrierid. 


X Dec * Cato, theworid talks loudly of your 
wisdom — 5-’ [ne'er empl " v 

: Cato. Cato's toice 

T^ble^r! 

Myself, y 

Andsiite^i _ , 

Dec. ^atytetfko tifeb 
Cato. 

Dec. 

Cato. Greater than Ofesaf rife ’s 
to virtue. ■-# 

' Dec. Consider, Cato, you 'relJJ-ITtiba,^ 
And at the head of your own ltt^aedkte 3.; V 
You don't now thunder in the ctySfol, 

With all the mouths of Rome to secondybu. , 
Cato. Let him consider that, who; drives 
us hither 3 [little, 

'Tis Caesar's sword has made Rome's senate 
And thinn'd its ranks. Alas ! thy dasiled eye 
Beholds this man in a false glaring light, ’ 
Which conquest and success ,ha?e thrown 
upon him 3 '■ thim black 

Didst thou but view him right, thou'dst see 
With murder, treason, sacrilege, and crimes 
That strike my soul with horror hut to name 
them. 

I know thou look 'at 011 me, as 0$ a wretch 
Beset with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes 3 
But, by the gods I swear, millions of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Cssar. 
Dec. Does Cato send this answer hack to 
Caesar [ship? 

For all his geu’rous cares and proffer'd friend- 
Cato. His cares for mo are insolent and 
vain : [Cato. 

Presumptuous man! the gods take care of 
Would Caesar show the greatness of Ins soul, 
Bid him employ his care for these my friends, 
And make good use of his ill-gotten pow'r, 

By shelt’ringmenmuch better than himself. 
Dec. Yonr high unebnquer'd heart makes 
you forget 

You are a man 3 you rush on your destruction. 
Butgl have done. When 1 relate hereafter 
The tale of this unhappy embassy; 

All Rome will be in tears. [Exit Decius. 

$ 14 . Cato solus, sitting in a thoughtful 
Posture ; in his I fund Plato 1 s llook on 
• the Immortality of the Soul. Addison. 

A drawn Sword on the Table by him. 

It must be so— Plato, thou reason'st well— 
Eta whence this pleasing hope, this fond £ 
Trot longing after immortality 7 [sire, 


Or whem 
ror 

Of falling into ; 
Back on 
'Tis thd diVii 
'Tis heaven il 

A .1.. 


L inward hor- 


jt ? Why shrinks the soul 
startles at destruction 
A Satire within us 5 
that points out an hereafter 
And intimites eternity to man : • ' 'i. 

Eternity ! thou pleasing, dreadfel thought f k . 
Through what variety of untried bd^,XtKi &/7 
Through what new scenes and cha 
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The wide, th’ unbounded prospect lies before 

me, 

ut shadows, clouds, and darkness s&t upon it. 
”11 hold, if tb 6 *® a power above 
t there is all nature cries oiload 
her vt»rks), he mttit^fclight inj 



fwhich he delights in most be happy.; 
Jn ! or where ! — this world was made 
;.6rfcaaar. 

r of conjectures— this must end ’em. 
[Laying his Hand on his Sward, 
Thus am I doubly arm’d : my death and life, 
My bane and antidote, arc both liefore me. 
This in a moment brings me to an end ; 

Rut this informs me 1 shall never die. 

The soul, secur'd in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. 

The stars shall liidc away, the sun himself 
Crow dim with age, and nature sink in years j] 
But thou shah flourish in immortal youth, 
Unhurt amid the war of elements, 

The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds. 
What means this heaviness that hangs upon 
me 7 

This lethargy that creeps thro' all my senses 7 
Nature oppress'd, aud harass'd out with care 
.Sinks down to rest. This once I ’ll favor her, I 
That my awaken'd soul may take her flight, 
Renew’d in all her strength, and fresh with 
life, 

An ofPring fit for heaven. J.et guilt or fear 
Disturb man's rest, Cato knows neither of ’em,] 
IndilFrcnt in his choice to sleep or die. 


$ 15. Forest Sports. Lamb. 
Margaret. In the name of the boy God, 
who plays at bood-man -blind with the Muses, 
ami cares not whom he catches : what is it 
you love ? 

Simon. Simply, all things that live, 

From the crook'd worm to man’s imperial form, 
And Cod-rc9einbling likeness. The poor fly, 
That makes short holyday in the Bunbcam, 
And dies by some child's hand. The feeble 
With little. wings, yet greatly venturous third 
In the upper sky. The fish in ih' othef ele- 
ment, [else ? 

That knows no touch of eloquence. What 
Yon tall and elegant stag, 

Who paints a dancing shadow of his horns 
In the water, where lie drinks. 

Myrgaret. I myself love all these things, 
yq| so as with a difference for example, some 
animals better than others, some., men rather 
than other lopjr } tin nightingale before the 
cuckoo, the swift andgracefm palfrey before 
the slow and asinine mule, ■ # . 

* Xmr humor gdes to confodfid all qualities, 
•what sports do you use ift the forest ?— 
Simon. Not many; somehow, as thus 
jjfo see the sun to bod, and to arise, 
he pome hot amorist with glowing eyes, 

. - ! -^ tbe lazy bands of sleep that bound 


With all his fires and travelling glories round 
him. 

Sometimes the moon on soft night clouds to 
rest, 

Like beauty nestling in a young man's breast. 
And aU the winking stars, her handmaids, keep 
Admiring silence, while those lovers sleep. 
Sometimes outstretcht, in very idleness, 
Nought doing, saying little, thinking less, 

To view the leaves, thin dancers upon air, 

Go eddying round j and small birds, how they 

«r. ^ are \ [corn, 

When mother Autumn fills their beaks with 
Filch’d from the careless Amalthea's horn j 
And how the woods berries, and worms provide 
Without their pains, when earth has nought 
To answer their small wants. [beside 

To view the graceful deer come tripping by, 
Then stop, and gaze, then turn, they know not 
Like basliful yonkers in society. [why, 

To mark the structure of a plant or tree, 

And all fair things of earth, how fair they be. 

The Mourner visited. 

John. How beautiful, 

[handling his mourning. 
And comely do these mourning garments shew ! 
Sure grief hath set his sacred impress here, 

To claim the world’s respect ! they note so 
feelingly 

By outward types the serious man within. — 
Alas ! what part or portion can 1 claim 
In all the decencies of virtuous sorrow, 

Which other mourners use 7 as namely, 

This black attire, abstraction from society, 
Good thoughts, and frequent sighs, and seldom 
smiles, 

A cleaving sadness native to the brow. 

All sweet condolcinents of like-grieved friends, 
(That steal away the sense of loss almost) 
Men’s pity, and good offices 
Which enemies themselves do for us then, 
Putl ing their hostile disposition off, [looks. 
As we put off our high thoughts and proud 
v. [Pauses, and observes the pictures. 
These pictures must be taken down : 

The portraitures of our most antient family 
For nigh three hundred years ! how liave I 
listen'd, 

To hear Sir Walter, with an old man's pride, 
Holding me in his arms, a prating boy, 

And pointing to the pictures where they hung, 
Repeat by course their worthy^historics, 

(As Hugh de Widville, Walter, first of the 
name, [John : 

And Anne the handsome, Stephen, and famous 
Telling me, 1 must be his famous John.). 

But that was in old times. 

Now, no more 

Must 1 grow proud upon our house's pride, 
t rather, T, by most unheard of crimes, 

Have backward tainted all their noble blood, 
Rased out the memory of an ancient family, 
And quite revers'd the honors of our house. 
Who now shall sit and tell ife anccdotcB 7 
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The secret history of his own times, 

And fashions of the world when he was young : 
How England slept out three and twenty years, 
While Carr and Vilhers rul'd the baby king : 
The costly fhncies of the pedant's reign, 

Balls, feastings, huntings, shews in allegory. 
And beauties of the court of James the ftrst. 
Margaret enters. 

John . Comes Margaret here to witness my 
O, lady, I have suffer'd loss, [disgrace 1 
And diminution of my honor's brightness. 

You bring some images of old times, Margaret, 
That should be now. forgotten, [gotten, John. 

Margaret » Old times should never be for- 
1 came to’ talk about them with my friend. 
John. 1 did refuse you, Margaret, in my 
pride. [pride, 

Margaret. If John rejected Margaret in his 
(As who does not, being splenetic, refuse 
Sometimes old play-fellows,) the spleen being 
The offence no longer lives. [gone, 

0 Woodvil, those were happy days, 

When we two first began to love. When first, 
Under pretence of visiting my father, 

(Being then a stripling nigh upon my age) 
You came a wooing to his daughter, John. 

Do you remember, 

With what a coy reserve and seldom speech, ' 
( Yonng maidens must be chary of their speech) 

1 kept the honors of my maiden pride ? 

1 was your favorite then. 

John. O Margaret, Margaret ! 

These your submissions to my low estate, 

And cleaning to the fates of sunken Woodvil, 
Write bitter things 'gainst my unworthiness. 
Thou perfect pattern of thy slander'd sex, 
Whom miseries of mine could never alienate, 
Nor change of fortune shake 5 whom injuries 
And slights (the wont of injuries) which moved 
Thy nature to return scorn with like 'scorn. 
Then when you left m virtuous pride this 
house, 

Could not so separate, but now in this 
My day of shame, when all.the world figpake, 
You only visit me, love; aift forgive ms^ 

$ 16 . Soliloquy qf Lioni. Bxnoir. 

' NcucdlTjSave sleep, 

Which will not be commanded. Let me hope 
it. [Exit Antonio. 

Though my breast feels to anxious 3 1 will try 
Whether the air Mill calm my spirits : 'tis 
A goodly night 3 the Cloudy M ind which blew 
From the Levant hath crept into its cave, 

And the broad moon has brighten'd. What a 
stillness 1 [ Goee to an open lattice. 

And what a contrast with the scene I left, 
Where the tall torches' glare, and silver lamps' 
More pallid gleam along the tapestried walls, 
Spread over the reluctant gloom which haunts 
Those vast and dimly-latticed galleries 
A dazzling mass of artificial light, [were. 
Which show’d all things, but nothing as they 
There Age essaying to recall the past, 

After long striving for the hues of youth 


At the sad labor of the toilet, and 
Full many a glance at the too faithful mirror, 
Prankt forth in all the pride of ornament, 
Forgot itself, and trusting to the falselmfl^^^ 
Of the indulgent beams, which show f jM 3 raft 

There Youth, which nec^d not;, 

Vain adjuncts, lavish'd its true blowSP^pd 
And bridal beauty, in the unwholesome rang; 
Of flush'd and crowded wasaailere, and wttg|$d 
Its hours of rest in dreaming this was pleasure, 
And so shall waste them till the sunrise streams 
On sallow chocks and suuken eyes, which 
should not 

Have worn this aspect yet for many a year. 
The music, and the banquet, and the wine — 
The garlands, the rose odors, and the flowers — 
The sparkling eyes and flashing ornaments — 
The white arms and the raven hair — the braids 
And bracelets j swanlike bosom9, and the 
necklace 

An India in itself, yet dazzling not 
The eye like what it circled 5 the thin robes 
Floating like light clouds ’twixt our gaze and 
heaven 3 [like, 

The many-twinkling feet so small and sylph- 
Suggesling the more secret symmetry 
Of the fair forms which terminate so well — 
All the delusion of the dizzy scene, 

Its false and true enchantments — art and nature 
Which swam before my giddy eyes, that drank 
The sight of beaufy as the parch'd pilgrim’s 
On Arab sands the false mirage, which offers 
A lucid lake to his eluded thirst, [tors— 
Are gone;— Around me are the stars and w a- 
Worlda mirror'd id the ocean, goodlier sight 
Tha&y$rches glared back Ivy a gaudy glass 3 
Am great element; which is to space 
Whit ocean ft to earth' spreads its blue depths, 
Soften’d with the Arif breatbi n gs of the spring 3 
The high moon skiisupbn her beauteous way. 
Serenely sm&thjng o'er the lofty walls 
Of those ta ft piles and sea-girt palaces, 

Whose porphyry pillars, aud whose costly 
t fronts,, v 

Fraught with the orient spoil of many marbles, 
Like’ altars tabged along the broad canal, 
Seem each a trophy of some mighty deed 
Rear'd up from out the waters, scarce less 
strangely 

Than those more massy and mysterious giants 
Of architecture, those Tittuiian fabrics, jjtowe 
Which point in Egypt's plains to times tfept 
No other record. All is gcutlo : nought 
Stirs rudely 3 but, congenial with the’ night, 
Whatever walks is glidhig like a spirit. 

The tinklings of gpme vigilant guitars 
Of sleepless lover* to a wakeful mistress, 

And cautious opfeijifeg of the casement showing 
That lie is not unheard 3 while her young hand, 
Fair ns the moonlight of which it seems pari? 
So delicately White, it trembles in 
The act of opening the forbidden lattice, cr 
To let iu love through music, makesj^nkart 
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Thrill like his tyre-strings at the sight j— the 
Phosphoric of the oar f or rapid twinkle [dash 
Of the far lights of skimming gondolas, 

And the responsive voices of the choir 
Of . boatmen answering back with verse for 
verse 5 

Some dusky shadow chequering the Rialto ; 
Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire, 
Are all the sights and sounds which here per- 
vade 

The ocean-born and earth-commanding city— 
How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm ! 
1 thank thee, Night ! for thou hast chased 
away [throng, 

TliOBe horrid bodcments which, amidst the 
- 1 could not dissipate : and with the blessing 
Of thy benign and quiet infl tic nee, — 

Now will 1 to my couch, although to rest 

Is almost wronging such a night as this 

[A knocking is heard from without. 
Hark ! what is that ? or who at such a mo- 
ment ? 

$ 17. Last Speech of the Doge. Bvitox. 

I spkak to Time and to Eternity, 

Of which I grow a portion, not to man. 

Ye elements ? in which to lie resolved 
I hasten, let my voice lie as a spirit [banner, 
Upon you ! Ye blue waves ? which l>ore my 
Ye winds ! which flutter’d o’er as if you loved 
it, 

And fill'd my swelling sails as they were wafted 
To many a triumph ! Thou, my native earth, 
Which I have bled for, and thou foreign earth, 
Which drank this willing blood from many a 
wound ! 

Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink, but 
Reek up to Heaven ! Ye skies, which will 
receive it ! [thou ! 

Thou sun ! which sliinest on these things, and 
Who kindlest and who quenchest suns ! — 
Attest! 

1 am not innocent— but are these guiltless ? 

I perish, but not unavenged; far ages 
Float up from the abyss of time to be, [doom 
Aud show these eyes, before they close, the 
Ofl}> i" j,roud city, and I leave my cursn 

CtyS her and hers for ever ! Yes, the nours 

■ Are silently engendering of the day, * 

When she, who built ’gainst Attila a bniwark, 
Shall yield, and blood less ty and basely yield 
Unto a bastard Attila, without l 

Shedding so much blood in her last defence 
‘ As these old veins, oft drain’d in shielding' her, 
Shall p 6 ur in sacrifice.— She shall be bought 
And sold, and be an appanage to those 
Who shall, despise her !— She shall stoop to be 
A province for an empire, petty town 
In lieu of capital, with slaves for senates, 
a Beggars for nobles, panders for a people ! 
’Then wlien the Hebrew ’s in thy palaces, 

J he Hun in thy high places, and the Greek 
Talks o'er tl\y mart, and smiles on itjbr his ! 
When thy patricians beg their bitter bread 
Jn/ ' iw streets, aud in their shameful need 


Make their nobility a plea for pity ! 

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck 
Of their great fathers’ heritage shall Awn 
Round a barbarian Vice of Kings’ Vice-gCfCnt, 
Even in the palace where (hey sw&y’d atfribve? ' 
reigns, 

Even in the palace where they slew their sovev/ 
Proud of some name they have disgraced. Of / 
sprung ‘ 

From an adulteress boastful of her guilt 
With some large gondolier or foreign soldier, 
Shall bear about their bastardy in triumph 
To the third spurious generation when 
Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being, 
Slaves turn’d o’er to the vanquish’d by the' 
victors, 

Despised by cowards for greater cowardice, 
And scorn'd' even by the vicious for such vices 
As in the monstrous grasp of their conception 
Defy all codes to image or to name them ; 
Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject king- 
dom, 

All thine inheritance shall be her shame 
Entail’d on thy less virtuous daughters, grown 
A wider proverb for worse prostitution ; — 
When all the ills of conquer’d states shall 
cling thee, 

Vice without splendor, sin without relief 
Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o’er, 
Rut in its stead coarse lusts of habitude, 
Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdness, 
Depraving nature’s frailty to an art ; — 

When these and more are heavy on thee, when 
Smiles without mirth, and pastimes without 
pleasure, 4 

Youth without honor, age without respect, 
Meanness and weakness, and a sense of wo 
’Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st 
not murmur. 

Have made thee last and worst of peopled de- 
Then, in the last gasp of thine agony, [serts. 
Amidst thy many murders, think of mine ! 
Thou den of drunkards with the blood of 
princes ! 

Gehenna of the. waters ! Thou sea Sodom ! 
Thus I devote thee to the infornal gods ! 

Thee and thy serpent seed ! [(toner. 

[Here the Doge (urns, dnd addressee Vie execu- 
Slave, do thine office ! 

Strike as l^truck the foe ! Strike as 1 would 
Have struck tlmse tyrants ! Strike deep as 
Strike— and but once ! [my curse ! 

[ The Doge throws himself upon his knees, and 
as the executioner raises his sword the scene 
closes . 

$ 10. The Fountain qf Siloe — Night. 

JVllLMAlt. 

Javan. S w eet fountain, once again I visit, 
thee! 

And thou art flowing on, and freshening still J 
The green moss, and the flowers that bend to 
thee, 

Modestly with a soft unhoaslful murmur 
Rejoicing at the blessings that thou bearest* 
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Pure, stainless, thou art flowing on ; the stars 
Make theo their mirror, and the moonlight 
. beams 

Course one another o’er thy silver bosom : 

„ And yet thy flowing is through fields of blood, 
'And armed men their hotand weary brows 
Slake with thy limpid andperenninl coolness. 

Even with such rare and singular purity 
Mov'st thou, oh Miriam ! in yon cruel city. 
Men’s eyes o’erwearied with the sights of war, 
With tumult and with grief, repose on thee 
As on a refuge and a sweet refreshment. 

Voice at a distance . Javan ! 

Javan, It is her voice ! the air is fond of it, 
And enviously delays its tender sounds 
* From the ear that thirsted] for them — Miriam ! 

Javan , Miriam. [lrssncss, 

* Javan. Nay, stand thus in thy timid brea t h- 
That I may gaze on thee, and thou not chide 
Because I gaze too fondly. [me 

Miriam. Hast thou brought me 
Thy wonted offerings 7 

Javan. Dearest, they arc here ; 

The bursting fig, the cool and ripe pomegra- 
nate, 

The skin all rosy with the imprison’d wine ; 
All I can l>ear thee, more than thou canst bear 
Home to the city. 

Miriam. Bless thee ! Oh my father ! 

How will thy famish’d and thy toil-bow’d frame 
Resume its native majesty ! thy words, 

When this bright draught hath slak’d thy 
parched lips. 

Flow with thy wonted freedom and command ! 
Javan. Thy father ! still no thought but 
of thy father ! 

Nay, Miriam 1 but thou must hear me now. 
Now ere we part — if we must part again, 

If my sad spirit must be rent from thine. 

Even now our city trembles on the verge 
Of utter ruin. Yet a night or two. 

And the fierce stranger in our burning streets 
Stands conqueror : and how the Roman con- 
Let Gischala, let fallen Jotapata [quers, 

Tell, if one living man, one innocent child, 
Yet wander o’er their cold and scatter’d ashes, 
They slew them, Miriam, the old grey man, 
Whose blood scarce tinged their sword— (nay, 
turn not from me, [them 

- The tears'tbou sheddest feel as though I wrung 
, From mine own heart, my life blood’s dearest 
drops)— 

-They slew them, Miriam, at the mother’s 
breast, 

' The smiling infants]— and the tender maid, 
>-.The soft, the loving, and the chaste like thee, 

■They slew her not till— 

, \ Miriam. Javan, ’tis unkind ! | 

" I have enough at home of thoughts like these, 
Thoughts horrible, that freeze the blood, and 
make . 

, A heavier this weary life. 

I hop’d wi^^^Hb&Ve pass’d a tranquil hour, 
A brief, a 1fflJ|Htet still tranquil hour ! 
*^But thou art uK them all ! the miserable 


[book Ilf. 

Have only Heaven, where they can rest in 
peace, [misery. 

Without being mock’d and taunted with their 
Javan. Thou knbw’Bt it is a lover’s way- , 

To be reproach’d by her he loves, or thus 
Thou wouldst not speak. .But ’t was hpjtvto 
provoke [tenderness: 

That sweet reproof, which sounds so like to 
[ would alarm theo, shock thee, but to save. 
That old and secret stair, down which then* 
stealest 

At midnight through tall grass and olive » 

Which cumber, yet conceal thy difficult ' 
It cannot long remain secure and open 5 V ; 
Nearer and closer the stern Roman ' 

His tienclics; and on every side but this "~ r <r 
Soars iiis imprisoning wall. Yet, yet ’tis time, 
And 1 must bear theo with me, where areihSt 
In Pella the neglected church of Christ. 
Miriam. With thee ! to liy with thee! 
tiiou niak'st inn fear 

Loht all the while 1 have deceived my soul, 
Excusing to myself our stolen meetings 
Jlv the ibncl thought, that for my lather's life 
I labor'd, bearing sustenance from thee. 

Which he hath deem’d heaven-sent. 

Javan. Oh ! farewell then [dream, 

The faithless dream, the sweet yet faithless 
That Miriam loves ine ! 

Miriam. Love thee ! I am here, 

Here at dead midnight by the fountain's side, 
Trusting tl.ee, Javan, with a faith as fearless 
As that which the instinctive infant twines 
To its mother’s bosom — Love tlicc ! when the 
sounds 

Of massacre are round me, when the shouts 
Of frantic men in battle rack the soul 
With their importunate and jarring din, 

Javan, I think on thcc, and am at peace. 

Our famish’d maidens gaze on me, and see 
That I am famish’d like themselves, ns pale, 
With lips as parch’d and eyes as wild, yet 1 
Sit patient with an enviable smile 
On my wan cheeks, for then my spirit feasts 
Contented on its pleasing thoughts of thee. 

My vciyy prayers arc full of tliee, I loo* 

To heaven and bless thee 5 for from thcc- l 
Joarnt [sinns. 

The wry by which we reach the eternal man- 
But th- u, injurious Javan ! coldly doubtest. 

And — ' >h ! but I have said too much. Oh ! 

scorn not [utter 

The immodest maid, whom thou. bast vex’d to 
What yet she scarce dared whisper to ners£u. J 
Javan. Will it then cease ! will it not 
always sound [me 1 

Sweet, musical as thus 1 and wilt thou leave 
Miriam. My father ! 

Javan. Miriam l is sot thy father, [stock.!) , 
(Oh, that such flowers should bloomen such' & 
The curse of Israel 1 even his common rfame^ 
Simon I'm assassin ! of the bloody men ' » 

That hold their iron sway within yon chy, 

The bloodiest ! - ■ 
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Miriam » O cease, I pray thee ceas^! . My gentle deity 1 I *11 crown thee with 
Javan ! 1 know that all men hate my lather $ The whitest lilies and then bov ine down 
Javan ! 1 fear that all should hate my. father j Love's own idolater, and worship theO&< „ « 
JLnd therefore, Javan, must his daughter's love, And thou wilt then be mim» ? mylove^ff I/; 
^ft^dutiful, her deep, her fervent love, How fondly will we pass our lives togetbef’jf i 

Sum up to his forlorn and desolate heart And wander, heart-link’d, thro’ the busy iradd^ 

^S^torfeited affections of his kind. Like birds in eastern story. . 

' Is it not written so in our Law 7 and Ho Gia. Oli ! you rave. [ever: 

We worship camo not to destroy the Law. Fred. 1 '11 )>e a miser of thee j watch theel 
Then let men rain their curses, let the storm At morn, at noon, at eve,‘ and all the night, t 
Qgfcumau hate beat on his rugged trunk, We will have clocks that with their silver' 
’JWlRcling to him, starve, die, bear the scofTs chime v , 

upon my scatter’d bones with him. Shall measure out the moments : and I ’ll mark - 
* i:3fa/oan. Oh, Miriam ! what a fatal art hast The time, and keep love's pleasant calendar. 

v thou [purpose 5 To day I 'll note a smile : to-morrow how 

4£&:$mdiug thought, word, act, to tliy sole Your bright eyes spoke-— how saucily ; and 
TW'enainouring 011 c even now too much then 

Enamour'd ! Record a kiss pluck'd from your currant lip, ■ 

Jmust admire thee more for so denying, And say how long 'twas taking 3 then, thy 

Than 1 had dared if thou hadst fondly granted. voice 

Thou dost devote thjsolf to interest peril, As rich as stringed harp swept by the winds 

And me to deepest anguish ; jot even now In autumn, gentle as the touch that falls 

Thou art lovelier to me in liiy cold severity On screnader’s moonlit instrument — 

Flying me, leaving me without a joy, Nothing shall pass unheeded. Thou shalt be - 

Without a hope on earth, without thyself; My household goddess — nay smile not, nor 

Thou art lovelier now than if thy yielding soul shake 

Had smiled on me a passionate consent. Backwards thy clustering curls, incredulous : 

Go 5 for I see thy parting homeward look, I swear it shall be so : it shall, my love. 

Go in thy beauty ! like a setting star, Gia. Why, now thou’rt mad indeed : mad. " 

The last in all the thick and moonless heavens, Fred. Oh ! not so. 

O’er the lone traveller in the trackless desert. There was a statuary once who lov’d [shaped ; 
Go! if this dark and misegible earth And worshipped the white murble that he 

l)o jealously refuse us place for meeting, Till, as the story goes, the Cyprus’ queen, 

There is a heaven for those who trust in Christ. Or some such fine kind-hearted deity, [came 

Farewell ! Touch’d the pale stone with life, and it be- 

And thou return’st ! — At last, Pygmalion’s bride : but thee — on 

Miriam. I had forgot [thee, whom 

The fruit, the wine Oh ! when I part from Nature had lavish’d all her. wealth before, 

How can 1 think of ought but thy last words 7 Now love has touch'd with beauty : doubly lit 
Javan. Bless thee 1 but wc may meet again For human worship thou, thou — let me pause, 
even here ! [tears. My breath is gone. 

Thou look'st consent, I see it through thy Gia. With talking. 

Yet once again that cold sad word, Farewell ! Fred. With delight. 

. , _ . But I may worship thee in silence, still. 

§ 1 J. The. Falcon Conclusion. Gia. The cvcuing ’a dark ; now I must go : 

n Cornwall. Until to-morrow. [farewell 

A Dramatic Scene . j F ed. Oh ! not yet, not yet. 

Fred. Gian a ! my Giana ! we willjhavc Behold ! the moon is up, the bright ey’d moon, 

Nothing hut halcyon days : Oh ! we wil live And seems to shed her soil delicious light 
As happily as the bees that hive their sweets, On lovers reunited. Why, she smiles, 

And gaily as the summer fly, but wiser Jl And bids you tarry : will you disobey 

1 '11 be thy servant over 5 yet not so. \ The lady of the sky 7 beware. 

Oh ! my own Ipye, divinest, best, 1 ’ll be v Gia. Farewell. 

Thv sur ' f lue, faithful through every season, Nay, nay, I must go. 

And thou shalt be my flower perennial, Fred. We w ill go together. [wait 

My bud of beauty, my imperial rose, Gia. It must not be to-night : my servants 

My passion flower, and I will wear thee on My coming at the fisher’s cottage. 

My- heart, and thou Bhnlt never never fade. Fred. Yet, [thee/’ 

I 'll love thee mightily, my queen, and in A- few more words, and then I 'll part with; 

The .'sultry hours 1 11 sing thee to thytest For one long night : to-morrow bid me come 

With munb sweeter than the wild birds’ song : [Thou hast already with thine eyes) and bring 
And I Will-Swear thine eyes are like thtf stars, My load of love and lay it at thy feet. 

(They are,’ they arc, but softer) and thy shape —Oh! ever while those floating orbs look 
r FiUeauthe vaunted nymphs who, poets feign'd, bright, 

„ Dw4p$t>tig ago in woods of A ready. Shalt thou to me be a sweet guiding light. 
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Once, the Chaldean from hia topmost tower 
Did watch the stars, and then assert their 
power 

Throughput the world : so, dear Giana, I 
Wilt vindicate my own idolatry. 

And in the beauty and' the spell that lies 
In the dark azure of thy love-lit eyes ; 

In the clear veins that wind thy neck beside, 
'Till in the white depths of thy breast they 
hide, 

And in thy polish’d forehead, and thy hair 
Heap'd in thick tresses on thy shoulders fair ; 
In thy calm dignity ; thy modest sense ; 

In thy most soft and winning eloquence ; 

In woman’s gentleness acd love (now bent 
On me, so poor) Bhall lie my argument. 

$ 20. The Plague. 1)btdj:n. 

The raw damps 
With flaggy wings fly heavily about, 

Scattering their pestilential colds and rheums 
Through all the lazy air. Hence murrains 
follow 

On bleating flocks, and on the lowing herds. 
At last the malady grew more domestic, 

And the faithful dog 

Died at his master’s feet ; and next his master : 
For all those plagues which earth and air had 
brooded, 

First on inferior creatures tried their force. 
And last they seiz'd on man : 

And then a thousand deaths at once advanc'd. 
And every dart took place. All was so sud- 
den, 

That scarce a first man fell. One but began 
To wonder, and straight fell a wonder too ; 

A third, who stoop’d to raise his dying friend, 
Dropp’d in the pious act. Heard you that 
groan ? 

A troop of ghosts took flight together there ! 
Now* death ’s grown riotous, and will play no 
more 

For single stakes, hut families and tribes. 

With dead and dying men our streets are 
cover'd, 

And earth exposes bodies on the pavements 
More than those she hides in graves. 

Detween the bride and bridegroom have 1 seen 
The nuptial torch do common offices [eyes, 
Of marriage and of death. Cast round your 
Where late the streets were so thick sown 
with men, 

Like Cadmus’ brood, they jostled for their 
passage; 

Now look for those erected heads, and see 
them, 

Like pebbles, paving all our public ways. 

$ 21. The killing qf a Boar . Otway. 

' Forth from the thicket rush’d another 
boar. 

So large, he seem’d the tyrant of the woods, 
With all h[bi dreadful bristles rais'd up high ; 
They se ojjiLfl - grove of spears upon his back : 
Foamin^pRaine at me where 1 was posted, j 
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Whetting . We huge long tusks, end gfcping 
As he already had me for his prey ; [wide. 
Till, brandishing my Wejl-poia’d yavelin high. 
With this bold executing a rm 1 struck 
The ugly brindled monitor to the'heart^^* 

$ 22. Description of a populous City^y * ■' 

Youifo. 

This ancient city, 

How wanton sits she amidst nature’a smiles ! 
Nor from her highest turret has to view 
Hut golden landscapes and luxuriant scenes, 

A waste of wealth, the store-house of the 
world ; 

Here fruitful vales far stretching fly the sight j 
There sails unn umber d whiten all the stream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thousand 
cities 

Survey their pride, and sec their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, ancl break against the 

Various nations meet [shore. 

As in the sea, yet not confin'd in space, 

Hut streaming freely through the spacious 
streets, 

Which send forth millions at each brazen gate ; 
Whene’er the trumpet calls, high over head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along. 

§ 23. Rural Courtship. Dry pf.n. 

IIk preferred me 

Above the maidens ol’ my age and rank ; [mine. 
Still shunn'd their .company, and still bought 
I was not won by gifts, yet still he gave ; 

And all his gifts though small, yet spoke liis 
love. | woods. 

He pick’d the earliest strawberries in the 
The cluster’d filberts, and the purple grapes : 
He taught a prating stare to speak my name ; 
And when lie found a nest of nightingales, 

Or callow linnets, be would show ’em me, 

And let me take ’em out. 

$ 21. Description qf a Person left on a 
desert Island . Thomson. 

N*.x r night — a dreary night ! 

Cast 011 the wildest of the Oyclad 

WlicriS* never human foot had mark’d *Jio 

These ruffians left me. [shun., 

E Heucath a shade 
1 sat i^e down, more heavily oppress'd, 

More desolate at heart than e'er I felt 
HefW, ; when Philomela o’er my head 
Began to tune her melancholy, strain, * 

As piteous of my woes : till, by u«u« * . 

Composing sleep on wounded nature shed 
A kind but short relief. At early morn, 

Wak’d by the chant of birds, I look’d around 
For usual objects : objects found 1 none, «*» 
Except before me stretch’d the toiling main. 
And rocks and woods, in savage view, behind. 

$ 2S The first Feats qf a young Bogle. . 
V Rowe. 

So the Eagle, 

[ That bears the thunder of our grandsift^tovc, 
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With* joy behold* hi* 
Forsake the ncst,to 1 
In the wMeuntrackm 
Now, like a whirlwind 




$ 26. Filial Piety. Mallet. 

IC’jck since reflection beam'd her light upon 
me r 

You, Sir, have been my study. 1 have plac'd 
Before mine eyes, in every light of life, 

The father and the king. What weight of 
duty 

Lay on a son from such a parent sprung, 
What virtuous toil to shine with his renown, 
lias been my thought by day, my dream by 
night : 


$ 30. Happiness th§ iimparakleCmrpanion 
qf Virtu*. Row**y^v ^ . 

To be good is to be 
Are happier than men, because 
Guilt is the source of sorrow j 
Th', avenging fiend, that follows us behind 
With whips and stings : the blest know none , 
of this, 

But rest in everlasting peace of mind, [neifc ” 
And find the height of ail their heaven is good- 


$31. The true End qf Life. Thomson. 

Who, who would live, my Narva, just to 
This idle air, and indolently run, ~ [breathe 
Day after day, the still returning round 
Of life's mean offices and sickly joys ? 

But in the service of mankind to he 
A guardian god below j still to employ 
The mind's brave ardor in heroic anus, 

Such as may raise us o'er tho grovelling herd, 
And make us shine for ever — that is life. 


But lirst and ever nearest to my heart 
Was this prime duty, so to frame my conduct 
Tow’rd such a father, as were I a father, 

My soul would wish to meet with from a son. 
And may reproach transmit my name abhorr’d 
To latest lime — if ever thought was mine 
Unjust to filial reverence, filial love ! 4 


$ 27. Bad Fortune more easily borne than 
good. Rowe. 

With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To l>e:ir the swelling tide of prosperous fortune, 
Is to deserve that fortune. — In adversity 
The mind grows tough by buffeting the tem- 
But in success dissolving, sinks to ease, [pest 5 
And loses all her firmness. 

$ 28. A Friend to Freedom can never be a 
'Traitor. Thomson. 


11k who contends for freedom, 

Can ne’er he justly deem'd his sovereign’s foe ; 
No ! ; Tis the wretch who tempts him to sub- 
vert it, 

The soothing slave, the traitor in the bosom, 
^VlV/*tfhst deserves that name } he is a worm 
cats out all the happiness of kingdoms. 


$ 29. Description qf a Hag. Otw^y. 

In a close lane, a* I pursu’d my jouru y, 

1 spied a wither’d hag, with age grown dt ublc, 
J’icking dry sticks, and mumbling to herself ; 
U cr eyea^ yiali scalding rheum were gall’d and 
red, [wither’d, 

Cold palsy shock her head, her hand seem’d 
And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapp'd 
The tatter’d remnants of as, old ptrig'd hang* 
ipg» . , [cold : 

to kbep her carcas^from the 
So there wfua nothing of a piece about her. 
Her lomtt Weds were all o'er coarsely pitch’d 
With different color’d rags, black, redf^vhitc, 
. yellow, 

AndJ^pm'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 


$ 32. The same. S. Johnson. 
Reflect that life and death, affecting 
souuds, 

Are only varied modes of endless being. 

Reflect that life, like every other blessing, 
Derives its value from its use alone ; 

Nor for itself, but for a nobler end, 

Th’ Eternal gave it, and that end is virtue. 
When inconsistent with a greater good, 
Reason commands to cast the less away ; 

Thus life, without loss of wealth, is well pre- 
serv'd, 

And virtue cheaply sav'd with loss of life. 

$ 33. Character qf an excellent Man. 

Rowe. 

How could my tongue 
Take pleasure, and be lavish in thy praise ! 
How could I speak thy nobleness of nature ! 
Thy open, manly heart, thy courage, constancy, 
And inborn truth, unknowing to dissemble ! 
Thou art the man in whom my soul delights, 
In whom, next Heaven, I trust. 

$ 34. Virtue the only true Source of Nobility. 

Thomson. 

I tell thee, then, whoe'er amidst the sons 
Of reason, valor, liberty, and virtue. 

Displays distinguish’d merit, is a noble 
Of nature's own creating. Such have risen, 
Sprung from the dust, or where had been our 
honors ? 

And such, in radiant bands, will rise again 
In yon immortal city; that, when most 
Deprest by fate, and near apparent ruin, 
Returns, as with an energy divine, [hey. 
On her astonish’d foes, and shakes them from 

$ 35. The happy Effects of Misfortune. 

Thomson. 

If misfortune comes, she brings along 
The hravept virtues. And so many great 
Illustrious spirits have convers'd with woe, 
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in b#\**ooi Mh taught, as are e&oq 
To oodMmj^i^ and make ambitieifcL - 
beyond the smile d fefc 



. Wish’d morning ’■ come 5 and nowupon 
the plains, . {docks. 

And distant mountain^; where they feed their 
The happy shepherds; leave their homely huts, 
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born 
day: 

The lusty swain comes with his well-fiird scrip 
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger 
calls, 

With mucli content and appetite lie eats. 

To follow in the field his daily toil, [fruits : 
And drees the grateful glebe that yields him 
The beasts, that under the warm hedges slept, 
And weather'd out the cold bleak night, are 
up ; [tures, raise 

And, looking towards the neighboring pas- 
Their voice, and bid their fellow brutes good- 
morrow : 

The cheerful birds too on the tops of trees 
Assemble all in choirs ; and with their notes 
iSalute and welcome up the rising sun. 

5 37. The charming Notes qf the Nightin - 
gate. Lxk. 

Thus, in some poplar shade, the nightingale 
With piercing moans does her lost young 
bewail : 

Which the rough hind observing, as they lay 
Warm in their downy nest had stolen away : 
Hut she in mournful sounds docs still complain, 
Kings all the night, though all her songs are 
And still renews her miserable strain, [vain, 

§ 38. The same. Rowe. 

So when the spring renews the flow’ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to build 3 
She seeks the safest shelter of the wood, 
Where she may trust her little tuneful brood, 
Where no rude swains her shady cell may 
know, [blow : 

No serpents climb, nor blasting winds may 
Fond of the chosen pl ice, she views it o’er, 
Kits there, and wanders through the grove no; 
more ; 

Warbling she charms it each returning nighty 
And loves it with a mother’s dear delight. 




The Love of our Country the greatest 
Virtue. Thomson. 


His only plot waB this : that, much pro- 
vok’d, 1 %: 

He rais’d his vengeful arm against his gbdty* 
And lo ! the righteous gods have now chas- 
tis’d him . [fought. 

Even by the hands of* those for whom he 
Whatever private views and passions plead, 
No cause^pf^ustiiy so black a deed : [soul, 
These, ipp$n the angry tempest clouds the 



m 

8f 

So many, 
Then bel 
Above tnii 


The Me. . W WMitehead. 


Learn hence, yeRomaaa l on howsurea, 1 
base ■ 'V 

The patriot builds hiB happiness ; no strekf^;*. 
No keenest, deadliest shaft of advene fhte" ^ 
Can make bis generous bosom quite despair^; *. 
But that alone by which his country falls. 

Grief may to grief in endless round succOt4*y 
And nature Buffer when our children blee&:,' * 
Yet still superior must that hero prove, 

Whose first, best passion, is his country’s love. 

J 41. In what Philosophy really consists. 

Thomson. 

- Philosophy consists not 
In airy schemes or idle speculations. 

The rule and conduct of all social life 
Is her great province. Not in wfflely cells 
Obscure she lurks, but bolds her heavenly light 
To senates and to kings, to guido their coun- 
sels, 

And teach them to reform and bless mankind. 
All policy but lien? is false and rotten ; 

All valor not conducted by her precepts 
Is a destroying fury sent from hell, 

To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

12. Scipio restoring the captive Princess to 
her Royal Lover . Thomson. 

What with admiration 
Struck every heart, was this : A noble virgi^ 
Conspicuous far o’er all the captive dames, 

Was mark’d the general’s prize. She wept 
and blush’d, [An eye, 

Young, fresh, and blooming like the morn.. 
As when the blue sky trembles through a 
cloud 

Of purest white. ~ A secret charm eoqibin’d 
Her filatures, and infus’d enchantmcnttft'rtpgil 
tfhein; • ^ 

Her sf ape was liarmony. — But eloquence 
Bencith her beauty fails ; which seem’d on* 
Ipurpose # 

By nature lavish’d on her, that r<w$&d 
Might see the virtue of a bera^riod - •< 

Almost beyond the stretch of huhnm^f'*^. J 
Soft as she paus'd along, witbdewnca^; ey$s, 
Where gentle sorrows AwelFiK and. aOyrqpd 
then £y 

dropp’d o’er her modest cheek* ttf ckUnjfr t 
[The Roman legions languish’d* andJm al ^ 

Felt mom tb*n pity*' E’e'h " 

As on liis high tribunaL?ai#d he jSi 
TurnU from tfo^g'reaiVight; i 
His ofhuem, jfw/ttfus gift they 1 
To cloud his virtue, in its very daw| 




fwiahing yotith stood check’d, his tempting 

TOwwifei by kind humanity. — At once 
Wk&t herpirents and her lover call’d. 
'H^vttifoQjB scene imagine j how his troops ' 
dubious on, and wonder’d what he 
’ - meant 3 [ants lay 

While stretch’d below the trembling supply 
Rack’d by a, thousand mingling passions, fear, 
Hope, jealousy, disdain, submission, grief, 
Anxiety, and love, in every shape 3 
To these as different sentiments succeeded, 

As mix’d emotions -. when the man divine 
Thus the dres&silence to the lover broke : 

“ We both are ydung, both charm’d. The 
V '> v right of war * 

Has pot thy beauteous mistress in my pow’r, 
With whom I could in the most sacral tics 
Live out a happy life : but know that Romans 
Their heat£i£*a well os enemies, can conquer. 
Then tf Icier to thy soul > and with her take 
Thy libeMy and kingdom. In return 
I ask but this : — when you behold these eyes, 
These charms, with transport, be a friend to 
. Rome.” 

$ 43. Providence. Thomson. 

■ ' * r - ■ if 

A > THtettk is a Pow’r 
fcfpeen, that rules th’ illimitable world, 

That guides its motions from the brightest star 
To the least dust of this sin-tainted mould 3 
, While man, who madly deems himself the 
'* lord [encc. 

Of all, is nought but weakness and depend- 
jgFhi* sacred truth, by sure experience taught, 
TB r a must have learnt when wanderjhg all 
alone, J [sky. 

Each bird, each insect, flitting throu|h the 
War more sufficient for itself than thou. 


> Dramatic. . 

*}tWho«o out-blow’d 
J ‘f WonU^uma. W1 
m&U ’'gods! ay 
la a! . 

^ alive, oi 

jBjj^.Aher- 4 

*4' $ 'them roar : - *,.■ 

Alt lurn’d their sides, and to eaibh other splwip’ 
I saw their words break out in fire and sifiokW 
|$ord their voice that thunders from oil -s 
^high, , 

And these the younger brothers of the sky : 

Deaf with the noise, I took my hasty flight 3 
No mortal courage can support the fright. 


$4.3. Virtue preferable to Rank. Rowe. 
What tho' no gaudy titles grace my birth 3 
Titles, the servile courtier’s lean reward 3 
Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 
The hire which greatness gives to slaves and 
sycophants : 

Yet Heaven, that made me honest, marie me 
more 

Than e’er a king did when he made a lord. 



$46. 


Description of an ancient Cathedral . 

Congreve. 


$ 4A/ Diej%nptioii of Ships appearing at a 
• Didqnce, on# approaching Vie Shore. % 

■ * Dryden. 

Aifcjfar. as I could cast my eyes 
something, methoujght, did rise 
duoiih mists, wy^h still appearing more, 


’Tis dreadful : 

How rev’rend is the face of this tall pile 
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and ponderous roof. 

By its own weight made steadfast and im- 
moveable ! 

Looking tranquillity : it strikes an awe 
And terror to my aching sight l The tombs 
And monumental caves of death look '•old. 
And shoot a chillness to my trembling heart. 

$ 47. Description of a Triumph. Lee. 
He comes, and with a port so proud. 
As if he had subdu’d the spacious world : 

And all Sinope’s streets are fill'd with such 
A glut of people, you would think some god 
Had conquer’d in their cause, and (hem time 
rank’d, [heads ! 

That he might make his entrance on their 
While from the scaffolds, windows, tops of 
houses, 

Are cast such gaudy show’rs of garlands down, 
(That e’en the crowd appear like conquerors, 
And the whole city seems liko one vast meadow 
Sot all with flow’rs, as a clear heaven wiih 
stars. 

Nay, as I have beard, ere he the city enter’d, 
Your subjects lin’d the way tbr many furlongs 3 
The very trees bore men : and as our Cod, 
When from the portal of the seat he dawns, 


RwfcwM' shapes, aad 'thua mov’d tow’i^t , ®« i w olcome him w Hh ^ icir warbling 
'’WiUmAfaj ¥ • • p ’ throats 

which i&'ito water' 
instead of l&xjs did 
•fbibw 


ridall the breath the windB could 
lr roots gnN, floating palaces, 


throats 

And prune their feathers in his gblden beams 3 
Bo did youy subjects^ in their gaudy trim, 
Upon the pendant branches speak his praise. 
Mothers, who cover’dull the banks beneath, 
Did rob the crying infants of the breast, 
Pointing Ziphare* out, to make them smile 3 






ELEGAN^;,EJrtft|«TI 

on their 


;■ ;Th’ 

the 

His careless limbs 
With thoughtless 
heavens, 

And idly whistling while his sheep feed round 
him, 

Enjoys a sweeter shade than that of canopies 
llemm'd ift with cares, and shook by storms | 
of treason. 

$ 49. Virtue its yum Reward. Rowe, 
Great minds, lik*Heav’n, are pleas'd with 
doing good, 

Though the ungrateful subjects of their favors 
Arc barren in return. Virtuedoqs still 
With scorn the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject souls do good, and hope reward.] 
Above the worthless trophies man can raise, 
She seeks not honor, wealth, nor airy praise, 
Rut with herself, herself the- goddess pays. 

§ 30. A a Difficulties insuperable to the Pru- 
de w,t and Brave . Rowe. 

The wise ituda^ive conquer difficulties 
By daring tp attempt them : sloth and folly 
Shiver and shrink at sight of toil and hazard, 
And make ^ Impossibility they fear. 

§ 31. Perty and Elinor.— From Perrys 
Masque. Hu.lhouse. 

Anpratory opening into Elinor ’s chamber . 
.1 missal spread upon the altar , before a cruci- 
fix : over it a large picture of the Virgin. 
Elinor kneeling , and tinging to her lutrp. 
Elinor. 

O, holy Virgin, call thy child, 

Her spirit longs to be with thee, 

For, threatemng lower those skies so mild, 
Whose, faithless day-star dawned for me. 

From tears released to speedy rest, 

From youthful dreams which all beguiled; 
To quiet slumber on thy breast, ' /- 
O, holy Virgin, call thy child. ; r< 

Joy from my darkling soul is Hodr 
And haggard phantoms hunt ifte wild *, 

■' Despair assails, and hope is dead : . 
itajhr Virgin, call thy child. 

’wndfif her harp ceases, the < 
discovering Percy, wrappe 

^ jrtth &Z&fip* "■ ’&* starts. 

Grace keep 
Per. Feer~ jl 
Surround by h 





I, stretch'd B&MsRth] 

*£*'-.* -i 

m wohton ease, 
" the arch'd; 



it. 

l&ptings down, 


Hence ! 

Steal on the secrets qf la 
Thy very life may ^ntw 
Per. Sweet ladjvhear me* - \ 

El. Quit this place. ' * . 

Per . One word— \V‘ 

El. Heavens ! is the NeviUeVd&Ufl^tir , 
That grooms dispute hot chamber 7— HoJ 
Per. Nay then— / 

Brut, by my soul's eternal hope, I swear 

111. gratitude, in honor, but to say . :»'\±A 

Farewell, l came. 

El. How ? . £above, 

Per. No matter —when we meet again— 
Thou "It better know me. God be with' you 
lady. [ Takes his lamp , going. 

El. Nay, now, 1 know not. what thou 
. Per. Sweet saint, . . VV [meanest, 
[would have told thee. , ' fyf/ , 

El. Goeet thou from our service t , } - 
Per. Thus to interpret ! — Sooudr^fl , 

Guilt to a glowing Cherub; pensh ^ 
glance, 

Than sully, but in thought, thy pui^Vy ''.;? ^ 
El. If 1 have done injustic e 
Per. Speak 5 I pause. . 

El. What canst thou have to \ 

Per. Thanks, thanks unnumbereafr! ^ yj ^ & 
Blessings unspeakable for all thy ffivqie.: 
Shrined here— while life beats— wif 51 * 
tliey will dwell, 

Altho' thy beauty I behold no iridre. 

El. No more! 

Per. My heart is full— yet scarce 
Thou know’at, when! became *o inm 
f called myself nn orphan } desolate. ; 

In the wide earth alone. So far, thou heft 
A mournful truth; yet I deceived you. 

El. Ha! 

Deceived us, Arthur 7 *- 

Perl Arthur not my name : 

Norton I what I seem. 

El. Shield us ! Who art thou ? 
l *j* Per. Tho' in yourhalls a itaw 
I spring of mighty Xpieage. 

Blood* oli* 

Lea^ess 
Me thou 
Their 






t.f'st its dread 



SOO* ttl.J 


DRAMATIC. 


W 


hfr ttwA pb»> !(*&«(, fennA **»» ®7 

Ufa} in this solemn parting 
Lips that dire imprecate heaven's wrath on 
falsehood. 

Avenging thunders, hell, and penal judgment, 
My lips— eon frame a he? Believest thou 
this ? [tale- 

13 1 would not— cannot think it , but thiB 
Per. A moment, Elinor, consult your heart 
Have you not something seen, or fancied, in 
me, * [baseness 7 

That seemed ill coupled with this outward 
Arguing a mind above the hireling’s pitch. 

A nobler nature— as in some raewtd eagle 
That creeps, degraded, round a peasant a croft, 
Which proves the native ot the princely eyry 7 
Ll Ih * a ray like that— 

Per. Recal the time [told 

When first my face thou saw st , — the tale I 
Glance back to many a trivial circumstance 
Thit still belied me , startled thee, so oft, 

\nd made thee gaze with wildered eyes O, 
think. 

Think of that night when righteous Providence 
Rescued your honor — when the moon beheld 
Your death-like face, and loose lot ks on my 
breast j— 

W hen my roused spirit spoke — all else forgot — 
High as her bent, and tender as the hour 
r J hou dtfp’st, feel st truth in this Mark r do 
I, now, 

Fashion my speech in phrase of servitude 7 
Would the carle t> tuneless tongue prove f ilsc 
the boost [with princes , 

That courts have been my home , my walk 
My toil the Antique S iges’ loro , my sport, 
twining sweet roundelays foi 1 idles’ lyres, 
Who paid mo with the radiance of their eyes 7 
El Pray, leave me 

Pet O, forgive this lordhng pomp — [go, 
Vam pride — no more — thy heart believes I 
Go, Elinor, whero Destiny conducts me 
jCo be myself, or cost disguise, and life 
Together, off In rank thine equ il, pee* 

To Engluid’s proudest, powerful as thy siM, 
And crowned with old hereditary laurels, 
Arthur returns, or never more Ah 1 say, 

If Fate should smile— wilt thou smile too 7 — 
const thou, 

0, cd&st thou bid me rise— to life, to love, \ 
To poaadtse with thee 1 I 

M My heart— alas 

I ’m tpddy all my Maes seem bewildered 
Pet. May hope w silence construe 7 — 
Tongues more Mast’d, 

More used to ecstasy, might talk of mine ' 

Si Thou goest— But where 1 Upon what 
JPer. I cannot answer thee 7 {quest ? 
\ ^fiff is there danger t Qpogue 

j fflesu un me not, for chains are on my 
ftl choose some mere propitious sea- 


, P* N05 
fOae mystic hour 
Mark for the 

m Wliat T . 

|I fear, alas 1 I fear— — 
Per. For me 7 
I know not— 





Methinks I dream , so strange, so U « 
rh» tale When ends the myBteiy 7 nMp * 
1 thou when 7 [us*A 

Per My fortunes touch upon a speedy 
Nor had thy sympathy been vainly waked, 
Could I have torn my trembling heart away, 
That clung and would not leivo thee— leave 
thee here, 

Unconscious of my love— a rival’s prize— 
Never to be remembered moie , or deemed 
Senseless of virtues dearer to my soul 
Than breath can utter Falling, I could now 
G reet death with smiles the rapturous thought 
thou know'st 
My love, my hopes, and wilt remember me. 
Brightens the dark hour like a glimpse df 
Eden— 

Adieu ' dim glows the matin star— Bat heed ' 
If this be not a dream of ecstasy, 

A moment comes, is now upon tho wing, 
When, unexpected, I may ripe to claim 
My bride, and love —Then, shrink not to con- 
fess me, 

Tor every hope swings on that fated hour 
{Presses her hand hastily to hut ftps j ascends. 
The fixture closes qfter him ] 

El [/it a mid tone qf despair ] 

He ; b gone 1 for ever gone ' to bleed * to perish ’ 

I he noblest' bravest'— O' my bursting 
heart ' — 

What will become of me— • 

$52 Hadad and Tamar Hili housf 
The gat den of Absalom > house on Mount 
Zion near the palace, omrtookmg the nty 
Tamut sitting by a fountain 

Tam How aromatic evening grows ' The 
* flowers, 

And spicy shrubs exhale like onyeha ) 
Spikenard and henna emulate in sWeets 
Blest hour ' which He, who fashioned it so 
So softly glowing, so contemplative, [lair. 
Hath set, and sanctified to look on man 
And lo ' the smoke of evening sacrifice 
Ascends from out the tabernacle Heaven 
Accept the expiation, and forgive 
This day s oflences '—Hi ' the wonted strain 
Precursor of his coming ' — Whence can this— 
It seems to flow from some unearthly hand — 
Enter Hadad 

Had Docs he rateous Tamm view, m this 
Herself, or heaven 7 [clear fount, 

Tam Nay, Iladadi tell me whence 
Those sad, mysterious pounds 

Had What sounds, dear Pnncesa 1 
Tam Surely, thou know’st j and now I 
almost think 4 . 

Some spiritual creature sfoiMk 04 thee. 


IS 8 ELEGANT EXTRACT* [boo* in 

Had. | beard nqffiiftfll tjbt such as With pleasure, like & f&wtng spring of life. 
nttgeiMi ‘-’iMmV* Tam Our Prophet teaches so, till roan 

tip from the city ^fpiilqmt 1 fa h *de* , tebelU <1 [Heaven 

A blended ManmsWeetly h u n ionizing Had Mightv rotolbem * Had hr Resented 

With fleWtSfimtotr ^fealhci t d minstrelsy, \\ ith brings pow eriul, numberless, and argod* 
And Toteef^Eihe hills ful 

JTem The sounds Imnn strong is thr engine i> that rocks the world 

floating like, mournful inus»i« lound my head \\ hi n ill it pilliTs tumble , mwed the fins 
From tins* en lingers, Of onsi t w ith innilul it mg bolts 

Had \\h« n ? 1 >< tensive volhed from the throne , this, this 

Tam Now, is thou r unist II id l u n i« be llion wortliv of the n line, 

Had Tis but thy fine v w i ought Woitliy ol punislimi nt But w h it did mm ? 

To ecstasy t orflhi thv n i idsire h h irp I istel m ipple 1 ind the trigilr scene, 

Jlc sounding fiom lus tower it c vcntidi I dm ind niuoci ne t- and lmnnn bliss 

1 ve lmgtud to enjoy it olomn tones lie nee* n flown g strr un life emnt, hints, 

f I ill the broid moon tli it n s« o er Olive t < e h sti il sh ule s md innrmthinc flowers, 
Stood listening iu the /e nth, yi i hue \ mish , ind soirow toil ind pi in mdiUith, 
deemed C t( ne to him bv in cm t list in/ cuim 

\iols ind lit in nh vokis m weredlum Trm Ah' tilk not thus 

Tent But the «*c — Had Js this be nevohnet 7 — 

Had Wtir we m Mm J nnj,ht siy Niv loveliest thisi things sometimes tnubh 
The hui id ot tl t fount, or sc iu s v i c l % \ mph i ic , 

The godch s ot tl r-se sfndi rep it » d m thee I m 1 w is tutc re d in s Ini htcr filth 

And give thee silut itions but I tc ir Oui Smut sdt i c u h lurid f mnt md stri un 

JmUh would ( ill mo u lidi 1 1 1 Me sr Fore t u 1 mount on, ^hd ml lie k\ d« 11 

Tam How like tuy fuuy 1 W hi n tl cse j P« op 1 witl 1 ind chvimtic s the fiiends 
strains pc ©cede Of n n i j u miner ilhcd 

Thv vt \ is oft thej do I live to think | I > liu i bv mu ' vmpithn who seek 
S >me gentle In v* v ho ch lights m us 111 pi> c s in n ic linn with giv thoughts, 

Js hourin/ peu md w it i*> me ot th connn c, (nlw ill thin w vc s id t n 1 mi with their 
But tbrv xredir'T 111 c O » lie 1 tl s > | j 1 1 tl < 1 i vi 1st [ins 

Had ^ out! ful im 1° Ot il t\uir* 4 tie nu hisis ill 

At tine l to Sidneys m ike <, tl 1 u tein s \ i\j \ \\ ith in Id I c 1 1 v h nt ud un like radiance , 
Sy evcmi 's'dlirmii venu ' clinmccli vti Puv dug wuinn* v infinite rth 
Assigns ot re t aid pc c< , t*r w itcl 11 in \s pint d (slht body tul ic 11 hubs, 

< ill, I \nd lie lutcou few a 11 d 1 nucliy trdus 

T* e clo mg gitis the 1 run s 1 ic lli ti unp I 11 c , |eiveis r 

Annoi m liu the retumuiT n < \ tl j | \ii! I100I11 tcllir mil riuc tlnouji J 

Of sw uns the hie it the b 1 k tl n nil \V 1 n< c mu 1 1 ils 1 dicn nubile Ihnrlustpg, 

''■ciduic 1 11 lob to 1 d r ropir * s til flill I Jin Du 1 is Hieliel empty <lu ims 

* 1 P t ho v deli nu irr t c \ vi Had ilr c dc tics 

he 1 1 I 1 lie} im ie \ ith eli iful gentle utes 

Jit tc jl pon the fine} it tic 11 till . 1 II 1 I n h u t«ir It 11* 1 * p thfitr 

Jlau I f lie lous t o 1 c ml 1 h wcildit v.st sluncb [flmvnis 

Mtckld 1 wipe j his br w nd 1 It mats V\ i + l Nituic a bounl is lints md Ir jruit 

r I he 1 nrbfr, to tli p the v mglin m* » is c ot Not 111 f )un aoi} mount tli it ever c cks— 

Jlndsmtn mi si c pi < id tslcl tl < ir doc k - Turn ( 1st Cot itpi cli up n tl 1 h«,y 

ind It irk 1 ill 11 | pic sure sloe 

Wli t meri> s*-»ns llej stnl m>m Oh vit 1 Had Niv sweet —Un in,, ci|>el ill 

r I l»r j ir c t lite is still , the < ltv spf <ks Th t \ ituie prompts but rinetlv blis fuj lovi , 

In ge-ntle 1 1 irmms voices nun ( with lutes At ch ith th hippy fr*} 11 ui rnuden deems 
\\ ikM 111 the strict jmi ^irdens, loving He 1 minute ml flics into the lie Ids, 

pins ( >j / ne 11111 unhieut clouds 01 c rvht il brooks 

J ve the red west m om inc ther s irms , Vnj, dwtlls, 1 Deity, with those she .wo rship- 
And ml ure, bre filing e rw ind Ingrain, ped, 

yields Till time or fite, retnr» her m its cpur«e 

A glimpse ot happine s« which Ue who formed To pull once more tfie Cup ot human joy 
Earth and the st in» h d po\ e r to make. 1 am But thpp bftliev st not this 4 

t^ernil [pro uh the Friend Had I ihno^t wndi [mar, 

Tam Ah* Hadul, meanest thou to rt Pliou didst) ini 1 bav< feued, my gentle l*- 
W hcj give so jnuch, because he ^ ivc n >t all 1 1 hy 'pint is too tende r for l V iw 
Had Perfect lieajitvplohre me thinks hid \1uup11tctd m terrors coupled with 0 ietJ»n 4 ttr^ 
wiUtd Of in r flixtbU ind dreidtul Bot 3 Dgj > Y‘ 5 l 

Unceasing happiness, and price nnd joy , \\ lio«e word annihilates, whose, awAlfTOMy 

Filled the whole tun Verse of hum m he utb 1 Jiundors the doom erf patron*, w W# cflpf 




ibpy&w.'C 




if 


tthe deeps of Hell 

; W J/ * 

> Peace l impious* peace J 
- : Had, l Ha J says not Moses so 1 
l^eLordU jealous.' • , , ■•.. 

^o,. Jc^bus of our faith,, ’ ' ' + ’ S . 

4$i$ • pw ^^r^ippeaae/or alibis i^vere. . 
|inp^cibIetsC|a pot> edatrite matf : ' /; 

■ Jfatfek fou^adrhi&L &o. <■, . •/$’ V,* 

J$(td. B»> others h w, „*■* v5; ,;, 

If or&les t»,truel . , ‘ 4< 

.. . Taw. Little we know ' *v\ 

Of j and. nothing of their dire offence. . 
Hml. I meant not tp displease, love $ but 
myeout " v 'V .< ' 

$ 0 rnetimes>d volts, because T think tb^natuieJ 
Shudders at Mm and yonder bloody rites. 
H^.gdroaJ£ni;t when the world awakes td 

'Andl^ m^d gladness, and the jocund tide 
Bounds ia the veins of e very happy creature, 
Morning Misbftjred by a murdered victim, 
Whd^;. wasting members reek upon the air, 
PoilutjWJhe pure lit vnfemenii; the shades 
Of.o^tOficent of death*: td inpat* the ahripe 
O’er^feMwrcd by the htfy CbeHriftp i 
And wKor'o the c lotted! eurreut ftoatihe altar 
wth' Kedron, alUia it ayes rajpnfe. 
J%b ^ayy grieve theij^wXot. fcrmyself, 
these g^pmy thioge oppress 


¥Tam. /[hi 
Witness, ,Ucav| 
nest ! 1 

F ^ ,'HOd‘ ef‘ J m 

an^v neVe^d&s, *. , ^hfcts^&fo . 

" ig burns, , . . .. :jr ^ 0Ye ; adore, and praise tby ^v^snan^ 
Confess tjbepJLord of all . 

Wise, just, and merciful, vthey ^ * 

0 H«ifi!d, Hadad ! you^iteconstrtfetot^jk.v^- 

that u&urpsme— ; ti« for thepSV ■ 

1 grteve^rfor hopes that fade— lor your 'nttf 

And KPT- lost happiness, , , fsotak : 

. Had. O r say not so, ' .’ ' 

[Beloved princess. Why distrust my ftuth 1 *«* 
* Tam, Thou know’st, alas, my woahness j 


Ijmpwbioe. 

...w , 


I never; ‘never will bo thine, although ’ 

The feast, the blessing/ and the song were past, 
Though Absalom and j)avld called 1 tne tyrMr, 
Till su;e . thou ow a *1, with .trut^, * love 
■The- JLord Jehovah, . .' V ^ . *4 ><, Sincere, 
. \ Had. Leave ine i^rififear, be^r^ ■ - ,* 

t do believe-*! know that Beipgbyr , [ktioV 
Whom you adore. Abl, i 

Which Moses had i ^ .- • ~ , ■' 

•* Taw. Prhjco, n|a3tesplnjf haiito [Exit. 
Had Ui^\vi^c>ihy fetters if thou eanst,-^ 
■ Hd^ swefet.' • \> 

Tju witcii tW smiggling' r it allays. 

The beatihg tempest of my ftowes 

Like the’iiepemhe of Mys.mpi thmgb u*e. /' 



Her boaoul a a — 7 , _ „ . — D __ 

Ravishing glimpses, like sweet; *b 
Checkering Astarte'sjtatuo^ ^ 

- r# * - ' ‘ 



EJtfEGANT EXTRACTS 


POETICAL. 


BOOK TIIE FOURTH 

— QOfe— 

SENTIMENTAL, LYRICAL, AND LUDICROUS. 

CONSISTING OF 

ODES, SONNETS, NARRATIVES, fee* 


41 L* Allegro Mu roe, 

1 TENCH, loathed M# hnchoh , 

XT Of Cerberus indbUrkCbtAlidnipLttforn, 
In btyprfUi c&\ e forlorn, 1 un holy , 

■Mo £,1 Horrjd 'tapes, Did shrieks nd *1 lit* 
ltd out s«rtne uncouth 1 ell, [w ips 

Whe r e brooding darkness spre id » las jt iIuih 
A nd tile »igbt-ra< on wags , 

There, nadir ebon shades, and lo a -brow ’d 
locks, 

\* nc"ed va thy Ioeta, 

In dirk Ciramonah desert ever dwell 
But come, thou goddew, fc.r and free, 

In heav’n y dop’d Euphroyne, 

And by men heart-eauDg THitth, 

Wbua lovely Venus ai a birth, 

With two sister Graces more 
To ivy-crowned Hircliue bore 
Or whether (as s oroe s igo» sing) 

Tito Italic wind that breathes the spring, 
J&epbyi, with Aurora pitying. 

Ah be met her oned u-Maying, 

There on beds of violets blue. 

And fresh-blown loses wash'd « dew, 

Filled her wjtbthoe, a daughter foi t, 

60 kmmm, 1 ism s and debonair , 

hndg with thee 

*»S pmk% and wanton wtki, 

Nods, mtf* feks* ^ ^ - - 


aa hat# ** Wj^Wvki 
And love tofr v * « 

%a»$, that dertte 

And I ,rk»7Sai both hut aides. 


Come, and tr p »t up you go. 

On the light fantastic toe, * 

And in thy right hind lead with this 
Tlu mourn mi nymph, si eft Liberty! 
And, if l givo thee honor due, 

Vlirtb, ad out mo of tby new, 

To hvc With hci md five with thee, 

In uiecpnotod pleasures fisc , 

To be ir the lirk l*eg.n h*s flight, 

Ard Mn a ii g, bftrfle the doll night, 
Trout hie w itc h tow r m the skies, 

1111 vbe dapple dawn doth naS| 

Tien to come, in spite of aoraqpw. 

And at my window lad good-morrow, 
Through 1 he sweit-btw the sir$. 
Ch the twisted egrf&ntnte 
While the cock With lively din 
tostteis the rear $f dirknew thin, 

And to the staik, or the Wa door, 
stoutly stmts hts dames before ; 

Oft Iwt’mng hfrvf the hounds end 
Chpr rly rouse the gtUSLhtaug monk, 

Fr\ m the bide ttf tartto boar mil*. #* A , 
TL* ongh the high 

Ne tune w*lteqfc wftmZ3BFv 
By/nodge-rew #*/« HMM* 

tecs 4SK»a*H 

Wi *# •; 

The jcIM )A OlKMtW Urww*4fiaiv 
Wtyltrttff&MjiMii MSter *1 )»r 

And UV MMMB WS*A? M 

AM OUtWrtl 
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^ ',V - 

M 


"‘ (Vnaw|&&qure$ 

f UHie3»U)ffi«|; '.{. 

fa m?> y ?:rVV'-^ 

iptiSsi bafren breast* '. , , 

The. fobbing clfltHlsdooften rest | ^ 

Meadows trim, with' daisies pied, . ; ** . ' 

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide* "'* ’’ ■; 

Tow’rsnnd battlements it see*, 

Bosom’d high in tufted, trees, 

Where perhaps some beauty lies, 

The Cynosure of neighboring eyes. 

Hard by, a eottagercbiuindy smokes 
From betwixt two aged oaks, . . 

.Where Ccnydim and Tbyreia met, 

•Are at t hoi r savory dinner set 
Of teb»; and other country messes, < .,c 
Which the neat-handed PhylHs dressef 
And then .in haste her how'r she leaves^ ;„i \ , 
With.Thestylis to hind the sheav.es j 
Or, if the ektUer sea^h lead, , 

To thfc tannMhaycobfc in the meid. 
Shnieiitnes .with secure delight 
Tim jiptand hamlets Will invite., 

‘Wkcea thd merry bells ring round, 

Afoli lie Jocund gebeeka sound 
T^ jhnny a.ybuVh and many a maid, 
panchigi^'tho rltequer'd shorter } 

And old conic forth to play ^ , 

ffiye-long da/-ligi*l lkil ; Vt ».; ► ' ' 

| the spicy unt-browA ale, 
v Witb stories told uf many h feat, 

f to^Xairy Mab thc junkets oat ' t 
he pi nch'd nndtinlftl, she sail'd, \ - 


Ahd He by frftris hn-thbi'A led $ 

hpw thetkudging^obhq sweat, 
Sveafftflnacrcam-bawldulysetf ... ^ 

h^npiiVcmo night, ere 'glhop^hqf mono . 
(shadowy flkilhath thresh d tho bom,, 

^d^y^’rera coujdnot^^. *" Vi,'; 

sttetc^lut nji^jch^ey»s length; 5 



ypirengthi 


utt|e fire . _ 

'And crop-full qut of dob ra 
Kro the flrstcofck 

TJids done the fttafeXiufelnkt liey, creepy 

. 1', % . 




fTfeOn to the 
JfJonsonVlouritii 
Or swcctosi Shat 
Warble, his. native^ 

And ever against cat 
tfopmein soft Lydiah^^,. 
hftrrfod to immortal .versa?*? 

Such as the meeting soul may pj?e 
In notes with many a winding boat 
Of linked sweetness long drawn out, ^ V ,< ; ’; 
With ilrhplon heed, and giddy cunning,-* * r , - - .' 
The melting voice through mazes runumjj ^.V ‘ 
Untwisting all the chains that tie ,; £\ • 

The hidden soul of harmony \ 

That Orpheus 7 self may heaye his head 
From golden slumber on a bed - 
Of heap’d Klyriau flowers, and hear ,’ 

Such strains as would foivc won the ear , 

Of Pluto,* to have quite set free ' / ■* “ • ' - 
His balf-regniA’d Eiirydtce. ' * ' . > ; * *•; ■ • ■ 

These dcllghte, if thqtftsanst givej? N'.,:* _ ■ 
jUirfb, with thee I ftfwt I ivc. ^ ‘ *;■*'. \ ;v; ^ 


**V 




%kVthcn the lost , tii 

That wo must^h^mgo lbr Heav 7 n ? this mourn- 

fiflfjfoltf/;* 'S ■’ ,; ■ 

For , dcicytial llght T . He H up/sBince he 1 

What be ri^ht fchsj^ ' 

Whojrv ^iwon hath equaiJM r fbrcq hath made 
, r 'Biliirpmo ’ - -> ': . 

Above his equals. Fa rn w^ll appy . 
Where joy for, ever dwells . y aifijorrors., hail 
Infcrn il World, and thou profmmdeBt Ifcli 
Receive thy neW pnf 
"A mind not to be ch., 

The ipind is its oW j5, x _ r . . , , 

Uan make a heav r n of of Heaven,. 

What matter where* if ! fftill the sdnie,, '• 

Aud wte t should M.^ll but, l^ than he - 
Whom thunder hath v iba^ .g|ilgter ? Ilerc at 
- * least " .. : 


Herq for his pnv^ wiU .nbt drN ^^ce : 
Here Vv^ pfiay reigji secure, and>1ni 'ftfyrhoice.. ' 
To re M, k winy th ambitmn , tlwughin Hell * ,>. ; 
"" ‘ " ' :h. iivjlell ttiin servo in Hea^n. 

eletweiliCii our' faithful ^qftds, 

s aud Copartners of oar loss, 
ODish T d on th’ oblivious p(k>l, ; , ‘ f 
, (4f And oaUtfieiA flirt WshartJ with m tjiei^part ; 
^XJftiHia Uid^pjW v mansion, or ou^einorq* 

- rt ”"" -'*?&£ utity what ' " ‘ 


«Aass« 



m 


.&:[< j->;\ 

anui 


land 
rnicioua li 

tf/when Ac 

t 

^,.,,6^0 i Ms twills 

l temper, frimfy targe aptf rouhd* , , ’ 
tlA»c^j'iHjEi^r&d cireomteffc^ 

( the j?nod<*^hoge 

tte Tuscan artist views . 
top ofFesole, 5 f . 

W ‘ ^ Ad descry new lands ? :< 
;f|iVcrS'!W%6nX)tnifl$ on iier" spotty glebe. . - > 
^,i?>iflpe^t/-fe v eqa>i^ which jhe tallest pine, 
■Jja»^»n Ndrwegiah hills to be life mast 
Moffre great admiral were but ii wand, 
Hu^TiBvMth tO.toipport Hneasy atepa ' '/) 
Q?*X tlie; burning mdrfej-nbt, Wtelhose steps ' 

J " : ;> 4 l 4 d witb >=*- 

t on thW. beach 
OVtfot s^WHl, and, cal I’d 

y’r i ^scutidrld'^ 
^OiiojfVnrtn^d 
coast, wlstfee Wilma 

' ‘ . '£-\‘ ' 

chivalry, 

* *fets; hatred they pursued 
Ittbfihctt, who beheld - ^ 
*p ; theif floating <riiicassf» p*\ 
r ^--r — r jftijWsib :ao ’illicit bestrdwp^ 

the flood, " 

^/ndet* hideous chahgc.v 

He eaH^j&itftSd, thtttail the bed low deep''- ’. 


Tfln heads and ldeuiera' thithdr baatOj whorO 

! * ;-> X __ \J' t \ 1 {ipYm* 

v^u uv:»TOm;'i)- .(n^yffqir uiiujij- j TKflT gf ^^CCbmriinntoj godlike ^ ,pe$ arid 

SinQteWMjh s^’^^^fSaltfedwith Arc j{] ^tcCllqig^Utivin, pftneety {Thtobp&j 

SO ^id^id> tt' II na rbW hearth - • hlfea& ' nrivikrsi ’ l-l iat ifi/fat' Ji t Hfl&tfOr* Hut atv 



,wm 


■A*i 


Of loc^vwarping^bh 
That ti>r ttye TCalfu of 
Tike night, anddUrkeri'd* 

So numberless were those 
Hoverirignrt wing under t 
*Twixt upper; ahtbeY, and surrounding fireii £' 
Till, at njsbgnal fftofy tn* uplifted a$B*r f . . v ,/* 
Of their gre$t Sultan waving to direct * • ’: - 
Their course* in even balance do&ri the 
Oh the T — ^ ' 


A multitude,. likb. whteTt the populous | 

Pour'd oiover from hgf frozen iV&lig, $6 | 
rv*„™ *— 

Itbjr and* apj^it- 


._, j# or the Daiiaw* when 1 
^t#Hnie a dehigS'dit th.c & 

.ksnwb Oiby-aUar tb the Lybkp sanda. 1 
Fohhwitli lroiti evgry squadron and each bnnd 


.Xptfvjfbni jjttf iri HoStSeu aat on 

ibugh hf thcif names in" mv&B 

*- batincriai, hloUcd'^ut and'wwS > [how 
sir*" rebellion bdbke.W L i 'V . 

. J x-t . Lj ^ 1 lllJjfJ. ii. J' ■ it/* JPyjj"'' - '•j J .'„ 


[Nof lind they yet *tiwoflg tM sj 
Got them" new i " ^ 

bfyi 'V,.,- 

, Thrpngh God V r ihlgfi §uff *ranceJ |' -,-, . 

By falsiti^S And l£r& , v 

O f tn.ruikMdtlJ^ icottupted to 'WwiKBffiSiKiS 


T fhea^ir ( o ^ 6 y 

- . sbv? iot«,'f ^ ; : ; - f-:~ ■ ' .*?., •-/■■' -' ■• "■’• - 

If such astbnhd^ent^^his cah^xe 4 r 





%6N*mOSNTAL, LYRIC VL, 

alHhenJiUo 
lm« martial sound* 

M wMubti t#M&st host up sent 
% ^S1«A wW 9 concave, opd bcjond 
teign of Olios and old wight 
AH ip a momt at tjnoqgn the g! xtm wpr< *etn 
T< n thousand burners n*o into the ur 
W *th orient cold » wavjm j with (hem rose 
A foieit huge of spears , and ihi jugmg helms 
App^ir'd and «errj id shield* A thick irri) 

Ot depth aumMi imble anon the y move 
In perket pb din* t > th^ Dorian mood 
Of tints* and * oft ri < rtrdr n» * i$h im u » d 
To height of noble at temper 1 rroea old 
Awmng to boitlo j and 1 r m ad of int,e 

Df U)»crutt vdnr bn ithcl fym end unmoved. 

With drt id rtf do »th t j fb<dit or ! ui ictfcat j 
Not w intmg pew i to unti^ife and swage 
With * den * touch* tioubitd thut^btc, <t*ul 
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hi* face 
'4>*n4 care 
brows 
opnde 
•east 


Above them all _ „ 
fh. p stars of Uiuiuft . 
f* it on ms Tided c Wfc 
Of diuntlesa < mi igc, 

W utmg n vuigt cniel HI* 
feigns of r* mor x id piston *0- 
The fed iw& ct his cmw> the follavrtpf* Mfaer 
(l ir oilier onci buhtld m bliss) cundqttm'd 
I or < \er now to ha c tht u lot 1 i pam> * 
Wiliams ot s^nu n 1 fo f *ult uu nd 
Of Ifrwn and trom U^rn l spk adorn fliPte 
for his revolt >tf l irV il how they stood " 
rito»r gUaj wither'd w» whi n Heaven * fn§ 
HitU biathd the ftnvd oik*, oi nvmnfam 
pines (hire 

With ing d lop *k«i t f ltd/ growth ihxuih 
stand on tho bWtd l rain fh now |ie 
p it if [bend 

To call , w lieu at their doubled rank* tl < > 


cbn e [ptiu .1 1 < m wu g to \u»n md half iv osc 1 1 u rt utd 

Animun and do »l t and feat/ and <•* rr w and W jth all hi < p « r& attention held th' w mut< 
j^roni i irtrtjii oi mm irtil mu d*> 'I lm thev, ffirice 1 m * *sa> d mid thru t m spite of «*om 


Iheatf ms imped to a, with fired thought 
Alov d on mi idem c to euf pipxa thxi t htirmW 1 
llttir punful siejs oof the burnt *(jl, and 
new 

\d\ '•nr *d m euw the* stand o horiul iiont 
< If dread ul len^tli ahddw/hng mu> mtui« , c 
Of n irrum old w th oidt t d sf^ir m l *>hinld 
An ai ing Wh ti c on m uid their m hi i tn» 1 
llad toumpjwe % h* utrpu 0 h tht i-iued Ides 
Hirtg hfr oaprnem d tvr / vml oon u o erse 
Tfcb b II diou view i, their order doe, 
Thpir tis,/es urd *-t tuu , a i of <3ods , 

5 heir number lott he oumi And now hr* 

^strength 

Distend® with prid» amt hatdhtmg mi I 4 
trtonea tor m if - s oce ere ited in m 
Jlfc i sneh ctnhpd uf ft k t , v< n im d with these 
<Jnuld jneut more tbia tlu t ‘*m ill mtsntn 
Warred on b> einiws, thou h ill tho giartj 
hiood 

Of Vhlejtti with th htron \ ir 1 were join d 
That lougt % it Tl ebe* and If 11 a, on t *<1» rle 
WiaVl with auxd&r tsuds > urn whai ic^oumls 
In fithh‘ or dnptttct of l T thei^ hou, 

HHdrr >tfb Wrtthjh and Atuidrie jkn^hu ? 

And all Wrho «mo, baptis'd or udhiol, 
^sptamoot of Mootalban, 
jtfaroci a , or Ttfebiaond, 

Ur sent fam AftaAtf ol«wrp, 


When Cfetrkmuii* witbi 


tfv jVuntan 
Thhit 


Fhnolhr# 



eeisge, icll 
ypnd 


i\ prowUSa, yet dbuervM 


ttKSSSS^ 

Alt Hat original bugb&a 



1 1 ir> sui h ui ftmteU weep, hui*t fbith at 1 i»t 
Woid*, interwi \t with foimd out tho 1 

waj 

O ui} ri wla of mi'aorUl >pi rd « 1 O pew< r« 
JVIatthlrsv but with th Vhngbly and that 
atrde 

Was not inglonona iliouuh ti ovepi wa& fiie, 
\st>tspUi< teetibei m this uitc i.hanff* 

H it r ul to niter but who! dqo'i il rau d 
f ue'cei’V 11 pr s gini fro» the di^tfh 
OI knoi It 1 1 pad 01 present, coaid ha\o 
U xr d, 

1 foil sue unite d ton c of Had 1 * UoW su< h 
\s frto d h 1 1 tottld evil know upnl t * 

IVn w 1 0 c ui \et li in u , the j h aftti loss, 

T lull ill th* <0 puissant koma i, whoso eide 
fl th e nptu « 11* av'n, ^bjll itu Ip to ibcend, 
sUi raisea, md n po** *s thnr natne seit * 

I or im oe w tness ill tl « 1 osi vf Hi \\<n. 

It ct tinsels Aifb u nt or dvfjji > honb d 
B) me hive Iwt oai iiipea flat lit. ulo 
reif ns # 

Monarch nt flew hi t»U then a 1 one k uro 
Sit on his thionc, upheld by old upnte, 

< onsent or custom »nd hw regal atd* |r oif d> 
Put lorth At full , but sldl 'is, vt length <ert- 
Wfivh tc mpted our attexnp 4 , and wrought our 
i«(l C^n» 

[>lonee^Ktb Ins mi fht we %» on m 1 ku m my 
^0 is hot eith< r to provoke, ar dtt id 
New war, pm\ ok <1 , utu bettor part rein uiu 
To woik m close deavgu, I y U »ud o* gwio 


h$ above tlio re at What force ted not 7 that lie no less 

i mplant, J At Icngi h Aom ua may find, who o\ei vmwes 

had not yet l tm Bv ffcww, h ith ovou w»»o but h^ff |u> ?* Info 
l Bpaof may piodnci «n worlds , wheieot m 
and tV 'I Tl w iVPnt a faht& rn 'n, tht*. «e ere long 
he sab ^ew *fait6n led to rre^o A uwl thvmn pUu* 
hlr y A geneiation, whogi m ehiui e leg wd 

Should lavw equal to tb**>/» of Huav'e. 

1 Tlutber^hW^ptr^mper^ 

_ of r ktege pur foot *riip*«Hu flotw h fjfahfof# 

®%W> P“ *w, 





Celestial 
Long « 

Full 

For \*W 
en et 




l^ i poaoo is despot 
^^pi^iou 1 ‘W9X v i$6& J 
Open or’&^vhpdimu^ be rcaolvM. ''!$*£** 
Ms MSto, t;jftSul to confirm his vfowfiii ^t. 
; t :'^eV ../ - > ; .‘ \ - [thighs 

, ‘* i |£fc of , flaming Mbrcte, drawn from the 
jlrty , <J hey ubiiri } the sudden hlai£ * 

, , Upd illft trtin >d HfeiV '. highly the^tagM 
V 'av»rt the IlighWt/apid fierce with grasped 
: [»»** 
Cl^styd ,on-theic .sounding, shields the din of 
toward the vault of Heav’n. 

,Lp ^ / ^’4/ Pandemonium. Mir/rox 

• stood a hill cot tar, whose grisly lopj 
Botch'd fire and rolling smoke ; the rest entire 
Shone with a glossy scurf* undoubted sign 
That iii his womb was hid metallic ore, 

The Vbrfc.of sulphur, thither wing’d with 
' * ;vpeed r> v \ . 

A numerous bfr^id«fiwiste«‘d t us. when bsug*I 
Of plpneOtH, witk^pado end pick-axe arm’d, 
Forerun the royal cqunpi, to trench a field) 
pr ctUt a rampart, v' bt^noalod fhemon, , 
Marumon/ tKe least erected spa^i thiit tell 
,Fren* tiekvfr)* for or*4 Ui W^vVlrfeliUOitaand 

- . tboitj^i *-:V •;■ ./\ '> f 

/Were uiwayfcdevow^rdbent, admiring more 
I’he^ieheaef Heay/n^ pavement, trodden gold, 
Than arighfdmue^ or holy else enjoy’d 
In vi'sion bealiifie;. by, him first 
Men*alSoi'3Ad by his suggestion taught, 
flanaacVd the, centre, and with impious hands. 

bosa^lsof their mother Earth . 

For better hid. Somi had his crew 

Open'd #hW the hill a spacious wound, 

And digged ogt ribs of gold. Let none admire 
That riches grow in Hell ; that soil may best 
Deserve the. precious bane. And here let, 
those \,-U .* - 1 . poll 

Who b»jast.: icjJ mdjftab tJirhgs, and wond f ring 
. Of ilabel, and the works of Mempldau kings, 

A #1 st&jhgth' and art ar^easily but-done 
;B^spVrit»Ttprobate, andin {fn.bbur 
. .Whatin an'age they w»th inccwjtni toil, , , ^ 

. AMjbaude limiiniHBTshle searee perfmWt 
ffisfi on the plain in many cells pt^s^d^ 

• That under nea^ih fid veins ofliqtf&Aft;': 
Juic’d Xrysn the lake* a secoM hmltitude 
.With wondrOng .artfounded the massy etc, 

■ fley<iJ^ ^^ l^u<l, aiid sca^’d the bullion 

" • ■' . f ; V. ■ * '' *./' - 1 \*? t . f - \ 

^adiotgiM Witfua#&|£jpnd 
% 'flip JM »4 froip.tbd boUp“- 
rlWro&ft&e hfttttfe venue eash bril 


tih ct m-hA00 


ifawame ^ynyanceyfilt'd c^h kilmbimtihi 

,A# In .■ v '!-: 

-ftVr in»W^ vuirtliM*' '. ikfl '-dnutatUtf&El! 

1 

-.-3 



■" -' U ?£> : V - »wf 

Were #Aj and Dor^v 

r ' With gtShstt' 

.Cornice (it i>i<? 

The roof was frctlod'^ld^’ 3\ot 
Pfor great Alcai^o Suciv uo.^nifioc.fici*- v x& 
Kqualfd in all their to enshvmc v: '., 

TSclos or ISei-apis .theicgpds,. or . 

Their kings, when Egypt with Assyria strove ‘ 
Tu wealth und luxury, ;Th ? ascending' pile 
S tood fix’d her stately height, and Haight the 
doors ' * . , ( > i\\* 

Opening their braien, folds, dircoyer wide '' ’’ 
Within her ample spaces oW thq dmoqth 
And level pavement from the grebed ropf »- , 
Pendent by subtie niagie, wany ^ jpriw. *■ ■ s . • 
Of sUrry lamps and Mpaipg cressets, fed V; : : 
With Naphths^ and Asphalt u^ vieided light, - 
As ftom a sky. Thc ; hasty multitude . 
Admiring enter'd, and the work soUie praise/ 
And some the Architect s his hand was Juiowm 
fa Heav H by many. a.X°^' erft d structure high, 
Where ecepter’d held their retldeace, 
And sat ;as-jhii\ccs ; w r H‘>ui the supreme. Kii*g 
Exalted to. such po w^ry and gave to rulb, /' 
l^ich in his hierarch» t/ie ord^JhriglSfe-' ^ \ 
«« ;wasi iiis mine unheard or upidj^d - ;:^’ • 
In ancient Greece j and in Absohi^n'hud/ 
Men call’d him Mvdcibdri fldjF Jw-fe# . ' . 

From Heavja they Added, 
x Jove *'. . ■ v^-’- ■•; ■ 

r 3heer o’er the crystal halt temeii^p ifwmymom 
To noon he fell, frdra upon to dcWy.^i^v. - , , :<; 
A uuiimiCr'sday^ ayd With the fcttii 
Vropt from the 


On Lcmnds tli’yEgean isle i .thus Ihey^Ola^ 1 ' 
Erring; tbr he' W'ith this rebellious’ jront *\ /f 
Fell long before ; not' ^ught . avail'd him 
f F havO built in Heair’n high t^w^s y nor dij 
. lie 'aoape ;. y * - ; ‘ ‘ *?Y/ fiff 

By all hia engines, but was headlong sent/ 
With his mda^trious crew^ toiuild In %lt^A 

^ 5. f Adrlrm fa Light', 'Ififtftb'k* 

Hail holy Light, spring qiP HeavV^t; 

Or of tld otor/vvl coctctoal > • -> £l*w^>- 

** - - • " 



dt from eternity) dwelt thehf iitlheo; w 
oflluehce ofbtigld e&eeoce 
Whear^t>>hott rath^ 
f Whose. 


? Belbrethc^^^.' 


. „ 

Heforo the 
Of Cod, as ^vjib 

Tjhp risi ngAVOtM ^ ^ 

\Vm i fronvthc ^<pd w|fe % $$$£& % 

t}^-:|t^SMp^.tliobeh long'det^w 

• ' W ? 
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^taliawp t bat thm* ^ 

fetetel 




|e h^th queiidh-d their* Me sotne infcrior An; 


% ttt 0 ®C 6 

Met then t 


?> ....,, Than, happy.; no 

W^ galfnsion veil'd'. Yefbot the more *\ Ambition; Yet, why fccfwer 
CttoO&t if) wandbrwhere the Muses hatiiit, ks great might have aspir*^^i£&^ though 
Clear spring, or sh^dygtove, orsunny hill, mean, ’ "*pV\ ' 

Smit with the love of sacred song ; but chief Drawn to his mrt 5 but other poufrfl 

mi _ ; Jet** .. . ft « .. . .1 . i_ is.ii l. ■ ... 1 1- 1' » • 


So wert?:i : bipiall ? d with them in renown, 
J&indThamyria and blind Masonidcs, 

' And Tiresias and Phineua, prophets old : 
Then fated on thoughts, that voluntary move 
ffunpomous numbers, as the. wakeful bird :/* 


Thou hadst J whom hast thou then /or whatyV^ 
But HeavVs Free love dealt equally to all! 

13 c then hia love accurs’d, since love or hate, * 
To me alike, it deals eternal woe. 

May curs’d be' thou ; s»oee against his thy wilt 


Butcloud instead, and eyef-duringfdark - 2 Tb which the foil 1 euflhr sdjains trHeavhi. , 
Surrounds me, from the' cheerful Ways of men O then at last relent ; is: thereto place 
Cnt ofF, and for the bookof Knowledge fair J Left for i^pentancc^nohe for pardon left ?</" 
Presented with a universal blank f- ’ Nohp'hrft but, by w&t^iSaiwi ; and that ^ord \ 
04 Maturo , s 'nrorks to jneexpun^dond rais’d, ^ # 1 / dtcad o/»hame •■ 

Ahd wisdwft'at one entrance quite shut out. Amongi^^p^t* bendath , whom I sauc’d 

So inuch therathcr thou 1 , celestial Light With otfap ptomwea ahdothe* VtaU - * 

jWr-. 1 i* .V* '■■-■. 1 « x , I . * _x . .1 M * ... rh( - * •». '.LJ - 


disperse, that 2 may see and »ll . Under what torments inwardly 
v :^thfngs- invisible to: mortal eight. . ” While they adore me ou the throttle? hell, * 

'i ... 4 , With diadem and sceptre bighadvtaC'd, 

fvffa ;&>tan** JMAn** ta the Mi^Torr. *jq* lower Btm 1 ^ : y 

%-?O*TH' 0 U tlwtt with sunutssi ag^Iary crown’d', In misery; such joy, ambition finds. \ V - ;'r 


:Hldds thdir dmtfmWd heads; to tfoeTcoU, s [Would height recai high thought^ bow soon 
Bptwjth^ voice, and add thyname, unsay * J '-■ 

O Sun, tb toil thee how I bate thy beams, What feign'd submission kwore t -ease would 
TkU bring 46 my remembrance from what recant^ ' • 

1 \ f .*. v Vows madb hi pain, as violeofcaitd void. 

ib^.,% «pWj . Forever cab. time recbncScmeut 


[■fmft ptide hid worse ambition, threw me ft 
Wp^^ln HBov'n agajmftlleav'n’s mute] 


Whertr wounds of deadly hate have ^erc*d io : 
, ■ <feep; ' ■*/■''• ' ■ 

7 Which would but lead me to a worse relapse 






lyvhatl w'as 
ftd With his good 


wrltbffenbi sait>n bought with double smart. 
This Jtnbws biy punisher ; therefore as for , 


LWroughtbat 


Sigb^( ..|^ ^ewoll hope, and .with hope fatrefv^j, 


rejuorse : a 31 good* <0 the is le 





tots 


n 


So on 

's.'-£S- 

N©w rooiosurfc A 

As 

Of % ^vhofi^ hairy aidfcfcf.' ,£ r '! 

With &Jeta£ uve^^y grotesque nndVw 
ACE^deuy’diaiwl oyfer-heftd up grew v-x . 
Stable height of h^restahude * : ' ; <j£ . . 
r audptric, nndArj arid brauehtn^p'dm 
Sylvan «$hne'$ and a» the rauk&ascend, 
^iftde aWosbade,. ftwwdYthbatrc . -< , 

jiOf^tateVpsit Vfcw. ' - IPigrt bigger thfth their tops 
'*^W verd ? M»tt«;waH of Par adike up Sprung r 
* WMty \&<jnr general sire gave prospect lar^e 

S ohmlftethe* empire 'ncigKbMjig tintiid. 

4 hifibor than t Jwi wajl a circiidg row ; : ' ( 
goodltt^t trees, leaden with fairest fhiit£ '£ 
VtlosstnAa and fruits ut'once of golden brio/ r 
Appaar%yt ' th gay ehutnel’d colors mix’d .: < 

On whieifdhe suu jtfdraglftd impress'd hi* 

' ■ ; *%*mt \ ; * ** - ' .' ' . ^ ‘M 

Thgto ta fair ovcnlng ^To\id ; or htuflud bowA/'^ 

r=' .«•. _*■ 1 «'l .Llijfcj* _ ^i_Ll - _ * ifc.. 






. seem’d 

Tltfkfchmdskjp • and mtfn£ *0># purer # r ;' 
*pproaeh> aidfotho 

Vem&Sty$( ana Jo^.AWe to Atfv<i .VV?^ 
AH sadii€eA,het despair i 
Fanning their edo.ri^fops whig*, dispose 
Native perfumes, and whisper *vl*e»ee they 

Js^n 

^Thpse;M)ldy As ttherift o thorn Ai®! 

lAi j ““ Jf ^ Hope, and now Are. past '-' 


fj™ seanorth-csst' whirls blow 
shore 

r -,~ v — such delay *' 

Well plca^d th^Akmk their course, *>iid 
- maflyaleague, ' (smiles; 

Cheer'd with the 'grateful araeH, old Ocean 

4 & Evty^c&jjtot qf herself* Milton, J 


To xth 


jt® replied J. O thou for j 

whoM : iSS&f'f^V , ■• - :*.V, ' ■'■ *- 

And from' whom! ww forjaM, fiesh;of thy flesh, 
And without whom am to uo end, fny guid6 '* 
Ai’id lioadjk what theft/ harf said hr just ttfid 
For wqTto Jdm 1 indeed all, praised oWe,.' [rightt, 
.And daily thanks j I chiefly, whoenjoy ' J ; >:r| 
So Wr the happier' Itd/ftnjoring , .* ^ 

'^re -emi nent by so much odds, whi^tlwlt^ - . 
'i,iko>qonson to thyself can$t no whetfe did. 
Thai rhsy< I oft remember, when from Sleep r- 
Ifct' aw;ah^ aiid f^undiny^lC repost 

^^Btd^on dow’rs,. much wond^g 

Aaid'lS^^^' waH J- whence thUh^^^^ 
-ftw'lhc w i nu»rmVbig._ 

'flCyraWHw 

Into. iv Imhu^nlilh/iheSiM nmnov^d ; ^ «£\' 



.. sIi^^w&Ikwi ihd^S 
lk>dtrig;toio«k^^ 

Jt started back. j. but r 
.Pleased it . return’d ;A* — 
looks. ■. . , .:, 1 / > v 
Of sympathy and Jove j thewrl Js^d * f 

Mine cyp$ till how, md pbi’d ^Hh vaih desire, 
Had. not n vcico thus vfcjfrd'd*^ / thon 

nv&r ;>* ; , ,r y '/i-vjt’i; 

;'What thejf© thou sceet, fhJrprontut^^lp'$e! f| 
With then it ^wune and godtfi .btrti|^^v Jhni;' ; 
And I will Jbnng ihfeft w.Jret^ tio slftwdPfif waye 
Thy comfftg'atid thy;aoft emfavwMr^lE*^;; ‘ 
Whose imago thovt art;^ him thw ^h^t 
fr^c pare Wy thiue 5 to him ohait.tg-ftr' » ' ; Vi.v^- 
Muhftudese like thyself and tHepco.' 

’* Tljk Ber of human race,; Whafcoukll &Or;?* 

ftrl)[bw. etr^ ittvis^ly thus fed? ' '^K; : 

I espied thce/ frir Itwleed stniltaU> 

... Aiio. i-i.. i-.i. ‘ .-■ 


Unde r a 


[Utlofeft &tP) ; 



Hit finals his bono j Wgive thee'p. „ Vf f . 

VOot of my Bid^ to thee; ^ ;' ? ;? 
Substsintia'l Ufc* to^hav^tlwe teg^aidir >f 4 t 
Henceforth £u fe^lnedW^I// "* ‘V* 

Pattofpiy kouli ife$k t|me r ^AiS^daim 1 
My -other- half 5 with, that, thy gentle tittgtk'. \ 
SeiiM minej lyiehied,uud fitart.tha^®|oe 
How beauty i«ro^cc^d by 
And Wificloni, wh’mh alboe ia-trtdy 
; Jjd spoke our generahumther^siHb^iti^A^ 
Of conjugal attractiQUiiore^ox’d, ^ - * '^fp- 
And meek aorrcndiT, half^ swoi^iHg'Jegn^- ■§ 
On our first firthcr) i|falfher Sivelli 
Naked met hit? ondcf lb^ tlotvipg g 
u Of her lodgk tresses Vid r'hO'iAd^li 
M [Hoth pflior be&uty and >ub^^W-Gwme.7^ 
ShjilM with superior love, as depiiiCr .c-p-jg 
On 4 uiJo tsrodea^ when he hnprugnn tho i 

r»ii . .. xi ._% « »k . ^ j-* _ l h Ll- 


ThataUedAiuy dow%^,etnip . 

Li nc»Lrai^i' frof >i ‘swhsdftatil^^ 
-on>hAfimve^ 


Imy jwfftat^wl 
SodndryMi undp^ 
Strait toward H< 

1 vAurn’d^^ A >S 

And gaiy a^*"- 









f 

lipfo 
it/ 

okfrom wlmtpatrsp, 

£.try% apd forthwith 

d> aadreadily ooti|d nafrte * j 
/I'ho^ San^ said I, to light, 
fresh and gay] 




Transgressed, inevital 
hVom that day morfc*l h _ 
#b<dV lose, expellM from 
0{ wpo and sorrow, 


Hogairutd. Miltots. 

*Tt* >y|iOm the Fiend with fear ab 
|Bo not ^aom offended, Son of.God, 
Tlioughfidas of God both angejs arc and meflj*;' 
If I to try whether in higher sort ■ ' 

Than these thou bear’st that idle, have pro.- * 
WTiat.bpth from meu and angels I rtcti ve,' 
Tetrarcha offire, aif, flood, and on earth '* 
Rations besides from ail the qtf alter’d. svjjhU, .' 

_ v . r , . . 4 God of this, world invok’d and world boneaOt y 

tVjhilo ttei 1 gall'd, and stray’d, I kn^W- h^|#ho then thou art, whoso coming is foretold, ' 

' ■ ./ whether, - ' , ' ' $g fetal. hie it most concerns. * 


ytftApui 

,-A^yeth^ ftye and iftoya, fair creatures tell* 
felt if ye gtftfr; how come 1 thus, how here j 
Nqtof myself>% soiaegrqat Maker then,* 
in power prominent ; : 
ttfe tipv I may know him, hoifr adore # ^ - 
h&e that thu<* f move and Uved 
ytiS feel that J am happier than, I know. ’. :r vjp 


wnwner, - 

From where I .first drew fcr* and first beheld*;/ 
This happy light, whon jttwwer jD^r ~ ■~* 4 ' J 


rThp trietl hath Huhunagd thee no wxty f 
iRathertfrore .honor left en d morccstefemT , ■ s 
noaght sdvaiifeg’*!' nusfcitig wtot'iuim’d, ’ 
iTherefere Jet pass, ns they affe trfy'eUSr ??* ^ 


uiittfcpWed; though I thougw 
l t^a'w^^sSiiig to informer state " 1 I 
rn&f^btat lUthwiffi to dissolve. : 

Whjod suddf#y stood at fnyhead adreanv 
'Whose Ipwai^ apparition gently mov’d 
My r j^>t^feheVC I.jct Jtad beings (divine, 
-And_^^'';Qne- qani% mfthought of shape 
An^f^|gihy;nianwon waiusrithee, Adam, rise, 
' pot men ijmurni^ahle ^rdai0 r d-' 

_ fr/caU r dbythe^ 1 eojim thy guide 
._ ^ , hgtttden pf bttm, uty seat prepar'd,, 
theB$»d he took .me nu$'d) 
ftek&ji and waters, as mm ‘ - ‘ ■- 
‘ b aiidin^ withbat step/ fast led did up 

dyiwouHtain, whose high top was plain; 
ait wide) bpWcf with gOodti&t trees 
-A, w^tjk wSfllfr, and bowers* t^af what I 
’"\u*yi'- vi r ;;^ ' ’. ■ (tree 

A % befotq keftree pleas»n% s^«n r d. Each 
k wtth to^irfnnt tW hvmgtoih^ iey « 


fj® 


Ite 


m 

H®s ! 4*sr* 

• Mt»N WX, begun 
(ino^ heJimo-WJis iny .guide 

|%Hhawe,^‘ 
•m^hu sought- st 



T'irgA - jfi^u n 4 j£nC0^ and with soft oppressioh seii’df Tbp Kingd o*us of this world y l shy U nd mem* 
MVdthih&i*! n^ntiA ii *«irn«Wp.t’l-i thontrh tlHnjrrhtf Advise thee \ gain them ns thou oanst., or ftot. 

Atldthpu l|iyaelf sce^si otherwise h^lin’d .V' 
Than tq,a.we«idly to^ri^ addif^.d moro . v%j. 
To con|ernpiatipn and profound depute,- : - 
As hy thei edrly action may be. ,iudg?tV, , , \ * 
When siipjwug JVoiti thy JB0ther > 3 eye thou - 

: . - ,> ■ 

Alone inioitbc temple ; there trust found 
Among thq gravest Babbies disputant 
[On points and questions fitting, 

Teaching, not Uvgbt 5 tho ohildbowi .shows ., 
the man/ 

;A* morning efcows- tho <|^ t/ ; Bc femou* the^;- 
rBy wisdom 5 as thy cnfoirekjuu&t exteiul; , v \ 
I^S let extend thy nuhdVe'r all tho world 
fn-kaqwledgc, all thinm* jn it comprelieiid : 

‘Aft knowledge is not cpuch’d in Alosea' J-m% 
The Pentatquch, or‘ what the ffophots wrote 5 
Theiftontiles also know, aad^#»,,aAd t*Saeh 
Tb admiratipn/ led by Nature's light’; [mse, 
A'ad with, the Gcnfllw much thou pmst con- 
, _,'d hnd femadlBhling them by per suasion as tfeou mjug&Q - t 
the dreairi ^piflthoirt thqir learning, how WiJt tlioh with ' 

*kem> * 1 ' ■ ' 

’ ' "’" .thee hold conversation meet? ' 

_ $x reason with theiu, how rofuie 
Their traditions, paradoxes 1 

Error by his own arms is best evinced, 4 ' 
l^pok once more> ere we leatte this secular : 
i?. J -mouat, ' , • "‘-v , ; v 

Westward^much nearer by soutlfw^st, hiehol^ 
Wte^ on the ASgean shore a :.j ; r 

fer^Utlrt * pure tho air, and light ■*? 

l ' •' ' ' ' ■'"" K ' ^&sh»^the. eye of Gmepe, nwrther of ari#^:Q^ 

SiA eloquence; nathm. tsOfamdus wits , 

reefed ' j ‘A . . 

$&**$&}* 




hospitabfe, mi 
r - sabu^oh, 


ST EXTRACTS 


. . ffith iM 
roft invites / : - *** 


There flowery hill 
Of bees* induxtrioUt*/ w , 

To studious mfM^lpfereilliestis rolls [vie'w 
His i within the waits then 

The ^ohdblitWwiotit gages.; his who breft 
Great J^le^mejr to subdue the world, v v* - 
Lyceumtore.and pointed St oa next ; , l'-. 
Thcro fhalt thou hear, and learn the secret 
’« viewer 

Of kijtawmy in tones and. numbers hit , v 
ftr'Wce or hand, and various -rawisured verse, 
iEoban charms and Dorian lyric odea, [sung, 
,And his ..who gave them breath, but higher 
falind Metesigenes, thence Homer call'd, 

Whose poem Phtebus challeng’d for his own. 
Thence What the lofty grave tragedians taught 
In Chorus or Iambic /te.ieherr best 
jDf moral prudence, with delight receiv’d 
In brief sententious, precepts, while they .treat 
Offute, and clrancc, and change in human life y 
High actions, and high passions best describ- 
Theoco to the famous orators repair, [ing : 
Those ancient, whose resistless eloquence 
Wielded al will that fierce democrat!©. 

Shook fch’ arsenal, and fuiinin'd over Greece, 

To Macedon and Artaxerxes’ tliroue : 

To sage philosophy next lend thine ear, \ ] 

F>om Heav'n descended to the low-rooft house] 
Of Soerates ; see there his tenement, 

Whom well inspir'd the oracle pronounc’d 
Wisest of men j from whose mouth j^ued 
forth 

Mellifluous streams that water’d all the schools 
Of Academies old and new, with those 
$Hrnarn*d Peripatetics, and the sect 
'Epicurean, and the Stoic severe ; 

.Tines© here revolve, or, as thou Hk'sf, at home. 
Till thno mature thee to a kingdom’s weight} 
These rules will render tl«« a king complete 
'Within thyself, much more with empire join'd. 

$ 11. Courage. derived to Virtue from TYusf 
in providence. Mu. to 5. 

This way the noise was, if mine ear be true, 

My be# guide now 5 mothought it was the 
Of riot and ill-managed momnWHU, k ' ’ [sound 
Such us the jocund flute, or gamesome pipe ■ 
Stirs up' among the lot we un letter'd lands, 
When - fer their teeming flocks, and gr&ngcifK 

. fun, . * ‘ / 4 pS|4' 

la ttonton dance they praise the bj^at&waf 
And thank the Clods' a inns. I loth 

To meet the rudeness ami swill’d iftf&dence 
Of such late wassaiiersj yet ob, where else . 
felhall I inform my unacquainted feet 
Jh the blind mazes, of this tangled wood ? * 
btatfspn, when' they saw me wearieef out 
WHklhtelOhi* way, resolving here to ^ 
TJjKfejrtke spreading favor of those pi 
Steps, as they said, tgrthc next threw 
,n *J cOflli .> > ■ 

^ m4n, 

' ' im 



But wh^re they we,;i 
. baek,, • - 

Is now the labor offljyt 
They had engag'd thefirv 
far, ■- f 

And envious darkness, ere they c6 
Had stole them from roe; else, O thievish 
night, ■ ’ 

Why won Id st thou, but for some felonious end, 
In thy dark lanterh thus close up tlio stars, 
That nature hung in Heav’n, and fill'd their 
With everlasting oil, to give duo light [lamps 
To the mielod and lonely traveller ? C 
This is the place, as wcU as I . may guess, 1 
Whence even npw the tuniult of loud ntfrih 
] Was rife and perfect in my list'mug ear ; ^ 

‘ y^t . nought but single darkness do I find; 
What might this he ? A thousand fantasies 
Begin to throng into my memory, [dire. 
Of. calling shapes, '.and beck’ning shadow* 
And airy tongues* that syllable inen’s names . 
On sands, and shores > and desert wildernesses. 
These thoughts may startle well, hut ' ndt. 
.*■ , astound ' . *y'/; ' f 

The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended ’ 
By a strong siding champion* Conscience. ,- 

0 welcome pure *ey 'dfaith , wfiite-hahdcd hope, 
Thou hovering angel, girt with golden wings. 
And thou, uublermsh’d form ofcha^ity j , ' 

1 see ye visibly, and now belie*& [things, ill 
That, lie, the Supreme Good, whom all- 
Are but as slavish officers ofVeiigeajj ' 

Would send a glisfring guardian) if ^ 

To keep my life end honor una#saU^f>?/ .$ 
Wns t deceiv'd, or did a sable cloud ■’ -■ Y-iV 
Turn forth her stiver lining on the nigKt T$ y 

I did not' err ; there does a sable cloud ,\7 . 

Tuva. forth her silver fining bn the night/ > ;)■ 
And casts a gleam oyer this tuftedgrove; |5 
I cannot halloo to toy' brothers, but ' v* \ J| 
Such noise ns 1 can make to be heard: farthtet" 
l ! ll venture ; for my ncW enliven'd Spirit / 1 
Prompt ro« ; and they perlisp& aro ndt fttr pfF, 

• soNo- '*'*£*!* 

Sweet Echo, sweetest nymj F , T _„ r _ 

: . ^ ; WfibiilhV aiVy iMjJ - 

By riow.'Meandor’a xnargOot greeny .? * 
: Akd in Dip violet embroider'd Val®, ' 

?%:' .Where thrWerbofu nightingald^4 <v 
.^jghiiy to the© her sad smig mourii^th tr" 
NJanst thou not- t^l: me of a geot3fe|Ri* ^ 

* ■ . That fikeit W l^arc-issua afi 

• O ifthbu haye *. } ' -v 

' Uid.thoftif^i>me fo*’r0 

And; ' * 





TAt, iVltICAL, AND j 


,_j&t!pon tlftrjfrifega J 
ijfoffly vaulted night, 
ifftliorav^u doWn 
r ..... rdf. I have ofthcard 

^ <?irce, wiehtho Sireiis three, .. 
Amidst the fidW’ry-kirtled Naiades ■ - 

Cubing their potent herbs, and baleful drugs, 
Who, ‘as they sung, would take the prison’d 
And lap it in Elysium $ Beylin wept, [s«ml, 

And Chid' bet barking -Waves into Attention; 
And- fell Cfaarybdis murmur'd soft applause *. 
Vet they incensing sinmher lull’d the sense,; 
And ia^WCetniacUesti robb’d it of itself ' 
Uttt moh a sacred and liomo-fch delight, 

ISqch sober certainty of wakthg bliss, 

'I never heard till now. I/U speak to her, 
And she shall be iny.qiiecn. Hail foreign 
s . wonder, * {bresaj, 

Whom, cortnin these rough shades did neA 
Unless the Goddess that- in rural shrine [song 
Dweli’sf.hcru with Pan, or Sylvan, by blest | 
Forbidding every bleak unkindly Jog - [wood. 
T& touch the pro?p ; rous growth' oflbis talf 


, L*4y> gentle shepherd, ill , 1 b lost thitjWUh smoky milere, than in tap'stty hall# 


139 

To help ydu find >V ■ ' >' ■ 

SLady. i "'- 4 (place 1 

What readiest way to the 

; ' Comuts Due west. ir^^^|pOi^rilirubby 

tody. To find out that, '(fiS^S^SS^t: 
In such a scant allowance of 6ttfr-!!$juy ' 1 , .• : 
Would over-task the best laud-pilotVq&f) 
Without the sure guess of well practi^4’ifce£' 
Cimus. I know each lane, and every 
gteen, * 

Dingle, Crir bushy dell of this wild wood, 

And every bosky bourn from side to side, , V 
My daily walks and ancient, neighborhood 5 * 1 1 ' 
And if your stray-attendants be yet. lodg'd, 

Or shroud Within these limits, I shall know 
Ere morrow wake, or the Ion •roosted lark 
From her thatched pillor rouse ; if otherwise, 
f can conduct you; ladVj to a low • . 

But loyal cottage, where yton may be safe ' ' 
[Tin further' quest. ; 

Lady. ‘ Shepherd, *1 take thy word, 

And trust thy honest effetfd courtesy*;- />"<£ 
Which oft is sooiler found in lowly sheds ; 


That ia uddre&’d to unattending ears ; f praisO 
Notarty boast of «kill,but extreme shift 
How to re^aiu my sever’d company, '- 
C^pell’d'P^tp. awake the courteous eelto * 
To give means wer from her mossy couch. 

CoJJfcw.";, What chance, good lady, hath he- 
b <t&k yen thus ? - # [ripth. 

darkness; mid. thin leafy kby- 
'dould that "divide you from near- 
Y-\ ( \ ushering guides? • . ^ 1 
V Jbady. They loft me weary on a grassy turf. 
tfpomwa. By falsehood, or discourtesy, or 
J ; '/ - vrhy,7 « [friendly spring. 

t irffd//. To seck i’ th’ valley some cool 
Oflwwfc*. And left your fair side Ml unguard- 
I&djr t- [quick return. 

\ jtitdy . They were hut twain, an^puyposM 
z ffon$t*s Perhaps forestalling night prevent 

^v;;,ved thfenj* . v 

J^dy, Hew easy my foisfortuna Is , to hit 1 
*> : upfiprts thcfe'fofe' , .besides thepre- 

" l * U. ’ b 

•^ Wtre ^hey^Sf tfanty/prime, % 
\ bloom ? ( A - v i*; ‘ ' (lips,; 


And courts of princes, where it first was nam'd* t ’ 
And yet in qiost pretended ; it* a place •• 1 

Lew'W;CtrAntcdthuhthw ; ;or less secure, 

[ cannotbe* that ! ehbol£ fear to change it, - • 
Eye me, bleat Troysdene^,. and equate my triad 
To my proportion’d strath. Hhepherd, lead 
on. - 

• -• - , /' 

5 VI. Power of OuintUy. Jmurast *'. 1 \ - 

E. Iho. Us muffle yo fault stars,, and 
thou fair moon, • 1 

[That wont s et to love the traveller ^s bem^on; . 


time tlie 

^^gtUwrqw .came, 



And disinherit reigns here 

In double night of darkness and of sliados 1 ^ -- 
Or if your influence be quite dammM up 
With black usurpieg mists, some gentle taper. 
Though a rush candle from the wicker hole - 
Ot some clay habitation, visit 119 
With thy long JevoU'd rule of streaming light* 
Andy thou shaft be our star of Aready, 

Or Tyrian Cynosure* : ; r ; 

K Bro. Otifoureyoh 
flfo barf’d that happiness, might -we but hear 
Whc fOlded flqcks penn’d ifUheir wattled coles. 


fsihcit nnrazoTUfOf.sdnwl of aasl*Kil reed With oaten stops; 

3r iL.iiuVtf*' ^ it. ,..LAL£t_ it 1 _ j a.m’ 1. 


Or whtfetle^om the lodge, or village cock 
Count t he hight watches to his feathery dames, 
IVould be some solace yet, sqme little cheer- 

’ ing- - - 

In this close dungeon of innumeroas boughs.; 
But Q that hapless virgin, our loK^siRl^lhkt? 1 
< * ,, Jie^i may she wander now, whither. 

'“.'it!-. ' _v;u .1.... v.wU Ln 




m 




idimiulg 
igeheat 7 ' 


Or, whU^vespeik,: 

Of savage hxingQtf^ 

E. Bro * ' . b*> hot over* 

To cost evils :.;■ , ; • 

Wtot.q^&miw fooestalljiis date of grtefc ■-' 
And run: to moot what he won Id most avoid 7 
Or if they bo but false olirros of fear, * - 
Ifo^bmcr is suchself-delttsion 7 
1 4 dfbot think my sister aj to seek, 

, jQf eo unprincipled in Virtue’s book, \* {ever, 
And the sweet peace that goodrie?* bosoms 1 
As that the single want of light and noise 

■ ^Not being m danger* as I trustee is not) 
Could stir the constant mood of Iter calm 

thoughts, 

And put them into misbecoming plight. 

Virtue could see to do what virtue would 
% her own radiant light 

moon - . ' t . 

Were in the flat sea sunk. Awl wisdom’s selff 
Oft seeks to sweet retired snlityidc, ’ 

Where with her heat nnsse ContempUtion 
She plumes lier feathery aud lets grow her 
That in the various brrefck of resort, f wij?ga,| 

Were all too milled, and sometimes impaired. 
He that has 4 g)it \v;ithi»*hva own clear breast 
May sit i 7 th 7 centre, and enjoy bright; day - / 
But he that hides a dark smii> and foul thoughts, 

. Benighted walks unde? the mid-day sou': 
J&ictteif is his own dungeon. . 

Y. Bro. r J% most true/ 

That rousing meditaUun most atfpct* *.■* 

■ The pensive sscresy of desert cell, 

FarVrom the cheerful haunt of men aud herds, 

' And site as. safe as iu a senate hate 5 ,, j 

JEbr who would rob a hermit ©fids weed*, 

^Hia few books, o* lu<* beads, or maple dish, l\ 
Ok do his grey hairs any violence 1 
Buf beamy, like the fair H^fmrian tree. 

Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon-watch, with uninchaated eye* ; ; 
To save her blossoms, and defend \&t fruit 
From the rush hand of bold incontinence, . J 
' You ttiity ftk'&feU spread out theensunVd lifeapa] 
Of mi sets' treasure by au nutlaw'o dea, 

And tell Pie. itis^afe, as bid mo hope 
, Danger, will winjc on opportunity,.. . 

And let A single helpless maideh pss 
tf ©injur'd in this wild surround mg. waste, 

Of night or loneliness it yecknxnO hot 
£ feat the dread events that dog tftgj 
Lest some Ul-greetingtouch attempt' 

Of our unowned. sister. < 

& Bro, l do not, brother,. . 
k as UM : thought my sister’# state 
without all doubt, or coutrov^i 
rb An bqual poise of hope aha 
Itrat© th 7 event,, my nature 


'. m ysi t 

fafiro* latohal.^™ 

Whiclt if Heuv’n 

'Tin chastity, my brother; icmfcWify ^ 

She that h&s that, is clad in copip&le stwl 
And like a quiver’d nymph with arrows keen : 
May trace huge forests* Und unh^W’dteathv 
Infamous Jiills and sandy perilous wlltfej 
Whore, through the sacred rays 'of plKwtity, 

No savage fierce, bandit, or mountaineer , - 
Will dare to soil her virgin purity *. 

Yea there, where very desolA’ 

By grots,' aud cavern 8 

shades,- ' " : V " ' V'Vb'jy* 

She may pass oh Mfch nuWencbM majesty, \,j 
Be it not done in pride, or in presumption* 
Some say ho evil thing that walks by nighty 5 J: 
though sun aafltln fog or fife, by kk*> pr snOOirlfcb feu. ... X- - - ' v 

5 Blue meagre bagg er stubborn uAhdd gho^f . ■ 
That brinks Jus rtfagj© : cJuiju3 nt CUifOtttinHV,’ 
No goblin* or g worthy of the mine ' V y 

.Hath hurtful 'poyfAKtfpr tmvirgiaity^ 1 
Do ye behove me y&j or shall 1 urtll - ; 

5 Antiquity from the ©id Schools bfGteece, • *J 
To testUy'lho army of chastity '{/ * *J\ '? , 

Hence had the hmtir^j* .Dion her dr^id bowj 
Fair silver-shafted queen, for ever chi'steyj 
.Wherewith she tam'd the brms^lfoneyaV ;: '' 
And spotted, mountain at noughl 

The frivolous bolt of Qupid ;-(xodif and utco 
Fear’d her stern frown, ^arni 

thrvvoo*Js; : vV • - 
What was thut-anaky-hended Gorgo^, 

That wisto Miuer,va 'wore, uncoi^acrMi^it^ 
Wherewith she frfeczM her iVs to 'cSWg$ 

But rigid looks of chaste austerity, J ' 

A ml .noble grace that id&sh’d bmp* violei 


With sudden odoratj^ and. Wauk ^we t 
hfo dear to IleaV’n is. feintly chastity, ’ /:c^^ 
Tiiat wheii a soul is found , siucetely 'so/. >%V 

. ' 3 .. 1 .. J I 1 


A thousand liveried angels . 
Driving faruffeaah thlitg ql 
And in Clour drqam, ahdjf 4 
Tell her ef things t&t 4 r' ; 
Tdl oftconve 1 
intodbBt;' 
unpoUui 

id, tdms U%- 

n all ha made 






■v, 








Us** 

f M*#* -V ' 

¥ 31 i 

Riding 

To tlj^sfr AktR-steps; st littlefuriher o» ^ 

Foc yoodor ^aiit hath choice of sunor shade; 
There t$u£ front to ait^wljen any chance 
Relieves mo from tuy task ofsemle t»U, 

Daily itf the common ptisoo ds^ ! enjoin , d me, 
Where I, a prisoner chain'd* scarce froeiy draw 
The 4 air ft^pri$»n*d at so, close andd&mp, 
Unwholesome drimght : bittliere l feel amehda, 
The breath ofHeaVcn fresh blowing, pure and 
V-rsWcpt • •; ■ ..- ,t -s'* [respire>~ 

With day-spring born j » here, leave me 
This day u solemn (bast t&e people hold ' * 

To Dagap their sea-idol, and forbid : ■ 
laborious works 5 unwillingly this, rest / . > «V 
Their superstition yields me \ honee with Icavdj 
Retiring from thepopularnoi^I seek • 
This linfrequertt^ plact? tt> find sotrib'ease* 
Base to thb body some , none to the mind 
From restless - thought^ that, like a deadly 

£ J 9 Warm ; ■' s. .- *' 

Of fabrnfctn ^'m J dy no sooner .found alone, 
Butrygh upon me thronging, and present 
Tity fei^pa^t , wjat on.cn i was, and what am 
• ■ now.' K i-> ■ ‘ * / \ ‘« [told I 

O, wheTefornwaa my birth from Hcave^tbre*! 
Twice Jiy^ at^el, who at tyht in sight 



iE%&od-iiko presence, and wm^wasio groat 
^hfssefit roreaVd to Abjnhanfs rvsfx f ' . | 


bf‘ wfirmy breeding order'd and proscrib’d 
AS^f^'Person.'^paratn t^^od, ' '■ J\W 
RmgtiW fpr , great exploit# 1 if I must die 
f^r^^df Captiy^d; aodboth my cfe'aput out, 
^® 0 ^gfiif c^bBHea the scorn and - 

TOvJpripdio b^^Offettersutider task"-* , ' ' 
Vy^'Jptfa. .l-feag^aitted strength 7 > O glori- 
’’ r £ ' 
t& the, lnbw'^A'^east,' 1 
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subserve ! 

w, when 

slight the gift w'di^pM^y^ibair.' 
But peace, I must . 

0f highest dispem^tionj wbmiMMry: '• ■*■ 
Haply had ends above w> rfcacbtc^SSSV/r^ 4 . 
Suffices that to me strength w rhy bftnipy-W'^ . 
And proves ifa© source of all iu> mteeritp-j??i£j : . 
So many, and so huge, that each apart 
Would a^k alife to wait; but chief of 
O Joss of sight,. of then I most complain ! ' \}}f{ 
Biinq, ameftg enemies, O worse than chains, v $* 
Dungeon, or beggary, or decrepit age ! ‘ \ 

Light,' the prime work of God, to me is extinct, -" 
And all her various 'objects of delight f cas'd, 
Annulled, which might in part my grief have 
Inferior to the vilest now become 
>f man or worm 5 the vilest here excel mo; 
’hey creep, yet. see ; I, dark m light, expos'd 
To, daily fraud, contempt, abuse, and wrong. 
Within doors, or without,' still as a fool, 

In power of Others, ne,?er br my own j .. {half. 
Scarce half i seem ,to live, dead more than 
flf.dark, dark, dark; amid the blaze of neton, 
Irrecoverably dark, total fcefipse ‘ 

Without all hope oftday } 

O first* created Beam/Wd thou great Word, ' * 
<* Let there, be light ^ arid light was over v 

Why aTnltto^&re'av'dthy prime dfeerce 1 v ' 
Tito iSun >to r rAe is dark . . 

And sikmtafe the Mobil, ' 

When shedeserts the night, 

Hid in heyrucant interlunar cave. 

Since light so necessary is to life, ' . 

And almost life itself, i*€ it bo true /■ '■ • . ' 
That light is in tho soal, • ■ 

jjSbe all in every part 3 why was the sight - 
To such a tender ball as the eye confin'd, * # 4 
So pbvious And so easy t6 be' qucuch'd 1 
And not* pa fcehng, through 4 ‘all parts difths’d, (1 
That she might look at wll L through every p 7 
Tlien hod I het been tlma-csiTd from light, 


yi? ii , \' 3 Wwpt w«ii that I 

deR-ter . ; 
find; 4 

Ey&e&M ifcikst %&W& inilL^ib ^tavep,' * ' 

ldp| de-] 

of^ai' myself , % fuie: 

k«b. ^ < -•* * wses*. A 


As in tho land of darkness, yet in light, 

Tb live a life half living death, 

And buxieth; .bu$ (Lyet more miscrible 5 
Myielf my aepdlchro,^ moving grave ); >*- 
Buried j yet uot exvmpft, f 

privilege of ( deatli and burial 
-A worst ot-btftof pains and Wbohgs ; 

' leTebj^oteoxiotm more ■' 

^.U^^tsfelei-dfli^ "• ' •' ; 

’ -'' 1 1 *“ But Who are these 1 for with joint pace f heay 

ttead of mauy'feot steering this way ; - 



my 



K ^ tr f/f" 


who come to stare 
i> find perhaps to innult, v ; 
f’tice to affijet me iruire^:^^ 

wmsST' ‘ * . '» . ■ J ' - -v '** 

Qf:&o 4 ^4^ M**& MitjrotU , 


cbditdy ; :lt'|^M J** . .. r f 

tbcbr.^vei^t^ 

tj - ^ >->* 




_ to pursue 

j$t as honor fcrntjt!\ 


$ 15. Patience. Milton. 

■ Man# 5 are the sayings of the,' wise, 
la ancient and in modern hooka in roll’d, 

Ex fulling Patience an the truest fortitude ; > 1 
And to the hearing well of all calamities, 

All chaneps incident to man’s frail life, . 
Consolator ics writ (sought, 

With studied argument, and much persuasion: 
Lenient bi grief and anxious thought j ‘ 

Bat with ilf aftHcted,m pangs, their soiittd- 
Little prevails, or jrather seems a tune f plaint ; 
Harsh, and of dissonant wood from h»a com* 
;#idc5« ho feel - ' * , yyv ; r t .* . 

I$drae source of conspjfation Frhm above, 

Secret refreshings, that impair fcitf rittfcugth, 
Ahd Hunting spirits uphold, 

J'lfi. Spirits. Milton. . 

: 1 {s?**i*trrs, when they please, ■ 
40^©tyhcj’ sex ’assume, or both ; so soft 
And tfcocoinpoundbd is their esaeucp pure ; 

ormaiiacied with joint or limb, 
‘^dy.fcaticfed on tlie brittle, strength of bones, 
'ftfe' eonihrous flesh,* but in what shape they 
«■. . choosy,/ . t' 

'Dilated or condens'd, bright or ohscuie, 

Can execute their airy purpose*, 

And works of love or eimutv fulfil. 

. Jltr Pain. MilTon, 

. '' / (ydth pin, 

Valot ^sfeA^Ut, Jfcjmugh matchless, quell'd 
/Whitth fdU twiMaea,. uttd 'remiss 
'hands . ‘ , • 

Of mightiest 1 Sense i 
Spare out of life, perhaps, audit? 

Bed live content, yvhicS is the c| ^ 

But pain is perfpetmisery, thewfersfc 
Or evils! tuid/ d*ftfs^Ve^pverlorj(is 

Hgpoiriv/. . Hi^xatf 

bart Bot angel can &i< 

9##a*sf 


'%M } 

YViiA^nceda 


J« * f EXTRAS;’ 

The brpte end 
Hardy and if ” 

Tyrannic power, l , 

The nghtepttt,,aud 
He all t^ef* “ 

Ami fcafel 

With plain heroic mitgdtt&de of mind, , 

And celestial vigor angfif, 

Their armories and magazines contemns, 

Hdprlers them tj&efeest, while ’ 

.Vfith winged expedition, ** m r 

SWifl as the lightning glance, he, executes 
His errand on the wicked, who, surprised, 

'Lose their defence, distracted and amaz’d. 



hones 

The labor of a n 

Or that his hallow’d ririkptesshon$ 

Wndcr a etarrv pointing pyraibd? 

Dear son ,<>f memory ! great bofrbif fame ! 1 J 
What need's* thou such wteakwitne^toF thy 
name,? * ' ' . - j ’ !'-« 

Thou in Otfr wonder and aslonishineut . “ • ■ 

Hast buHtthywelf alivc-ldng mortumpnt. (art 
For whilst to tli* shame of 
Thy easy numbers doWt'and th^ ^H heart. '*• 
Hath from the leaves of iby ibyabed^book^ 
Those Delphic liu^s ; with deep impvos^ou took, ‘ 
Then thou our fancy of Itself bereaving) fipgj'; 
0b$i make us marble with too much cOncelV- * 
Artdsso sepulchred iosuob pomp dost He, " '• • 
That -kings tor s’ucb a tomb would wish ft» die.' 

§ ti). Song : pji Moy Morning. Milton. 

Now the bright, morning-star, d&fVfaz- 
. • ' binger, . . ,• {ho/^ 

Comes dancing from the east; and IcH^f^ifth 
The flow ; ry Mhy, who from her gtcen. kp 
throws . , ' y ' , v -' 

The yellow cowslip) and the pale primrose 
fkU; bounteous May, that dost inepho V - 
Mirth, and youth,' and warpv'dhsirp !, * ■ 

Woods and 'groves aro of thy. dressing, - 
Hill mid dale doth boast -thy r '*. , 

Thus wesaiute^hce wiib oUr ottr1y so|w,; '» 
Aiid wolcoieo ihee,um) wish th^e 

^-21. .Sonnet on hU. de^aml 

\ x - ’ / 

M^TUrpvo ktT mw my klaejfpbttsed' 
Brought J& mb like A l^ti^frdHl f ^ 

Whom Jove’s gre^t’ ebu to ber gkdl$^w$f; 
■ gave) . *■ * ' ’ 1 r \ - , X*W; 
Rescued 1 from death by fOWie, thoi 
Mine, as whom Wash'd ftora- bf ’< 

Purili cation in. the old U.w'did savej 
And saejr. as yet once more -L trust to! 

Full sight id' her in licaven witi^ut-tesbd 
fC’amO V^edmilite^vhit©, 

: Her fa^-sppvMpdf 





^ * “- . ’ ' "■ - . 'The shepherds ou th^-liiwii^'^cJ^^ ,. 1 

'MSSKBfa^&j^^ • %*&•*« * .• • •. 


-7 

Botfi- them l^rve, aud of the* tram am I. That the mi g } J v p an 7 9 - *> f - ,:■• <' ' 

.v; $ Ififtrisfenes jfi^flw. Milton. Was kindly come to live with them ti&lojH ':• 

It was the winter wild, _ ■ *•„ ■ Berhajw their loves, or else their sheep, [keep*- 

While the Heaven-horn child Was all that did their silly thoughts so bui^, -', 


'ir'^ I ® CiU5 ^ Jf^pt iw^he rude manger lies $ When such, music sweet 

x' ■*. Their hearts and earn did greet, 
« hetjfrudy trim; ' As never was by mortal tinge 


, With' he* gifst' tester so to sympathize i ] 

frw$i no w6a$on then for her 

To, vriotyji wfOt the Sun, her lusty paramour. 

Onfy Wrth.epe^hes fair ‘ /%' 

She wooes th§ gentle air, . ' * v , . F 

To hide her guilty front with ipnocent snow $ 
Apd on her naked shame, - . * \ ■ ‘l 

Pollute with sinful blame, . , \ j 


As never was by mortal ringer strook ; 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise. 

As all their souk in blissful rapture took : 
The air, such pleasure loth to lose. 

With thousand echoes stiilprolongjj each hea- 
venly close. 

Nature that heard such sound, 

Beneath the hollow round ' 


. The MjjkUy V^lof n»i«ton WBitaipJthroi, j .v^- c,nthi,Vs,«eat, ihe aery region thrilling', 
w™*r«a, tim ber MakqrVejes “ »• — * ----- B 8 


[Now was almost won 


ShojufW look so, sear upon her foul deformities^ To think her part was done, 


But he, her fairs to cease, 

S&iit down thomeck-ey’d Peace ; 


And that her reign had here its last fulfilling ; . 
f'dirfin* She knew such hinnony alone I union. 

-l! IT f_ r . 


came softly) c< > ,,M ' hold all . Heaven and Earth in happier 


Ofcwfa through the turning sphere, At last surrounds their sight 

Uh ready hunger, , (viding j A globe of circular light, . [array’d i 

; \y^fj^airtle wing the amorous clouds di- That with long beams the shamefac’d night 
wide her myrtle wand, [land. The helmed Cherubim, 

Universal peace through sea and And s worded Seraphim, 

:Wwv4 i battle Ysound, , / ‘ ' Are se f u hi glittering 

the world around : * Harping in loud and sob 


W^ersal peace through sea and And s worded Seraphim, [play’d, • 

6t battle’s sound, ‘ Are seCQ ® ghttering ranks with wings dis- 

rirtSaud the world around : 5 Harping in loud and solemn quire, .[Heir, 

' T|ie id^‘speair and shield W high up hung j Whhuaexpwssive notes, to.He^ven ? ai«tw^ 
^U>hookod chariat stG<'dx ' Such music /as ’tis saidl -Vr* 


3Sift -iff ok«d chariot, sW«]U / 
wklf hostile blflotfo, 


Such music (as ? tis said) 
Before was never made, * 


> 'i&hd Jtttimpot spike not %o i)u? artned throng ; But when of old the sons of morning sung, 

Ahi| h&g$ sat still. with useful eye, > [by. While the Creator great 
As 1 £w% saralyjcuew their sovran Lord was His, constellations set, 


But-p^aceful was the njght “ 

4 -Pr*nqe of light y > , \ 


a asrw joys mild ocean, % Once bles 

quite fbrgpi^p rave, [ed wavo. '■ ’ y If ye h 
cahn ^^o^h^g on the chanit- - y 

.... ,• •; ^ afc ?;“P 






And the wtelt-balanc'd world on hinges hung $ 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 

And bid the weltering waves their oozy eban- 
oelkoep; - > 

Bing out, yc crystal spheres, , 

Once blebs our humun ears, ' 

: ' J ; v .lfye have power to touch our senses so 5 . 

• yq»f^ilver chimo 

Movi iO lkelddfotis timej . [blow; 

' And leVfh& base of Heaven’s deop organ 
And with your ninefold harmony, 

Make, op full consort to the angelic symphony. 
-For, if such holy song 

Enwi^pour fancy long,,, . [gold 5 ’ 

| ' run. back, and fetch 

jed 1 , Vanity. f • - . ■ 1 

SrEivSicketL Sdon . ; [mould 


lauisa.? vs -i, * >;:Ma ?y :Wtt^«waen soon *: 

IS# T'irn fe'p«mp . smm 




ei« 
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Orb’d fa ft l&e \m$. 

Mercy will sit . " * ■ Vn p5%i 

Thron’d in e^wpr-i^ki, ' • Mating y 

With cloudy down 

And {festival. ' V [hall. 

Wil) the $a£fea‘of her higfe ^ftthcc 

Hut wisest tfate sa^e no‘ t 
XhW;jmuei6 not yet b& so, 

'•[.{The toplm jet lie* fa ftmilfag infancy, 

\t£hat on’ the, bitter cross =./ . 


Tfa» a 


■:$mt redeem pur loss ; 

;-i So both himself and us to glorify t 
f Yet first, to those ychafa’d fa sleep, 

/The wakeful trump of doom must thunder 
through the Jeep 3 

•With such a horrid clang 
- As on mount Sinai rang, [outbroke 

; While the ted fire ami smouldering clouds 
The aged Eatth aghast 
With terror of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centrO shake 3 
When, at the world's last session,, [his throne. 
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread 

A id then at last our bliss . • , ‘ 

Full and perfect* Hi, ./ 

But now. begins j far, frqrofhw happy day, 
'The oM Dfagun, under groUud * v • 

.^li straUer limits bound, 

:V. Not half so far coats his usurped sway ; 

And# wroth to see hje kingdom fail, .’ 
Swfadge? the scaly horror of bis folded tad. 
fTh^onclea atfe-dumb, 

‘ Np Voips or hideous Inun [cciving. 

• through the arched roof m words de« 

shrine 

.MSkwrmoro divine, [leaving. 

yfhfa hollow shriek the steep of Delphi* 
->No faghtly trance, or breathed spell y [cell. 

5 - ti: spires the palo-ey’d priests from the prophetic 

The lonely mountains o’er, 

And the resounding shore, 

A voice of vfeepjuijg heard and loud lament 5 
.. From hanu^d ftprihg ahd dakf, 

Edg’d, t?pi popfar ptije, * . 

, \ Thejafadfag genius is with sighing sent 3 
' W Uft' fiwv c r*fa woveii trusses torn 
•The riyfnpimn twilighr shhdg of tangled tfeqk- 
ewfaourn, " ‘ r - 1 

tii consecrated earth, 

And on the holy hearth, . ;■ {mgbt plaint ) 
The ijars,3&& temures, . mean with mid- 

• In urns, and ftItars rouhd, 

A dtear artddy ing sound • < - [quaint , 

the Fkfaene at '.thoir^^rvicef ■ 
seems to. swefljm;t&pdt. 


And sullen Mob „ . „ , . 

Hath Veft fa sfiado^&JroadV ' f'; 

His burning idol all of blacUeMTlgmf/ 'y V 
In vain with-cymbals* rfag s . V-V ;* , * ‘ l * 
They call the grisly king, , 

In dismal' dance about the fuirrtfl.ee blue : 

The brutish gods of Nila as fast/ V “ . ' 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Atfabis, haste; . . 

Nor is Osiris seen * ' ’ '■ / 

In Memphian grove or green, jJ [fags loud.; : V 

Trampling the unshowerii- grass with low* V; 
Nor can he be rest y 1 ', - : * t ■, 

Within his sacred chest 5 , , [ehreudj, 

Nought hut profound eat Igefl can be ht® \ 
,fa tufa with timbreUtt anthems dark C [ark. -■ 
'the 6abl«*stpled. sorcerers bear bis worshipt 
fife feels from Judah’s, land ‘ ■ - t 

The dreaded ihtknt's hand, 

' Tim. fays of. Uethlehem blfad his^usky eyn 3 
Nor all the gods beside 
lionger dkre abide, , . ... „f 

' Not Typhon huge ehdmg fa kmky twiwjb" s , 
Our bat**, to sliow bis Godhead trim. • 

Can fa ‘his swaddlfagbanda control the dam- 
ned crow. ’ 


So, when the Sun fa bed, * V 
Curtain’d wjlh cloudy red,, 1 % 
Pillows his chiit upon an orieat Wgjt 


Troop to the infernal jaU, ' ■ 

Eachfctier’4 ghost slips to his sey er4gJfavei> 
And the yeJlo>v^dduted Fayes [fa’d iaw, . 
Fly afref^thc. nighMteeds, leaving their inci^|t> 

►. : Hut s*ft; 'the. Virgin West * '//.»' \ 

1 Hfttjv laid her babp.te resi 3 - {budm^i : j 

Time fa, our tedious song, should here «avo 
Heaven’s youngesMeeiijed star 
I lath fix’d her polish’d car, ., [tending; 1 

ller sleeping Cord .with handmaid 
Andftllftbput fetaUrt ; - i 

Bright4ftrn 



iVjT . % Saviaufi* 

•Foft. ^iibtt ni. bdrn <jif woman 1 % th<w ' 

didsi como/d\’ j. * 'X'JV*:- } -- 


Oh 

N^in'tJry^K 

' M ' 

Nor im 
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ding qn 
ne, 

1 odors sweet 
^ jjjtffoit feet. 

j$h and Ocean were not hush’d to 
Hear 

Bright harmony from ©very starry sphere 5 
Nor at thy presence brake the voice of song 
‘. From all the cherub choirs, 

And seraphs’ burning lyres, 

Pour’d thro’ the host of heaven the charmed 
clouds along. 

One angel-troop the strain began, 

Of all the race of man 
* By simple shepherds heard nlonc, 

That soft Hosanna’s tone. 

And when thou didst depart, no car of flsme 
To bear thee hence in lambent radiance 
came ; 

Nor visible angels mourn'd with drooping 
plumes . 

Nor didst thou mount on high 
From fatal Calvary [their tombs. 
With all thy own redeem’d out bursting from 
For thou didst bear away from earth 
But one of human birth, 

The dying felon by thy side, to lie 
lii Paradise with thee. 

Nor o’er thy cross the clouds of vengeance 
brake 5 

A little while the conscious earth did shake 
Ajt that foul deed liy her fierce children done 5 
V; *' ''A few dim hours of day 

The world in darkness lay ; 

Then bask’d in bright repose beneath the 
^ cloudless sum. 

ffc . While thou didst sleep within t he tomb, 

^ - Consenting to thy doom 3 
Ec Ere yet the white-rob’d angel shone 
Upon the sealed stone. 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not 
7 4 stand 

;^ti With Devastation in thy red right hand. 
Plaguing the guilty city's murtherous crew : 
But thou didst haste jp meet 
Thy mother’s coming&et, [few. 
Aftd bear the words of peace unto the faithful: 
Then calmly slowly didst thou rise 
Into thy native skies, 

^ ^^’Tb^ltuman form dissolved on high 
■- v ' in its own radiancy. 

Various descriptions from 

V SPENSER. 

$ 25. Admia 1 * Garden, 

* Were it not that Time their troubler is, 

J11* ViAli 


UHat in thiB 

“ 1 happy be, am 



garden grows 
have immortal bliss : 
all plenty and alT pleasure flowes, 
love gentle fits emongst them 


it, of fond jealousie j 
ir hit leman knows, 
& 90. 




Each bird his mate ; A6 any dos$£filrw 
Their goodly merriment, and gay ,, f 

Right in the middest of that pan§ise [ttip 
There stood a stately mounts on wnOse round 
A gloomy grove of myrtle trees did rise, * 
Whose shadie houghs sharp steele did nevfcr/ 
1 °P» . ' ■ 

Nor wicked beasts their tender buds did crop ; 

But, like a girlond compassed the hight. 

And from their fruitfull sides sweet gumes did 
drop, [dight, 

That all the ground with precious dew be- 
Thrcw forth most dainty odours, and most 
sweet delight ! 

And, in the thickest covert in that shade, 
There was a pleasant arbour, not by art, 

But of the trees own inclination made, 
Which knitting their rankc branches part to 
part, 

With wanton ivie-twinc entail’d athwart, 

And eglantine and caprisfole emong, 
Fashion’d above within her inmost part. 

That neither Phcebus’ beams could through 
them throng, [wrong. 

Nor /Eolus' sharp blast could work thorn any 
Anil all about grew every sort of flowre, 

To which sad lovers were transform’d of yore 3 
Fresh Hyacinth us, Phoebus’ paramourc, 

And dearest love 3 

Foolish Narcisse, that likes the wat’ry shore ; 

&id Aramanthus, made a fiowre but lute 3 
Sad Aramanthus, in whose purple gore 
Mo see inns I ft c Arnintas’ wretched fate, 

To whom sweet poets verse hath given endless 
date. 

§ 2 6 . Affection *. 

Th kn ’pan the Palmer thus : Most wretched 
That to affections docs the bridle lend : [man, 
In their beginning they are weak and wan. 
But soon, thro’ suffrance, growe to fearful! end 3 
Whiles they arc weak, betimes with them con- 
tend : [growe. 

For when they once to perfect strength do 
Strong warres they make, and cruel batt’ry 
bend 

’Gainst fort of reason, it to overthrowe : 
Wrath, jealousy, grief, love, this ’squire have 
laid thus lowe. 

Wrath, jealousy, grief, love, do thus expcll : 
Wrath is a fire, and jealousy a weed 3 
Grief is a flood, and love a monster fell 3 
The fire of sparkc, the weed of little seed, 

The flood of drops, the monster filth did breed : 
But sparks, seed, drops, and filth do thus 
decay } [outweed, 

Tha sporks soon quench, the springing seed 
.The drops dry up, and filth wipe clean away 5 
So Shall wrath, jealousy^ grief, love, die and 
decay. 

$ 27 . * AMition, 

A rout of people there assembled were, 

Of every sort and nation undqg/Bky, 

V I- 
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Which with great nprore preassed, to draw 
near 

To th’ upper part, where was advanced hie 
A stately seat of soveraignc majestie, 

And thereon sate a woman gorgeous gay, 
And richly clad in robes of royaltie. 

That never earthly prince in such array 
His glory did enchaunce, and pompous pride 
display. 

Her face right wondrous faire did seem to be, 
That her broad beauties beam great brightness 
threw’ [might see : 

Through the dim shade, that all men here 
Yet was .Hot that same her own native hew, 
But wrought by art j and counterfeited 
shew, 

Thereby more lovers unto her to call $ 

Nath ’less, more heavenly faire in deed and 
She by creation was, till she did fal. j [view 
Thenceforth she sought for helps to cloke 
her crimes wit hall. 

There, as in glistering glory she did sit, 

She held a great gold chain ylinked well, 
Whose upper end to highest heaven was 
knit, 

And lower part did reach to lowest hell ; 

And all that preasedid round about her swell, 
To catchcn hold of that long chaine, thereby 
To climb aloft, and others to cxccll j 
That was Ambition, rash desire to stie j 
And ev’ry link thereof a step of dignitie. 

Some thought to raise themselves to high 
By riches and unrighteous reward 5 [degree 
Some by close should’ring, some by flat- 
terce ; 

Others through friends, others for base reward ; 
And all, by wrong ways, for themselves pre- 
par'd. [lowe j 

Those that were up themselves, kept others' 
Those that were lowe themselves held others 
hard, 

Ne suffer’d them to rise, or greater growc ; 
But every one did strive his fellow down to 
throwe. 

O sacred hunger of ambitious mindes, 

And impotent desire of men to raigne ! 

Who neither dread of God, that devils 
bindes, 

Nor lawes of men that commonweals containe, 
Nor bands of nature, that wild beasts restraine, 
Can keep from outrage, and from doing 
wrong, 

Where they may hope a kingdom to ohtaine, 
No faith so firm, no trast can be so strong, 
No love so lasting then, that may enduren long. 

J 28. Arbour. 

A »!> over him art striveing to compaire 
With nature, did an arbour green dispred, 
Framed with wanton ivie, flowering faire, 
TSffegh which the (Vagrant eglantine did 

His pricking armes, entayl’d with roses red, 
Which dainty odours round about him 
threw*,; 


And all within with flowret v^as garnished, 
That, when mild Zephyr^ amongst them 
blew, ; [colors shew. 

Did breathe out bounteotis smells^ and painted 

* , 

$ 29. Avarice . ' \ * 

And greedy Avarice by him did ride, 

Upon a camel loadcn all with gold ; 

Two iron coflerR hung on cither side, 

With precious metal 1 full as they might hold, 
And in his lap a heap of coin he told 5 
For of his wicked pelf his god he made, 

And unto hell himself for money sold : 

Accursed usury was all his trade, [waide. 
Ancl right and wrong ylike in equall balance 

At last he came into a gloomy glade, [light, 
Cover'd with boughs and shrubs from heaven's - 
Whereas he sitting found, in secret shade, 

An uncouth, salvage, and uncivill wight, 

Of griesly hew, and foul ill-fuvour'd sight ; 

His face with sinoake was tann'd, and eyes 
were blear’d 5 

His head and beard with soot were ill bedight ; 
His coitlc-black hands did seem to have been 
sear'd [claws appear'd. 

In smithe's lire-speting forge, and nails like 

His iron coat, nil overgrown with rust. 

Was underneath enveloped with gold, [dust. 
Whose glist’ring gloss, darken'd with filthy 
Well it appeared to have been of old 
A work of rich entaile, and curious mould, 
Woven with anlicks, and wild imagety ; 

And in his lap a mass of coine he told. 

And turn'd upside down, to feed his eye, 

And covetous desire, with lus huge treasury. 

And round about him lay, on every side, ' 
Great heaps of gold, that never could be spent; 

Of which, some were ore not purifido 
Of Alulciber’s devouring element ; 

Some others were new driven, and distent 
Into great ingots, and to wedges square } 
Some in round plates withouten monument j‘ 
But most weie stampt, and in their m 6 tii$l*' 
bare [and tare. 

The antick shapes of kings and Caesars strange 

* $ 30. Bathfulnesa. • 

The whiles the fairie knight did entertaine* 
Another damsel of that gentle crew 
That was right faire, and modest of dgitiHrife, 
But that too oft she chang’d her native hue.: 
Strange was her tire, and all her garments jBlue, 

| Close round about her tuckt, with many 
plight : 

Upon her fist, the bird that shunneth view, ' 
And keeps in coverts close from living 
wight, ^ [dight. 

Did sit, os if asham’d how iqcje Dan did he* 

So long as Guyon with her c^mn*j|L 1 
Unto the ground she cast her fhodpst^^ : 

And ever and anone, wRh j**- 1 ' 

The bashfull blood her |nowy^heffkb dwjjff. 

I And her became as jMftfh’d ivorie " ^ *** • 
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Which cunning craftsman’s hand hath over- 
laid 

With fair vermillion, or pure lastory. 

Great wonder had the knight to see the maid 
$0 strangely passioned, and to her gently said ; 

Fair dainsoll, scemcth by your troubled 
chearc 

That either me too bold yee wcenc, this wise 
You to molest, or other ill to foarc, 

That in the secret of your heart close lyes, 
From whence it doth, as cloud from sen, arise. 

If it be I, of pardon I you praj r ; 

But if ought else that l mote not devise, 

I will (if please you it discrue) assay 
To ease you of that ill, so wisely as 1 may. 

She answer’d nought, but more abash t for 
shame, 

Held down her head, the whiles her lovely 
lace [flame, 

The flushing blood with blushing dul in- 
And the strong passion tnarr'd her modest! 
grace, 

That tiuyon mu rv ail'd at her uncouth case : I 
Till Alma him bespako. Why wonder \oe. 
Fair sir, at that which you so much iuibri.ee 1 ' 
She is the fountuine of vour modowtee . 1 


For, with dread majesty, and awful ire, 

She broke bis wanton darts, and quenched 
base desire. 

Nought under heaven so strongly doth allure 
The sense of man, and all his mind possess, 

As beauty’s love-bait, that doth procure 
Great warriors of their rigour to repress, 

And mighty hands forget their manliness, 
Drawn with the pow’r of an heart-robbing 
And wrapt in fetters of a golden tress, [«je, 
That can with meting plcasancc mollify 
Their harden'd hearts, enur'd to blood and 
cruelty. 

So whilomc learn’d that mignJHjcwi.sIi 
swain, ^^might, 

EMh of whose locks did match a man of 
To lay his spoils before his lenrin’s train . 
So also did the great Cretan knight, 

For his love’s sake, his lion’s skin undight : 

And so did warlike Antony neglect 
The world’s whole rule, for Cleopatra's sight. 
Such wond’rous pow’re has womens fair 
aspect, (reject. 

To captno men, and make them all the world 

§ .'12. Bower of Bliss. 


You Bhaine-fac'd arc, but Shauie-fac’tlness it- Thj.nce passing forth, tltey shortly do arrive 
sell' is shoe. . Whereat the Bower of Bliss was situate ; 

* A place pick’d out by choice of best alive, 

$ ■ ilruuty. i Thsu nature's work by art. can imitate ; 

Nought is there under I.imvVs wide hoi- L» which whatever in this worldly state 
lowness • I s sweet and pleasing unto living tense, 

That moves more dear compassion of mind. . that may daintiest lhntusie aggrate, 

Than beauty brought t’ unworthy wretched- " Was- poured forth with plentiful dispense, 
ness ’ - ! And made tlicre to abound with lavish afRu- 

By envy’s snares or fortune’s freaks unkind j cnee. 

I, whether lately through her brightness blind. I Goodly it was enclosed round about, 

Or through allegiance, and fast fealty, j As well their enter'd guests to keep within, 

Which l do one unto all womankind, j As l!l0SC uurs ,j v beasts tl) ] 10 ltl without } 

Feel my heart pierc'd with so great agony, . \ Qt w:is the fence thereof hut weak and thin : 
When such I see. that all for pity I could die. | bought fear’d thqj* force that fortiluge to win, 
Fttsoona tlicrc stepped lot rh But wisdom’s po\\ re .and temperance's might, 

A goodly lady, clad in hunter’s weed, By which the mightiest things cflorccd bin : 

T4iat seem’d to be a woman of great worth, And eke the gate was wrought of substance 
And by lier stately portancc burue of heavenly light, 

birth. ; Bather for pleasure than for battery or light. 


Her face so fair, as flesh it seemed not. 



Clear as the sky'v.ithoutcu blame or blot. 


Through goodly mixture of complexions dew, 
And in her cheeks the vermill’ red did shew 

Like roses in a heil of lillies shed, j 

The which ambrosial odours from them threw, ! 

And gazers sense with double pleasure fed, j 
Able to heal the sick, and to revive the dead. 

In her fair eyes two living lamps did flame, 
Kindled above, at Of heavenly Maker’s light, 

* And darted fiery beams out of the same, 

So pugtpg pearceant, and so wondrous bright, 
Thaga jB to bereav’d the rash beholders of their 

Ix^flm the blinded god his lustful fire 
To kitidw^ft assay’d, but had no might ; 


It framed was of precious yvory, 

That seem’d a work of admirable wit ; 

And therein all the famous historic 
Of Jason and Mcdaea. was y writ ; 

Her mighty charmes, her furious loving fit, 

His goodly conquest of the golden fleece, 
His falsed faith, and love to lightly flit, 

The wondred Argo, which invefU’rous peece 
First through the Kuwait seas bore ail the 
flow'r of Greece. 

Ye might have seen the frothy billowes fry 
Under the ship, as thorough them she went. 
That seemed waves were into y\ory, 

Or yvory into the. waves were sent : 

And other where the snowy Mibstauce snrent, 
With vermUMike the. Imvps bloud therein 
A piteous specla^ie did represent 5 [shed. 
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And otherwhilea with gold besprinkled, [wed. 
It seem'd th’ enchanted flame which did Credsa 
All this and more might in this goodly gate 
Be read ; that ever open stood to all [sate 
Which thither came j but in the porch there 
A comely personage of stature tall, 

And semblance pleasing more than natural, 
That travellers to him seem'd to entice ; 

His looser garments to the ground did fall, 

And flew about his heels in wanton wise, 
Not fit for speedy pace ojjf manly exercise. 

The foe o f life, that good envies to all, 
Thal^ketly doth us procure to fall, 
Throufl^pileful seinblaunce which he makes 
He of tms garden had the govern all, [us see, 
And pleasure’s porter was devis'd to he,’ 

' Holding a stafle in hand for more fonnalilie. 

Thus being entred, they behold n round 
A large and spatinus plainc on every side 
St row’d with pleasauncc, whose faire grassic 
ground 

Mantled with green, and goodly bcatifide 
With all the ornaments of Floraes pride, 
Wherewith her mother Art, as half in scornc 
Of niggard Nature, like a pompous bride, 

Hid deck lier'^h^J too lavishly adorne, 

When forth from vn-gin bowre she comes in! 
th’ early morne. 

Thereto the heavens always joviall, 

Lookt on them lovely, still in stedfast state. 

Ne suller’d stormc nor frost on them to fall, 
Their tender buds or leaves to violate, 

Nor scorching heat, nor cold intemperate, 

T' afflict the creatures which therein did 
dwell 5 

But the mild air with season moderate 
Gently attempred and disposed so well, 

That still it hreathed forth sweet spirit und 
wholesome smell. 

More sweet and wholesome than the. plea- 
sant hill * 

Of Rhodppe, on which the nymph that bore. 

A giant-bains, hersclfc for griele did kill j 
Or the Thessalian Tempi*, where of yore 
Faire Daphne' Phcebus' heart with love did 
gore 3 

Or Ida, where the gods lov'd to repairc, 
Wheu-ever they their heavenly bowres forlore j 
Or sweet Parnasse, the haunt of muses faire 3 
0 / Eden, if that aught with Eden mote com- 
pare. 

Much wonder'd Guyon at the fair aspect 
Of that swllt place, yet suffered no delight 
To sink inffi his sense, nor mind affect, 

But pass'e^forth, and look'd still forward right, 
Bridling his will, and mastering his might : 

. Till that he came unto another gate, 

No gate, but like one, bceing goodly dight 
With boughes and branches, which did 
broad dilate, [intricate. 

Their clasping armes, in wanton wreathings 
So fashioned a porch with rare divise, 

Archt over head with an embracing vine, 


Whose bunches hanging downe, seem'd to 
entice 

All passers by to taste their lushiotas wine, 
And did themselves into their hnnds incline, 

As freely offering to be gathered : * * 

Some deep empurpled as the hyacint, 

Some as the rubiiie laughing, sweetly red, 
Some like fair emcraudes not yet ripened. 

And them amongst, some were of burnisht 
So made by art, to bcautific the rest, [gold, 
Which did themselves amongst the leaves 
enfold, 

As lurking from the view of covetous guest. 
That the weak boughes, with so rich load op- 
prest, 

Did bow adown as over-burthened. 

There the most dainty paradise on ground, 
Itself doth offer to his sober eve, 

In which all pleasures pleutiously abound, 
And none docs others happiness envic : 

The painted flowres, the trees upshooting hie. 
The dales for shade, the hills for breathing 
place. 

The trembling groves, the crvstall running by j 
And thal which all fair works doth most 
aggracc, [place. 

The art which wrought it all appeared in no 
One would have thought (so cunningly the 
rude 

Yml scorned parts were mingled with the finel 
That Naim e had for wanton ness ensude 
Art. and that Art at Nature did repine} 

So stri\cing each the other to undermine. 

Each did the other’s work more beautify 3 
So dilfering both in wilies, agreed in fine : 

So all agreed through sweet diversitie, 

This garden to adorne with ali varictic. 

And in the midst of all, a fountainc stood, 

Of richest substance that on eartli might be. 

So pure and shiny, that the silver Hood 
Through every channell running, one might 
see 5 

Most goodly it with pure imageree [boy$«f* 
Was over-wrought, and shapes of naked 
Of which some seem’d with lively jolJitee 
To fly about, playing their wanton toyes, 
While others did themselves embay in liquid 
joyes. Bt « 

And over all, of purest gold, was spred 
A trayle of ivie in his native hew : 

For the rich metall was so coloured, w 
That wight that did not well advised view, 
Would surely deem it to be ivie true : ■ 

Low his lascivious armes adownc did creep, 
That themselves dipping in the silver dew, 
Their fleecie flowres they tenderly did 
steepe, [to weep® 

Which drops of crystall seem'd for wuntonness 

Infinite streames continually did welj, 

Out of this fountaine, sweet and faire to. tee 
The which into an ample laverTell, 1 • 

And shortly grew to so great quantitie, * 

That like a little lake it seem’d to bee; 
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Whose depth exceeded not three cubits 
height, [see 

That through the waves one might the bottom 
All jiav'd beneath with jaspers shining 
* bright, [upright. 

* That seem'd the fountainc in that sea did sayle 
And all the inargcnt round about was set 
With shady lawrell-trees, thence to defend 
The sunny beames, which on the billows 
bet, 

And those which therein bathed, mote offend. 

$ 33. Bower of Proteus. 

His bowrc is in the bottom of the mainc, 
Under a mighty rock, 'gainst which do rave 
The roaring billows in their proud disdaine ; 
That with the angry working of the wave, 
Therein is eaten out an hollow cave, 

That seems rough mason’s hand, with en- 
gine keen, 

llad long while laboured it to engrave ; [seen, 
There was his wonne, ne living wight was 
Save an old nymph, hight Funopc, to keep it 
clean. 


4 34. Charity. 

She was a woman in her freshest age, 

Of wondrous beauty, and of hountic rare. 

With goodly grace and comely personage, 
That was on earth not easy to compare ; 

Full of great love, but Cupid's wanton snare 
As hell she hated, chast jn work and will ; 
Her neck and breasts were ever open bare. 
That aye thereof her babes might suck their 
fill; 

The rest was all in yellow robes arraied still. 

A multitude of babes about her hang, 

Plying their sports, that joy’d her to behold, 
Whom still she fed, whilst they were weak 
aud young, 

But thrust them forth still, as they wexed old : 
And on her head she wore a tire of gold, [fair, 
Adorn’d with ge.mines and owclies wondrous 
\yhoso passing price uneath was to be told ; 

’Xnd by her side there sate a gentle pair 
Of turtle doves, she sittiug in au ivory cliaire. 

• $ 35. Cupid. 

Like a Cupidojpi Idieau hill, 

When having laid his cruel bowe away, 

And mortal arrows, wherewith he doth fill 
The world with wondrous spoils and bloodie 
* prey . 

r With his faire mother lie him diglits to play, 
And with his goodly sisters, graces three ; 
The goddessc pleased with his wanton play, 
Suffers herself through sleep beguil'd to be, 
»*The whiles the other ladies mind their merry 
glee. [he used 

First, she him sought in court where most 
Whylojne to haunt, but there she found him 
- Hot £ [cused 

But many there she found, which sore ac- 
His falsehood, and with foule infamous blot, 
His cruel deeds and wicked wiles did spot : 


Ladies and lords she every-where mote hear 
Complaining, how with his empoysned shot 
Their woful hearts he wounded had why- 
learc, [and feare. 

And so had left them languishing 'twixt hope 

She then the cities sought from gate to gate, 
And cv’ry one did ask, did he him see ; 

And every one her answer'd, and too late 
He had him seen, and felt the crucltie 
Of his sharp darts, and hot artillcric ; 

And every one threw forth reproaches rife 
Of his mischievous deeds, and said, that liee 
Was the disturber of all civil life, 

The encmie of peace, and author of all strife. 

Then in the country she abroad him sought, 
And in the rural cottages enquired : [brought, 
Where also many plaints to her were 
How he their heedless hearts with love had 
fired, [spired ; 

And false venim thorough their vciucs m- 
And Ckc the gentle sheplieard sw nines 
which sate 

Keeping their fleecy flocks, as they were hired. 
She sweetly heard complainc, both how and 
what [thereat. 

I ler sou lie had to them doen ; yet she did t-nule 
And at the upper end of the faire towne, 
There was an altar built of precious stone, 

Of passing value, and of great renowne, 

On which there stood an image all alone, 

Of niassie gold, which with his own light 
shone ; 

And wings it had with sundry colours dight. 
Morn sundry colours than the proud pavone 
Bears in his boasted fan, or Iris bright. 
When her discolour’d bow she spreads through 
heaven bright. 

Blindfold he was, and in his cruel fist 
A mortal bow and arrowes keen did hold. 
With which he shot at random when he 
list : [gold 

Some headed with sad lead, some with pure 
(Ah, man ! beware how thou those darts be- 
hold). 

A wounded dragon under him did lie, 
Whose hideous tayle his left foot did enfold, 
And with a shaft was shot through either 
eye, . [remedy. 

That no man forth could draw, ne no man 
Next after her, the winged god himself 
Came riding on a lyon ravenous, 

Taught to obey the menage of that elfe, 
That man and beast witli powre imperious 
'Sulxlueth to his kingdom tyrannous : 

His blindfold eyes he bail awhile unbind, 
That his proud spoyle of that same dolorous 
Fair dame lie might behold in perfect kind ; 
Which seen he much rejoyceth in his cruel 
mind. 

Of which full proud, himself up-rearing hyc, 
He looked round about with stern disdaine ; 

And did survey his goodly company ; 

And marshalling the evil ordered traine, 
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With that the darts which his right hand did 
stroine, 

Full dreadfully he shook, that all did quake, 
And clapt on high his coloured wings twainc, 
That all his many it afiraidc did make : 
Though binding him againe, his way he forth 
did take. 

$ 36. Danger. 

But in the porch did ever more abide 
An hideous giant, dreadful to behold, [stride ; 

That stopt the entrance with his spacious 
And with the terror of his countenance bold, 
Full many did alTray, that else iaine enter 
would. 

His name was Danger, dreaded over all, 
Who day and night did watch and duly ward, 
From fearful cowards entrance to forestall, 
And faint-heart foolcs, whom show of peri 11 
hard 

Could terrific from Fortune's faire award : 

For, oftentimes, faint hearts at first cspiall 
Of his grim face, w ere from approaching scar'd ; 

Unworthy they of grace, whom one deniall 
Excludes from faire hope, witliouten further 
triall. J 


Yet many doughty heroes, often tride 
In greater perils to l>c stout and bold, 

Durst not the sterness of his look abide ; 

But soon as they Ins countenance behold. 
Began to faint, and feci their courage cold. 

Again, some other, that in hard assaies 
Were cowards known, and little count did 
hold, [waics. 1 

Either through gifts, or guile, or such like j 
Crept in by 6looping lowc, or stealing of the 
kaies. 


§ 37. Day-break. 

Br this, the northern waggoner had set 
Ilia sevenfold tome behind the stedfast star, 
That was in ocean waves yet never wet. 
But firme is fixt, and sewleth light from far 
To all, that in the wide deep wandering are : 
And chearful Cliaunticlcre with his note 
shrill 

Had warned once, that Plwpbus' fiery carrc 
In haste was climbing up the eastern hill j 
Full envious that night so long his room did 
fill. 


$ 38. Death. 

And in his hand a bended bow was secne, 
And many arrowes under his right side, 

All deadly dangerous, all cruel kecnc, 
Headed with flint, and feathers bloudic dido. 
Such as the Indians in their quivers hide : 
Those could he well direct, and straite as line, 
And bid them strike the marke which he had 
eyde ; 

Ne was there salve, ne was there medicine. 
That mote recure their wounds ; so inly they 
did tine. 

As pale and wan as ashes was his look, 

His body lean and meagre as a rake, 


And skin all wither’d as a dried rook, 
Thereto as cold and drery as a snake. 

That seem'd to tremble evermore, and quake $ 
All in a canvas thin lie was bedight, . 

And girded with a belt of twisted brake, 

Upon his head he wore an liclinet light. 

Made of a dead man's skull, that seem'd a 
gastly sight. 

$ 39. Defamation. 

Him in a narrow place he overtook, 

And fierce assailing ibre't him turn againe ; 

Sternly lie turn’d again, when he himstrooke 
With Ins sharp slcele, and ran at him atnaine 
With open month, that scorned to eontaine 
A full good peck within the utmost brim. 

All set with iron teeth with ranges twainc, 
That ten i lied his foes, ami armed him, 
Appearing like the mouth of Orcus, grisly 
grim. 

And therein were a thousand tongues om- 
Of sundry kindos, and sundry quality j [pight. 
Some were of clogs, that harked day and 
night, 

And some of eats, that wralling still did erv ; 
And some of bears, that groyml continual]) j 
And some of tigers that did seem to gren 
And snar at all that ever pissed by : [men. 

Hut most of them wen* tongue's of mortal 
That spake reproachfully, not caring whole 
nor when. 

And then amongst were mingled here and 
there, [slings, 

The tongues of serpents-, with three tin Red 
That spat out poison, and bore blouily ge.ru 
At all tiiat came within his ra veilings, 

And spake licentious words, and hateful things, 
Of good and had alike, of low and hie, 

Ne Oa-sars spared lie. a whit, nor kings, 

Hut cither blotted them with infamy. 

Or bit them with his baneful tcctli of injury. 

§ AO. Desire. 

Asii him beside marrht amorous Desire 
Who seem’d of riper years than th' othef 
svvaine ; 

Yet was that other swaine the elder syre, .. 
And gave him being, common to them twaine : 
Ilis garment was disguised very vaine, 

And his embroidered bonet sate awry j 
'Twixt both his hands flew sparks he close did 
strain, 

Winch still lie blew, and kindled busily, 
That soon they life conceiv’d, and forth in" 
flames did fly. 

$ 41. Detraction. 

Tiif. other nothing lietier was than she ; *"■* 
Agreeing in bad will and cancred kind, 

Hut in bad manner they did disagree } 

For, whal-so Envie good or bad did find, 

She did couceale and murder her own migd j 
llut this, whatever evil she conceaved, 

Did spread abroad, and throw in the open 
1 wind. 
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Yet this in all her words might be perceived, 
That all she sought was men’s good names to 
have bereaved. 

For whatsoever good by any said, [vent 
Or done, she heard, she would strait-waies in- 
flow to deprave, or slanderously upbraid, 

Or to misconstrue of a man’s intent, 

And turnc to ill the thing that well was ment. 

Therefore she used often to resort 
To common haunts, and company’s frequent, 
To hark what any one did good report, 

To blot the same with blame, or wrest in 
wicked sort. 

And if that any ill she heart! of any, 

She would it eke, and make it worse by telling, 
And take great joy to publish it to many, 
That every matter worse was for her fuelling * 
Iler name was hight Detraction, and her 
dwelling 

Was near to Envy, oven her neighbour next ; 
A wicked hag, and Envy’s self excelling 
In iniseliiele . for, herself she only ve.xt : 
But tliis same, both herself and others eke 
perplext. 

Her face was ugly, and her mouth distort, 
Foaming with poyson round about her gills, 

In which her cursed tongue (full sharp and 
short) 

Appear’d like aspis sting, that closely kills. 

Or cruelly does wound whom-so she wills 3 
A distalV in her other ln>ml she had, 

Upon the w hich she little spinnes, but spils. 
And fames to weave false talcs and leasings 
bad, [disprad. 

To throw among the good, when others had 

§ 42. Discord’s House. 

Hard by the gates of hell her dwelling is. 
There whereas all plagues and harmes abound, 
Which punish wicked men, that walk amiss; 
It is a darksome delve farro under ground. 
With thornes and barren brakes environd 
round. 

That none the same way may out-win ; 

* Yet many wayes to enter may be found, 

. But none to issue forth when 011 c is in ; 

For discord harder is to end than to begin. 

And all wtohiifthc riven wallcs were hung 
With raggeft monuments of times fore-past, 
Of which, the. sad eflccts of discord sung ; 
Tlf^re were rcut robes, aud broken scepters 
Altars defil’d, and holy things defac’t, [plac’t, 
Dishevered Bpcars, and shields ytorne in 
twaine. 

Great cittys ransack't, and strong castles ras’t, 
Nations captived, and huge armies slainc : 
Of all which ruines there some reliques did 
remaine. 

There was the signe of antique Babylon, 

Of fatal Thebes, of Rome that raigned long, 
t)f sacred Salem, and sad llion, 

For memory of which, on high there hong 
The golden apple (cause of all their w'roiig) 


For which the three faire goddesses did 
strive : 

There also was the name of Nimrod strong, 

Of Alexander, and his princes five, 

Which shar'd to them the spoiles which he 
had got alive. 

And there the reliques of the drunken fra y, 
The which amongst the Lapithees befell, 

Aud of the bloody feast, which sent away 
So many Cenlaurcs’ drunken soules to hell, 
That under great Alculcs’ furic fell : 

And of the dreadful discord, which did drive 
The noble Argonauts to outrage fell, 

That each of life sought other to deprive, 

All mindless of the golden-fleece which made 
them strive. 

And eke of private persons many rnoc, 

That were too long a workc to count them all 3 
Some of swornc friends, that did their faith 
forgoe j 

Some of borne brethren, prov’d unnatural ; 
Some of dcare lovers, foes perpetual ; 

Witness their broken bands theue to be seen, 
Their girlonds rent, their bowres dispoiled all ; 

The monuments whereof there byding been, 
As plaine as at the first, when they were fresh 
and green. 

Such was the house within; but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds, 
Which she herself had soweu all about, 

Now growen great, at first of little seedcs, 

The scedes of evil words, aud factious deedes ; 
Which when to ripeness due they growen 
are, 

Bring forth an infinite increase, that hreedes 
Tumultuous trouble, and contentious jarre, 
The which most often end in blood-shed and 
in warre. 

And those same cursed seedes do also serve 
To her for bread, and yield a living food : 

For life it is to her, when others sterve 
Thro’ mischievous debate, and deadly feood. 
That she may suck their life, and drink their 
blood, [been led. 

With which she from her childhood had 
For she at first was born of hellish brood, 

And by infernal furies nourished, 

That by her monstrous shape might easily be 
read. 

Her face most foule and filthy was to see, 
With squinting eyes contrary wavs entended, 
And loathly mouth, unmeet a mouth to be ; 
That nought but gall and venim compre- 
hended, 

And wicked words that God and man offended • 
Her lying tongue was in two parts divided. 
And both tli^arts did speak, and both cou- 
tcnde« [cided, 

And as her "ongue, so was her heart de- 
That never thought one thing, but doubly still 
was guided. 

A Is as she double spake, so heard she double, 
With matchless cars deformed and distort, 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


m 


[book it. 


Fil’d with false rumors, and seditious trouble, 
Bred in assemblies of the vulgar sort. 

That still are led with every light report. 

And as her eares, so eke her feet were odde. 
And much unlike, th’ one long, tho other 
short, [ward gode, 

And both misplac’t ; that when th ; one for- 
The other back retired, and contrary trodc. 

Likewise unequal were her handes twaine j 
That one did reach, the other puaht away ; 

The one did make, the other marr'd againc, 
And sought to bring all things unto decay ; 
Whereby great riches, gather’d many a day, 
She in short space did often bring to nought . 
And their posscssours often did dismay. 

For all her study was, and all her thought, 
How she might overthrone the tiling that con- 
cord wrought. 

So much her malice did her might surpass, 
That even th' Almighty solfe she did inaiigno 
Because to man so merciful he was, 

And unto all his creatures so benigne, 

Sitli she her self was of his grace indigne: 

For all this world's faire workmanship she 
Unto his last confusion to bring, [tride 

And that gi eat golden chuinc quite to divide, 
With which it blessed concord hath together 
tide. 

$ 13. Envy. 

A x» next to him malicious Envic rode, 
Upon a ravenous wolfc, and still did chaw 
Between his cankred teeth a venomous toad. 
That all the pnyson ran about his jaw j 
But inwardly he chawed his own maw [sad,| 
At neighbours wealth, that made him evcr| 
For death it was, when any good he saw, ! 
And wept, that cause of weeping none he I 
had : [drous glad. 

But when he heard of harme, he wexed won- 
All in a kirtle of discolour'd say 
lie clothed was, ypainted full of eyes ; 

And in his bosom secretcly there lay 
An hateful snake, the which his tail up ties 
In many folds, and mortal sting implies. 

Still as he rode; he gnasht his teeth, to see 
Those heaps of gold with gnple covetisc, 

And grudged at the great felicity 
Of proud Lucifera, and his own company. 

He hated all good works and virtuous deeds, 
And him no less, that any like did use j 
And who with gracious bread the hungry 
feeds, 

His alms for want of faith he doth accuse } 

So every good to bad he doth abuse ; 

And eke the verse of famous poet’s wit 
He doth back-bite, and spiteful poison spues 
From leprous mouth, on all that ever writ : 
Such on vile Envy was, that fn£n rowe did 
sit. ” 

$ 44. Faith. 

Or which the eldest, that Fidelia hight, 

Like sunny beames threw from her crystal 
face, 


That could have daz’d the rash beholder’s 
sight, [light. 

And round her head did shine like heaven’s 

She was amid all in lily white. 

And in her right hand bore a cup of gold, 
With wine and water fill’d up to the height, 
In which a serpent did himself enfold, 

That horror made to all that did behold ; 

But she no whit did change her constant 
mood j 

And in her other hand she fast did hold 
A book that was both sign'd and seal’d with 
blood, [understood. 

Wherein dark things were writ, hard to be 

§ 43. Fancy 

EmOiVgst them all sate he which wonned 
there. 

That hight Pliantastes by his nature trew } 

A man in yeares, yet fresh as mote appearc, 
Of swartli complexion, and of crabbed hue, 
That him full of melancholy did shew ; [eyes 
Bent hollow beetle browes, sharp stairing 
That mad or foolish seem’d . one by his \ iew 
Mote deem him borne with ill-disposed 
skyes, [agonies. 

When oblique Saturne sate in the house of 

$ 13. Fear. 

Nkxt him was Fearc, all arm’d from top to 
toe, 

Yet thought himself not safe enough thereby, 
But fear'd each shadow moving to and fro ; 
And lus own armes when glitt’rmg lie did spy, 
Or clashing heard, he fast away did fly. 

As ashes pale of hue, and wingv -heel 'd ; 
And evermore on danger lixt his eye, 

'Gainst whom he always bent a brazen 
shield, 

Which Ins right hand unarmed fearfully did 
wield. 

§ 47. Mi ip. 

A-> a tall ship tossed in troublous seas, * 
Whomc raging winds, thercating to make the 
prey 

Of the rough rocks, do dtversly disease, % 
Meets two contrary billows by the way, 

That her on either side do si. pssay, 

And boast to swallow her in gi -iedy grave ; 
She, scorning both their spights, docs make 
wide way, [w..\c, 

And with her breast breaking the foamy 
Does ride on both their backs, and faire her- 
self doth save. 

$ 43. Fire 

Lr kk as a fire, the which in hollow cave 
Hath long been under kept and down sup- 
press 

With murmurous disdain doth inly rave, 
And grudge in so straight prison to be prest 4 
At last breakes forth with furious unrest, 

And strives to mount unto his native seat ; 
All that earst it hinder and molest, 
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It now devours with flames and scorching 
heat, [great. 

And carries into smoakc with rage and horror 

$ 49. First Age. 

The antique world, in his first flowing 
youth, 

Found no defect in his Creator’s grace 3 
But with glad thanks, and unreproved truth, 
The gifts of soveraigne bouuty did embrace : 
Like angel's life was then man’s happy case 3 
But later ages’ pride (like corn-fed steedc) 
Abus’d her plenty, and lut-swoln encrcasc, 

To all licentious lust, and gan exceed 
Thb measure of her incanc, and natural first 
need. 

Then gan a cursed hand the quiet woinbe 
Of his great grandmother with steele to wound, 
And the hid treasures in her sacred toinbe 
With sacrilege to dig. Therein he found 
Fountaincs of gold and silver to abound, 

Of which the matter of his huge desire 
And pompous pride eftsoones he did com- 
pound, (spire 

Then avarice gan through his vcines to iu- 
llis greedy flames, and kcndle life-devouring 
lire. 

§ 50. Gluttony. 

And by his side rode loathsome Gluttony, 
Deformed creature, on a tilth y swine, 

His belly was up-blown with luxury, 

And eke with fatness swollen were lus cyne . 
And like a crane his neck was long and fine, 
With which he swallowed up excessive 
feast, 

For want whereof poor people oft did pine j 
And all the way, most like a brutish beast, 
lie spewed up his gorge, that all did him dc- 
tcast. 

In green vine leaves he was right fitly clad, 
For other clothes he could not. wear for heat. 

And on his head an ivy girlund had, 

Fu.h** under which fast trick! *.l down the 
jStill as he rode he somewhat dm cat, [sweat : 

And in his hand did hear a bouzing cann, 

Oil which he supt so oft, that on his seat 
Ilis drunken corse he searce upholder! can, 
In shape and UJsrffiorc like a monster than a 
inan^y^ 

was for any worldly thing, 

Anfli eke unable once to stirre or go ; 

Not meet to be a counccl to a king, [so : 
Whose minde in meal and drink was drowned 
Full of disease was his carr.asse blue, 

And a dry dropsy through his ilcsli did flow, 
Which by misdiet daily greater grew : [crew. 
Such one was Gluttony, the second of that 

$51. Grove. 

Into that forest farre they thence him led, 
Whterc was their dwelling in a pleasant glade 
With mountains round about environed, 

A.^1 mighty woods, which did the valley shade, 


And like a stately theatre it made, 

Spreading itself into a epatious plain©, 

And in the midst a little river plaid 

Emongst the pumystones, which seem’d to 
plainc 

With gentle murmur that his course they did 
restrainc. 

$ 52. Harmony. 

Eftsoons they heard a most rnclodiouf 
sound, 

Of all that mote delight a dainty care, 

Such as at once might not ou living ground, 
Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere ■ 
Right hard was it for wight that did it heart*, 
To read wliat manner inu»irk that mote be : 
For all that pleasing is to living earc 
Was there consorted in one harmonic, 

Birds, voices, instruments, windcs, waters,— 
all agree. 

The joyous birds shrouded in chcarful shade, 
Their notes unto the voycc attempred sw eet ; 

The angel call soft trembling voices made 
To the instruments divine respondenre meet : 
The silver sounding instruments did meet 
With the base murmnre oft be waters fill . 
The waters fall, with difference discreet. 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call, 
The gently warbling wind low o answering to 
all. 

$ 53. Hermitage. 

A MTTI.K lowly hermitage it was, 

Down in a dale hard by a forest side, 

Farre from resort of people that did pass 
In travell to and fro : a little wide 
There was an holy chapel! edified. 

Wherein the hermit duly went to way 
His holy things each morn and eiening tide : 

Thereby a crystal streame did gently play, 
Which from a sacred fountain welled forth 
away. 

lie thence led me into this hermitage, 
Letting his steeds to graze upon the green \ 
Small was bis bouse, and like a little cage, 
For Ins own turne, yet inly neat and clean, 
Dockl with green houghes, and flowers gay 
be scene j 

Therein he them full fa ire did emertaine, 
Not with such forged shown, as fitter beone 
For courting fools that couitisies would 
faint*, [plaint*. 

But with entire affection, and appearance 

$ 54. Honor. 

Whoso in pompc of proud estate (quoth 
she) 

Does swim, and bathes himself m courtly bliss, 
Does wast his daies in darke obscurity 
And in oblivion ever buried is ; 

Where ease abounds, it ’s easm to doe amiss ; 
But who his limbs with labours, and his 
mind 

Behaves with cares, cannot so easie miss. 
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Abroad in arms, at home in studious kind, 
Who Mekes with painefuli toile, shall honour 
soonest find. 

In woods, in waves, in wars she wonts to 
dwell, 

And will be found with perill and with paine 5 
No can the man that moulds in idle cell, 
Unto her happy mansion attain : 

Before her gate high God did sweat ordaine, 
And wakeful watches ever to abide 3 
But caaic is the way, and passage plamc 
To pleasure's palace ; it may soon be spido, 
And day and night her doors to all stand open 
wide. 

$55. Hope. 

With him went Hope in rank, a handsome 
mayd, 

Of chcarful look, and lovely to behold 3 
In silken samite she was light arraid. 

And her fairc locks were woven up in gold ; 
She always smil'd, and in her hand did hold 
An holy water sprinkle dipt in deawe, 

In which she sprinkled favours manyfold, 

On whom she list, and did great liking 
shewe j 

Great liking unto many, but true love to fewe. 
Another. 

Her youngest sister, that Speranza hight, 
Was clad in blue, that her beseemed well, 

Not all so chearful seemed she of sight, 

As was her sister j whether dread did dwell, 
Or anguish in her heart, is hard to tell : 

Upon her arme a silver anchor lay, 

Whereon she leaned ever, as befell : 

And ever up to Heaven as she did pray, [way. 
Her stedfast ejes were bent, nc swarved other 

$ 56. Hypocrite. 

At length they chanc’t to meet upon the 
way 

An aged sire, in long black weeds yclad, 

His feet all hare, his beard all hoary graic, 
And by his belt bis book he hanging had 3 
Sober he seem’d, and very sagely sad, 

And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent, 
Simple in shewe, and void of malice had, 

And all the way he prayed as he went, 

And often knockt his breast, as one that did 
repent. 

$ 57. Idleness. 

Of which the first, that all the rest did 
guide, 

Was sluggish Idleness, the nurse of sin 3 
Upon a slothful ass he chose to ride, 

Arraid in habit black, and amis thin, 

Like to an holy monk the servis to begin. 

And in his hand a portesse still he bare, 
That much was worne, but therein little red 3 
For of devotion he had little care. [dead, 
Still drown’d in sleep, and most of his days 
Scarce could he once upheld his heavy head 



To looken whether it were night or day. 

May seem the waine was very evil led, 

When such an one had guiding of the way, 
That knew not whether right he went, or else 
astray 

From worldly cares himself he did esloine, 
And greatly shunned manly exercise 3 
For every work he challenged effoine, 

For contemplation sake : yet otherwise, 

II is life he led in lawless riotise : 

By which he grew to grievous maladie 3 
For in his lustless limbs through evil guise 
A shaking feaver raign’d continually : 

Such one was Idleness, first of this company. 

$ 58. Ignorance. 

At last, with creeping crooked pace, forth 
cainc 

An old man, with beard as white as snow, 

That on a static his feeble steps did frame, 
And guide his weary steps both to and fro 3 
For bis eye-sight him fail'd long ago 3 

And on his arme a bunch of keys he bore, 
The which, unus’d, rust did overgrow© * 

Those were the keys of every inward dore ; 
But he could not them use, but kept them still 
in store. 

But very uncouth sight was to behold 
IIow he did fashion his untoward pace : 

For as he forward mov'd his footing olrl. 

So backward still was turn'd his wrinkled 
Unlike to men, who ever as they trace, [face ; 
Buth feet and face one way are wont to 
lend j 

This was the ancient keeper of that place. 

And foster father of the giant dead, 

His name Ignaro did his nature right arcad. 

$ 59. Inconstancy. 

For those same islands, seeing now and 
then, 

Are not firmc land, or any certein wonne, 

But straggling plots : which to and fro do 
ronne ■ 

In the wide waters : therefore are they hight # 
The Wandring Islands : therefore do them 
shonne 3 [wight 

For they have oft drawn many a wandring 
Into most deadly danger and'uHresscd plight. 

Yet well they seem to him, that’^jrre doth 
view, * % 

Both fa ire and fruitful, and the ground dispred 
With grassie green of delectable hew, 

And the tall trees with leaves unparalled, 

Are deekt with blossoms dyed in white and 
red, 

That mote the passengers there to allure : « 
But whosoever once hath fastened 
His foot thereon, may never yet recure, 

But wandreth evermore uncertain and unsure. 

$ 60. Incontinence. 

The wanton lady with her lover rose, [pose. 
Wlioes sleepy head she in her lap did soft dis- 
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Upon a bed of roses she was laid, 

As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin, 
«And wits arraid, or rather disarraid, 

All irito veil of silk and silver thin, 

That hid no whit her alabaster skin, 

But rather showed more white, if more 
might be : 

More subtile web Arachne cannot spin, 

Nor the fine nets which oft we woven see 
Of scorched dew, do not in th’ air more lightly 
flee. 


$61. Lechery. 

And next to him rode lustfull Lechery, 
Uj$on a bearded goat, whoes rugged hairc, 

And wlialcy eyes (the signe of jcalousic) 
Was like the person self whom he did bcare ; 
Who rough and black, and filthy did appearc, 
Unseemly man to please fair lady’s eye 3 
Yet he of ladys oft was loved dear, 

When fairer faces were bid standee by : 

O ! who does know the bent of woman’s fan- 
tasie 1 

In a green gownc he clothed was full faire, 
Which underneath did hide his filthiness. 

And in his hand a burning heart did bare, 
Full of vainc follies, and new fanglcncss, 

For lie was false, and fraught with fickleness. 
And learned had to love with see ret t lookes, 
And well could dance and sing with rueful- 
ness, [books, 

And fortunes tell, and read in lovcing 
And thousand other waies, to bait his fleshly 
hooks. 

Inconstant man, that loved all lie saw, 

And lusted after all that he did love, 

No would his looser life be tied to law, 

But joy'd weak women’s hearts to tempt and 
prove. 

If from their loyal loves he might them move ; 
Which lewdness fill’d him with reproachful 
paine 

Of that foul evill which all men reprove, 

* That rots the marrow and consumes the 

braine : [traine. 

Such one was Lechery, the third of all this 

# $ 62. Life. 

O why doj^rffi-etched men so much desire 
To drawtheir days unto the utmost date, 
AmMroe not rather wish them soon expire, 
Ki. owing the misery of their est.il c, 

And thousand perils which them still awaite, 
Tossing themselves like a boat amid the 
maine 

That every hour they knock at deathes gate ? 
And he that happy sceines, and least in 
paine, fplaine.’ 

Yet is as nigh his end, as he that most doth 


Doth first peep forth with bashful snodestie, 
Thus fairer seems, the less you see her mayy 
Lo, sec soon after, how more bold and free 
Her bared bosom she doth broad display j 
Lo, see soon after, how she fades and falls 
away. 

So passeth in the passing of a day, 

Of mortal life the leafe, the bujl, the fiowre, 

Ne more doth flourish after first decay, 

That earst was sought to deck both bed and 
bowrc 

Of many a lady, and many a paramoure : 

Gather the rose of love, whilst yet is time. 
Whilst loving thou mayst loved be with equal 
crime. 

$ 63. Love. 

O svcrf.d fire that burnest mightily 
In living brests, y kindled first above, [sky, 
Emongst tlr* eternal spheres and lamping 
And thence pour'd into men, which men call 
love 3 [move 

Not that same which doth base affections 
In brutish inindcs, and filthy lust inflame; 
But that sweet lit, that does true beauty Jove, 
And choscth vertue for his dearest dame, 
Whence spring all noble deeds, and never- 
dying fame. 

Well did antiquitie a god thcc dee me, 

That over mortal minds has so great might, 

To order them as best to thee doth seetne. 
And all their actions to direct aright ; 

The fatal purpose of divine foresight 
Thou dost effect in destined descents, 
Through deep impression of thy secret might 3 
And stirredst up the hcroc’s high intents, 
Which the late world admires for wondrous 
monuments. 

. Wondrous it is to see in diverse mindcs. 
How diversely Love doth his pageants play, 
And shews his power in variable kinds : 

The baser wit, whose idle thoughts alway 
Are wont to cleave unto the lowly clay, 

It stirreth up to sensual desire, 

And in lewd sloth to wast its careless day 5 
Rut in brave sprite it kindles goodly lire, 
That to all high desert and honour doth aspire. 

Ne suffereth uncomely idleness 
In his free thought to build her sluggish nest ; 

Ne suflereth it thought of ungentleness, 

Ever to creep into his noble brest ; 

But to the highest and the worthiest 
Lifteth it up, that else would lowly fall : 

It lets not fall, it lets it not to rest : [all, 

It lets not scarce this prince to breathe at 
But to his first pursuit him forward still doth 
call. 

$ 61. Madness . 


The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely 

All see, i!m> so faire thing dost faine to see, 
In springing fiowre the image of thy day 3 
All see thy virgin rose, how sweetly slice 


Witfi hundred iron chains he did him bind. 
An hundred knotts that did him sore con- 
straine: 

Yet his great iron teeth lie «till did grinde. 
And grimly gnash, threatniug revenge in vainc : 
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Hia burning eyn, whom bloudy strokes did 
staine f [fire ; 

Stared full wide, and threw forth sparks of 
And more for ranke despight, then for great 
p&ine, [wire, 

Sliak’t his long locks, colour’d like copper 
And bit his tawny beard to shew his raging 
ire. 

$ 65. Mercy. 

They, passing by, were guided by degree 
Unto the pressance of that gratious queen : 
Who sate on high, that she might all men 
And might of all men royally be sec nr. [see, 
Upon a throne of gold full bright and shecnc > 
Adorned all with ge mines of endless price, 
As either might for wealth have gotten been, 
Or could be fram’d by workman's rare de- 
vice j [lice. 

And all enibost with lyons and with flowre-dc- 

And over all her cloth of state was spred, 
Not of rich tissew, nor of cloth of gold, 

Nor of aught else that may he richest red, 
But like a cloud, as likest may be told, [fold j 
That her broad spreading wings did wide un- 
Whose skirts were bordered with bright 
sunny beames, 

Glistring like gold, amongst the plights enrold, 
And here and there shooting forth silver 
streames, [the glittering glenmcs. 
Mongst which crept the little angels through 

Seemed those little angels did uphold 
The cloth of state, and on their purpled wings 
Did bear the pendants, thro’ their nimbless 
bold, 

Besides a thousand more of such, as sings 
Hyniucs to high God, and carols heavenly 
things, 

Encompassed the throne, on which she sate : 
She angel-like, the heir of ancient kings 
And mighty conquerors, in royal state. 
Whilst kings and Caesars at her feet did them 
prostrate. 

Thus she did sk in sovereign majestic, 
Holding a sceptre in licr royal hand, 

The sacred pledge of peace and clcmencic, 
With which high God had blest her happy 
land, 

JVIaugre so many foes which did withstand. 

But at her fee t her sword w as likewise layd, 
Whose long rest rusted the bright Rteely brand, 
Yet when as foes enforc’t, or friends sought 
ayde. 

She could it sternly draw, that all the world 
dismaide. v 

And round about before her feet there sate 
A beautie of fairc virgins clad in white, 

That goodly seem’d t’ adorno her royal state, 
All lovely daughters of high Jove, that hight 
Litas, by him begot in love’s delight, 

Upon the righteous Themis : those they say 
Upon Jove’s judgmogfescal unite day and 
night, * 'f 


And when in wrath he threats the world’s 
decay, [stay. 

They do his anger calme, and cruel vengeaY.ce 

They also doe, by his divine permisdfon, 
Upon the thrones of mortal princes tend, 

And often treat for pardon and remission 
To suppliants through frailtie which offend ; 
Those did upon Marciilas’s throne attend : 

Just Dice, wise Eunomic, mild Eirene j 
And them amongst, her glory to commend, 
•Sate goodly Temperance, in garments clenq, 
And sacred Reveruncc, yborne of heavenly 
strene. 

Some clerks doe doubt in their dcvicefbrart, 
Whether this heavenly thing, whereof 1 treat, 
To weeten, mercy, be of justice part, 

Or drawne forth from her by divine cxtreatc. 
Tins well 1 wote } that sure she is as great, 
And me.riteth to have as high a place, 

•Sitli in lir Almightie s everlasting seat [race ; 

She first was bred, and borne of heavenly 
From thence pour’d down on men, by influ- 
ence of grace. 

For if that virtue he of that great might, 
Which from just verdict will for nothing start, 
But to preserve inviolated right, 

Oft spoils the principal to save the part ; 

So much more then is that of powre and art. 

That seekes to save the subject of her skill, 
Yet never doth for doom of right depart : 

As it is greater praise to save, than spill *, 
And better to reforme, than to cut off the ill. 

$ G6. Minerva. 

Like as Minerva, being late return’d 
From slaughter of the giants conquered : 
Where proud Enceladc, whose wide nose- 
triJi* liurn'd 

With breathed flames, like to a furnace red, 
Transfixed with his spear, down tumbled dead 
From top of Ileinus, by him heaped hie, 
Hath loos'd her helmet from her lolly head, 
And her Gorgunian shield gins to unt ie. 
From her lell arrne, to rest in glorious victone. 

$ 67. Morning. 

At last fair Hesperus, in his highest sky • 
Had spent his lamp, and brought forth dawn- 
ing light, 

Then up he rose, and clad him rtvpfily ; 

The dwarfe him brought his steed both 
away did fly. * 

Another. 

At last the golden oriental gate 
Of greatest heaven gan to open faire, [mate, 
And Phrebus fresh, as bridegrome to his 
Came dancing forth, shaking his deawy haire: 
And hurles his glistering beams thro’ gleomy 
airc. 

Another. % 

Soon as the fiery streakes iflllh pu#J>le 
heatnes 

Disperse the shadows of the mialy night. 
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And Titan playing on the easterne strcames, 
Gan clearc the dcawy aire with springing 
, . light : 

as day, forth dawning from the east, 
Night ’rhumid curtaine from the heavens with- 
drew, 

And early calling forth both man and beast, 
Commanded them their daily workes renew. 


$ 68. Palace of Sleep . 

To Morpheus’ house doth hastily repaire : 
Amid the bowels of the earth full steep [peep, 
*’ And lowe, where dawning day doth never 
'■■'Hifc dwelling is j there Thetys his wet bed 
Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth steep 
In silver dew his ever drooping head, 
Whiles sad night over him her mantle black 
doth spread. 

Whose double gates he findeth locked fast, 
The one fair fram'd with burnish’d ivory, 

The other all with silver overcast ; 

And wakefull dogges before them farre doe lye, 
Watching to banish Care their enemy, 

\V r ho oft is wont to trouble gentle sleep. 

By them tlie upright doth paBS in quietly, 

And unto Morpheus comes, whom drowned 
deep, 

In drowsie lit he finds of nothing he takes keep. 

And more to lull him in his slumbers soft, 

A trickling stream from high rock tumbling 
down. 

And ever drizling raine Upon the loft, 

Mixt with a murmuring wind, much like the 
sound 

Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swoone : 

No other noise, nor people’s troublous crycs, 
As still are wont t’ annoy the walled town, 
Might there be heard : but careless quiet 
lies, 

Wrapt in eternal silence, farre from enemies. 

§ 69. Sim. 

As when two Suns appear in Hi’ azure sky. 
Mounted in Phoebus’ chariot fiorie bright : 

. Both darting forth faire beames to each 
man’s eye. 

Ajid both adorn’d with lamps of (laming light, 
All that behold such strange prodigious sight, 
Not knowipg^naturc’s work, nor what to 
weppu, [fright. 

Are wstfpt with wonder and with rare af- 

$ 70. Phaeton . 

Exceeding shone, like Phoebus’ fairest 
childe, 

That did presume his father’s Aerie waine, 
And flaming mouthes of steeds unwonted 
wild, 

Thro 1 highest heaven with weaker hand to 
raine, 

Proud of such glory and advancement vaine, 
While flashing beams doe daze his feeble 
eyeo, 

He leeves the wilkin way most beaten plaine, 


And wrapt with whirling wheels enflame 
the skyen [shine. 

With fire not made to bum, but fhirly for to 
$ 71. Slander. 

So when that forest they had passed well, 

A little cottage iarre away they spide, [fell: 

To which they drew, ere night upon them 
And entering in, found none therein abide, 

But an old woman sitting there beside, 

Upon the ground, in ragged rude attire, 

With filthy locks about her scatter’d wide, 
Gnawing her nayles for felness and for ire, 
And thereout sucking venom to her parts in* 
tire. 

A l'oule and loathly creature sure in sight, 
And in conditions to he loath'd no less : 

For shoe was stud with rancour and de- 
spight 

Up to the throat ; that oft with bitterness 
It forth would break, and gush with great 
excess, 

Pouring out streams of poyson and of gall, 
Gainst all that truth or virtue doe professe ; 

Whome she with lessings lewdly did miscall 
And wickedly back-bite : her name men Slan- 
der call. 

Her nature is, all goodness to abuse. 

And causeless crimes continually to frame ; 
With which she guiltless persons may ac- 
cuse-, [name : 

And steale away the crowne of their good 
Ne ever knight so bold, ne ever dame [strive 
So chast and loyall liv’d, but she would 
With forged cause them falsely to defame : 

Ne ever thing was done so well alive, 

But she with blame would blot, and of due- 
praise deprive. 

Her words were not as common words are 
ment, 

T’ express the meaning of the inward minde ; 
But noisome breath, and poysonous spirit 
sent, 

From inward parts, with cancar’d malice lin’d,. 
And breathed forth with blast of bitter winde? 
Which passing thro’ the cares, would pierce- 
the heart, 

And wound the soul itself with grief unkind r 
For, like the stings of aspes, that kill with 1 
smart, [inner part. 

Her spightful words did prick and wound the 
$ 72. Storm . 

Hejc cryde, as rageing seas are wont to rore. 
When wintry storme his wrathfull wreck does 
threat, 

The rolling billows beat the rugged short), 
As they the earth would shoulder from her 
seat, 

And greedy gulph does gape, as he would oat 
His neighbour element in his revenge : 

Then gin the blustring breathren boldly threat, 
To move the world from off hiB steadfast 
henge, [avenge. 

And boystrous battel! make, each other to 
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$73. Venw . 

Right in the midst the goddesse self did 
Upon an altar of some, costly masse, [stand, 
Whose substance wdstlneath to understand : 
For neither precious ' stones, nor durefull 
brasse, , 

Nor shining gold, nor mouldring clay it was ; 

But yet more rare and precious to esteemc, 
Pure in aspect, and like to chrystall glass ; 

Yet glass was not, if one did rightly deem '; 
But being £oire and brittle, likest glass did 
sceme. 

But it in shape and beauty did exccll 
All other idols* which the heathen adore : 

Farre passing that, which by surpassing skill 
Phidias did make in Paphos isle of yore. 

With which that wretched Grecke that life; 
forlore 

Did fall in We : yet this much fairer shined, 
But covered with slender veil afore, 

And both her feet and legs together twined 
Were with a snake, whose head and taile 
were fast combined. 

The cause why she was covered with a 
voile, [same j 

Was hard to know, for that her priests the 
From people's knowledge labour'd to con- 
ceale ; 

But sooth it was not sure for womanish shame. 
Nor any blemish which the work mote blame ; 
But for (they say) she hath both kinds in 
one, 

Both male and female, both under one name : 

She sire and mother is herself alone ; 
Begets, and eke conceives, she needeth other 
none. 

And all about her neck and shoulders flew 
A flock of little loves, and sports, and joyes, 
With nimble wings of gold and purple hew ; 
Whoes shapes seem'd not like to terrestrial 
boyes, 

But like to angclB playing heavenly loyes ; 

The whilst their elder brother was away, 
Cupid, their elder brother ; he enjoys 
The wide kingdomc of love with lordly 
sway. 

And to his law compels all creatures to obey. 

And all about her altar scatter’d lay, 

Great sorts : tifJctvera piteously complaining, 
Some oftbeir loss, some of their love’s delay, 
Some of tbe^jM^&£ome paragons disdaining, 
Some fearing!: jKlbd^, Some fraudulently fayn- 
As ever onehSa cause of good or ill. [ing, 

- $ 74* ; Wrath. 

After that varlet's sight, it was not long 
Ere on the' plaine fast pricking Guion spidc 
One ili'bright arms embattailed full strong, 
That as the sunny beams doe glance and glide 
Upon the trembling wave, so shined bright, 
And nmiid aboyt him threw forth sparkling 
fire, 

That seemed him to enflame on every side : 


His steed was bloody red, and foamed ire, 
When with the maist’ring spur be did him 
roughly stire. 

Approaching nigh he never staid to 
Nc chaffer words, proud courage to provoke,’^ 
But prickt so fierce, that underneath hw 
feet " [smoke 

The smoldring dust did round about him 
Both horse and man nigh able for to choke ; 

And fairly couching his steel-headed spear, 
Ilim first saluted with a sturdy stroke. 

And him beside rides fierce refcngi 
Upon a lyon, loth for to be led ; -If" 

And in his hand a burning brond hefl^Kf'*'? 
The which he brandishelh about his 
Him eyes did hurlc forth sparkles fiery red, ■: & 
And stared stern on all that him beheld, 'j r 
As ashes pale of hue, and seeming dead; '/ 
And on his dagger still his hand he held, 
Trembling thro’ hasty rage, when choler in 
him s well’d. - 

His ruffian raiment all was stain’d in blood 
Which he had spilt, and nil to rage yrent, 

Thro’ unadvised rashness woxen wood, 

F or of his hands he had no government. 

Me car'd for bloud in his avengement j 
But when the furious fit was overpast, 

Uis cruel facts he often would repent, 

Yet, wilful man, he never would forecast. 
How many mischief.: should ensue his heedless 
hast ! 

Full many mischiefs follow cruel Wrath ; 
Abhorred bloodshed, and tumultuous strife, 

I -nirianly inurther, and unthrifty scath, 

Bitter despight, with rancour's rusty knife. 

And fretting grief, the enemy of life : 

And these and many evils more haunt ire, 
The swelling splene, and phrenzy raging rife, 
The shaking palsey, and St. Francis’ fire : 
Such one was Wrath, the last of this ungodly 
tire. 

SPENSER S FAIRY QUEEN 


$ 73. Duma weeping over her enemy, «?m- 
parrd to a Crocodile ; and a Description J 
of flight. 

As when a weary traveller, that strays * 
By muddy shore of broad scvpu-innutlied Nile, 
Unweeting of the perilous wandering ways, 
Doth meet a cruel crafty crocodile, 

Which in false grief hiding his harmlee&^niilo 
Doth weep full sore, and sbeddeth tender 
tears : 

The foolish man, that pities all lt^Ndt^j^ >v / 
His mournful plight, is swallow’d 
Forgetful of his own, that mindt/iw^thbr’s 
cares: ; 


0 wept Ducssa until even tide, [light * 
lint shining lamps in Jove’s high housgfwere 
hen forth she rose, ne longer wotiU^d#, 
ut comes unto the- place where 

1 ilumb’ring swoon nigh void 
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Lay cover’d with enchanted cloud alt day ; 
Whom when the founds as shech^left in 

ttfe plight . 

“ wofiil case, sbewoul^tet stay,, 
eastern ope^t of heaven makes 
Wfty ' ■ u . 

' Night, with visage dewjtJjpwd, 

Thai f^iehiu’ cheerful face durst 
Andjn a foul black pitchy mantle claa^ vc 
jphe finds forth-coming from her darksome 
diew, V-' 

WhcreJshe all day did hide her. hated hue : 

* '*’ ■' ' v » dpor her iron chariot- Stood, 

arnessed for journeyf new ; 
e-black steeds yborn of hellish brood, 
rU their rusty bits did champ as they 
r\>"|p^were wood. 

And all the while she stood upon the ground, 
Thd wakeful dogs did never cease to bay, 
As'gmng warning of th’ unusual sound, 

With wnich her iron wheels did them affray, 
Afld'herdkrk ^rieely lookfhem much dismay. 
The,me$senger of death, the ghastly owl, 
tyitfedreary shrieks did also her bewray 5 
And hungry wolves continually did' how t 
At ter abhorred face,* so filthy and so. fbul. 

• - -*. . / . . . * 
— On every side them stood 
The trembling ghosts with sad' axnated mood 
Chattering their iron teeth, and stating wide 
With stony eyes j and all the hellish brood 
Of fiends infernal flock’d On every side, 

To gaze on earthly wight, that with the Night 
durst ride. 

<■ 

$ 76. ; Description qf Lucjfefe Palace. 
tnfiTJtLV palace bmlt pfisquared brick, 
Whifift cunningly wap Without mortar laid, 
Whose walls were high, but nothing strong 
r thick; ’ 

tn foil all over them display’d ; 
irt &£ with brightness they dis- 

SJ**' ' 

EUR were many lefty tow rs, 
jr’galleries far over-laid, 

Full of^ur windows, and delightful bow’rs j . 
And top- a dial told the timely hours. 

K2gj$s a goodly Jjeap for to behold, - 

*the praises of the workman** vjjfiy- 
ity, that so fair a mould / 
foundation ever sit j 
ilU, that still did flit 
^mounted was full high, 
hi of heaven shaked it j 
er parts, that few could spy, 

1 old x wr£ painted cunningly. 

Blinding her Coach . 
hA-oui her stately plkce 
j.and for ]$r coach doth call ! 
Vend she- with princely pace, 

1 her parole pall, . ■ . * 
rafag day doth call, 
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So forth she comes her brightness broad doth 
- blaze,' ^ 

TSm heaps if people thronging in the hill 
Do ride each other, Up6n her to gaze t 
Her glorious glittering light doth alt men’s 
eyes amaze. ‘ : t 

So forth she cornea, and lb her coach done 
climb ' V 

Adorned all’ with gold, iftd garlands gay, , 
That seem’d as fresh as Flora in her prime ; 
And strove to match, in royal rich array, 
Croat Juntafe golden chair, the which they say 
The gods stritul gazing on, when she does ride 
To Jove’s bigh house tluo’ heaven’s brass- 
paved way, 

Drawn of fair peacocks that excel in pride, 
And full of Argils'. eyesi their tails dispredden 

wide. , * - ; '1 ‘ 

• ( 

$ 73. Description qf.Mma with her Nymphs , 
returned from the Chase, and preparing to 
bathe . - * 

Shoe\xV under the wasteful woods she 



VVhereat>hc found the goddesB and her crew. 
Alter fate Chsce of their embrued game, 

Sitting beside a fountain in a rew, 

Some of them washing with the liquid dew 
From off thfeir dainty limbs the dusty sweat. 
Arid soil, which' did deform their lively hue ; > 
Others lay shaded from the scorching heat j 
The rest upon her person gave attendance 
great. 

She having hbhg dpon a bough on high 
Her bow. and pointed quiver, had uhl&c’d 
Her silver buskins froA* he* nibble thigh 5 
And her lank loins UHgif£ itod- breasts un- 
brac’d, '■■*», ‘ if' 1 ?■ * 

Aftbr her hCat the breathing bold. Ip taste j 
Her golden $b$ks; r that late in tresses bright 
Embreedcd we«j for hindering after haste, , 
Now loose about her shoulders hungundight, 
And were with sweet ambrosia all bebprinkled 

Ught - \ 

Soon a* she Venus tMjUSmS her, task. 

She was asham’d tp'bd^^ose surpris’d j 
And wox half wroth her damsels slack, 

That had not her thereof before advis’d, * 

But suffer’d her ko carelessly disguis'd 1 . 

Be overtaken. Soon .her 

oil as die 'goddess 

rose: ’ ’* " ***“ 

Whilst all her nyu m ^ 

enclose. 1 

$ 79. Ducri^ik 4$ st Ctordm. ' ■ ■ ' 
Eftsoons they herirdambst delicious sounds 
Of all that mote delight' a dainty ear j. 

Sach as at once might not on living ground^, ' ’ 
Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere y \ . 
Right hard it was forwig&t which ibm, 
To read what manner music that m Qt^he, " 

For all that pleasing is toJivitfg ear -V 


1G0 , . / ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 

« «. 

Was there consorted in one harmony ; [i 
Birds, voices, instruments, Widdji, 

The joyous, birds, shrouded in cheerful" 

Their notes unto the voice attemper’d sweet j 
Th’ angelical, soft trembling voices made 
To th’ instruments divine respondence meet : 

The silver-sounding instruments did meet 
With the base murmur of the water's fall 3 
The water's fall, with ditference discreet, 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call j 
The gentle Warbling wind low answered to all. 

The while, some one did c haunt this lovely 
lay; . 

“ Ah see, whoso fair^ thing dost fain to see. 

In springing flower the image of thy day 3 
Ah see the virgin rose, how sweetly she 
Doth first peep forth with bashful modesty. 

That fairer seems, the less ye see he may ; 

I,o, sec soon after, how more bold and free 
Her bared bosom she doth broad display ; 

Lo, see soon after, how she fades and falls 
away. 

*' So passeth, in the passing of a day, 

Of mortal life the leaf, the bud, the flower, 

Nor more doth flourish after finlf decay. 

That erst was sought to deck both bed and 
bower 

Of many a lady, and many < paramour : 

Gather therefore the rose, while yet is prime, 

For soon comes age, that will her pride de- 
flower : 

Gather the rose of love, while yet is time, 

While loving thou mayst loved be with equal 
crime/’ 


[book iv. 

And even the . highest pow’ra, of heaven to 
check, . _ 

Made sign to them in their degrees to 1 
-With that he shook 



His nectar-dewed locks, with whin 
And all the world beneath for terror 
And eft his- burning levcn-brond in hand ho 
took. 

$ 82. Gityon conducted by Mammon through 
a Cave, under Ground , to see his TV} 

At length they came into a latg< ’ 

That stretch’d Itself into an ample j 
Through which u beaten broad hijjj; 
trace. 

That straight did lead to Pluto’s grie 
By that way's side there sat infernal I 
\ml fast beside him sat tumultuous Strife 3 
The onn in hand an iron whip did strain,' 

The other brandished a bloody knife,,. * , ... . 
And both did knogli their teeth* and^both.did 
threaten life; r,i '' iC. 



e other side in one consort 
Revenge, and rancorous Defrjrttejrf/;,** 


He ceas’d, and theta gan all the quire of birds 
Their divers notes t’ attune uuto his lay. 

As in.epprovance of his pleasing words. 
Thecopsthnt pair heard all that he did say, 
Yet awerved, not, but kept their forward way, 
Through many covert grovefc, and thickets 

In whic^loy creeping did at last display 
That utantOn lady , with her lover loose. 

Whose sleepy head she in her lap did soft 
dispose. ' 

- $ j6p' , Description of the Garden of Adonis. 
-^TAer*, jl Continual spring and harvest 
at one time 5 [there, 
— ;hing blpssomS bear,; 
t the wanton prime, 
r.trcca they climb, 

*’■ thdir fruits’ load 
make their pas* 

the shady idarop, their sweet abode, 
their true loves Without suspicion tell 
abroad. 

$ 81. Description of Jupiter. 

ig said, he ceas’d, and with his brow , 1 
eye-brow, whose doomful dreaded 

wield the world onto his vow, 



On the c 

Gruel 1 „ , 4 tv 

Disloyal Treason, aid heart-burning Hjgjfcj* 
But gnawing jealousy, out of their sight " & 
Sitting alone, lus bitter lips did bite : M ‘ 

And trembling Fear still to and fto did llv, 5 - 
Aud found no place wheic sale he shroud him 
might. 

Lamenting Sorrow v did in darkness lie. feye 
And Shame bis ugly face did hide from living 

And over them sad Horror, with grim hue, 
Did always soar, beating his iron wings j 
And after him owls and night-ravens flWrii 
The hateftii messengers qf heavy 
Of death and dolqttrtellftg. jM 
Whilst sad Cel end, sitting on Si 
A song of bale and bitter sorrows sin ' 

That heart of flint asunder wo ‘ 

Which having ended, after 
swift. 

$ 83. Vna and the Red 
A oENTf.K knight was pricking oi 
Yclad in mighty arms and silver 
WJierein old dints of deep wounds 
The cVucl marks of many attioody 
Vet arms till that time did he 
His angry stood did chide his : 

As much disdaining to the ci 
Full jolly knight he seem'd', 

As one for knightly joust* Ifj 
ters fit. 





But on his breast 
The dear rei 
For whose swei^ 

And dead (as liViii 

Upon his shield th^_ ? ... 

For sovereign hope,'Which 
Right faithful true’ ' 

But of his cheer di 
Yet nothing did 



BOOK IV.) , 

.'.v 

Upon: a gtekfradveiiture lie „ 

That greatest &U$#na to him ■„ 

That grettesfglprt^V^^ : 

him womfiifr tyd Iter 

-Which' all earthly thing# he mo&$i£dra?cr j 
■"ApjW^^b he rode, hi# heart did ytewn 
Topto^ebfe puissance tn battle btaVe-’/^ >' v 
Upon his foe, and his new force to " 1 } ; 

Upon his. foe, a dragon horrible and#tcrrt. -i * 


A loV^ly lady rode him fair bqsuk^ ; v. 

Upon ,4 lowly ass more whitf) jtysfe show f ' 

" whit the- sarae did hide 1 

; 4 v veil, thatwijnpfod low, ^ 

. ^ , ., )**:; all a black stole s|ie did throw, , . 

1 ^.cuffthat inly mourn’d : so was she sad. 
And heavy sat upon her palfrey , slow $ 

Seemed in heart some hidden care site hod, 
And by her m a. line a milk white lamb she 


1CI 
r4# 

that weepeth still, 
wora ^fovtorhlpat^onrs, 

. -ew, obediont tojHie bender's: will, 

I'he Birch for « hafts jthef Sallow for the roUJ, 
The Myrrh sweet bleeding in thc bluer wound, 
The warlifep Beech, the- Ash for nothing dl> 
Tl»e fruitful Olive, and the Plantain round, . 
The carver Holme, the Maple seldom in ward 
sound. - - -■ * -'v 

.Jvf* with delight, they thusfieguilo the way, 

1 7 until the bickering storm is overblown, ■ : 
.When, we.enmg to return, whence they' did 
stray,' [ shown, 

They cannot find that path which fust was 
But wander to ami fro in ways unknown, 
Furthest from end then, when they nearest 
ween, [own 

That makes them doubt their wits be not their 
So many paths, so many turnings seen, 

That which of them to take, yi divers doubt 
they been 


So pure an innocent, as that same tomb, 

She wasvin life and every virtuou/loro, 

Ahd By 4©$rc!K£om royal Uncage came 
Of^ncient kings :md queens, that had of \ ore t ~ 

Tfi&r sceptres stretcht from east to western * ^ D**n&o* q t J Arthur 

shore. A r last she chanced by good Imp to meet 

AmjfaiT the world in their subjection held } A goodly knight, fa.t march*..." by the way, 
'0U\'th »t infernal fiend with foul uproar * Together with las Anil!* 1 . ur.ived n» et 

l&WcwTistcd.all their land and them expclTd : *.Hw glittering ariuom tditncd for a 


•Whom to avenge, she had this knight from far 
rompclVd, 

Behind her far away a dw/irf did lag, 

.That lazy seem’d m being ever last, 

Or wearied with hearing of her bag 
Of needitf&ftii Vt his back. Thors as they past 
The day with clouds was siiddeu OVCrCUst, 
Add angry fee an hidepus storin' bjf rain 
imp his lehiinVlap. so foa#, ft 
T^Tlery Vlght to shroud it„did constrain, 
Akdjhis Mr couple eke to shroud themselves 
’■ * ^wetje faiu. - 

BnforpM; coycrt nigh. at hand, * 

A shk^g ffir$ ifot far away they spied, 

tempest to withstand 
pfmoa, ycUid with summer’s pride, 
jK|pv broad, they heaven’s light did 

Hot pl^eahicn wlft) power of any star 
AiuTalj xvkbmve r e paths and alleys v'vide, 
WUhioOfing, worri , and leading inward fe : 

thorn scemu ; so in they 



vWith pleasure forwaM led, 
fer&f Srtwet harmony, 
^hrouded from the tempest’s 

.>jk, crfcel sky, 

stcoit and 
Y\$y //, . 
proftd nniiT Wl, 
jar neyet^y; 

the Cyprtsw' fii- 


Like glaneiivg. light «»f ri.tchus’ Ortghtert My j 
From top to too no place appeared f aro, 

Th it deadly dint of steti endanger m.iy : 
\iiiwart hie breast u bauidric bravo he ware, 
That shin’d like twinkling stars, with atonen 
most precious tare. 

And in the midst thereof ono^recioua stono 
Of wondrous worth, and eke of wegdrous 
mights, 

Shap’d life a lady’s head, exceeding shbhe^ 
Like Hesperus amongst tlic lesser lights, - 'V^ ■ 
‘And strove for to amaze the weaker sights ; * 

! Thereby his mortal Made full comely hung. 

| In ivory sheath, ycaiv'd with curtain slights ? 
‘Whiwu hilts were bumidiYi gold, and' handle 
strong [tongue 

Of n.* hot pearl, and buckl'd with a golden 

Ills* i ..uglily hfil .iOt. horrid all with gjbld^, . 
Both iorious bright ooss and ^eat terror b^fed ; 
For aii tlie cres>t a drag#* did enfold , 

With greedy paws, and oVer / - 

His* goh^h,;r ' ugs vh|V^?|V u ^ !t '^ £ ’ r,na 
Close cpUChcd on tho.bcive/j,.^ 

From flaming mouth * ' ^ ~‘ 


That sudden jhr^rdf tb ^ 

And scaly toil was stretcl 

fuiliftw:. - 

Upon the top of all biAdMty crest 
A bunch of hairs discolour'd diversely, 
With sprinkled pearl, and gold full 
dress’d, /*? : 

Did shake, and seem’d to dauce fo c*j 
Like -to an alnumd tree yiriWnted hi 
On top of greed Scliffi# akme> ,a 
With biossototffornvoJbeditekfid * 


i6&\ i^r. 
jS^yred A ; 
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Whose lender lochs da tremble Cyezy WM&'i 

w i > a[.i. ' .wi . 1 .^^ ^ 


■-%r^r;: 



At every Utile breath that Under 
blow, 

$ 86. Dtsoripiifai cf Betyk&l, 
licit face a&lliif wf'^jenh it scorned not; 

^ls’ hue; 


But heaven] 

Clear as the ^ . _ T .__ 

Through goodly mixture of* complexions due ; 
And in hen cheeks the venneUjted $id shW 
Like roses in a bed of lilies sKOO^ . \ 

The which ambrosial odours'^rn them threw; 
And gazers 1 sense with; double J«e wiur c fed, , 
Able to heal the ajtd ib revive the dead; 
Jn her fait eyes two living lamps' did ifamb, 
handled' above at th* heavenly maker’s light, 
And darto4 fiery beams out of the same, 

So passing piercing, and so wondrous bright, 
That quite bereaved the rasli beholder’s sight j 
In them the blinded god his lustful fire 
To kindle oft, essay'd, but had no might j 
For with dread, majesty, and awful ixc. 

She broke his wanton darts, and qo cached 
base desire. ‘ . - 

Her ivory forehead, full, of bounty brave^ 

Like a broad table did itself di spread. 

For love hU, lofty triumphs to engrave, 

And write the battleaofhla great godheud ? 
All good and honour might therein be read'. 
For ijwsre their dwelling wa* And When she 
spake, . ■; . [shed. 

Sweet words, like.. 'dropping honey, she did 
And twixt the pearls and rubies softly brake 
A silver souiwi> that heavenly music seemed to 
, make* ■' 


Upon ber < 


fsVnrany graces sate, 


Under the shader of her even brows, * 
Working befganfaj end amorous retreat* 
Araif*y$iy one her with a grace endows : f - 
And eyery ohe with meekness toher bows. 
So gJoribnkjmirror of celestial grace. 

And abversign monument of mortal vows, 

HcWa 


pendcsctibe her heavenly fece,j 
skill, heir beauty to 


uisgrace : ' ; and dcea ^ ‘ 7/7 /r. 

So fair, and thousa^ tlmuwnd time^niore v* * n ^ 

$be ec^'d,when the presented was to sight: (■* } n ** w 

/for heal of Kmbrfthint* airL HI# do*0 be made) there clfailVd 



(for heat of scorching, air) 
OamM Hly white*, r 


^fringe. 

LqrfjPddid rbmewhat train 
nu^ < .|irsyet^^re eirtbaii’dj 
, r , ^mt’bua>®of.<Kij#ly coittvi&m / [tail’d 
All ferr’&with golden bands, w hich Were eu- 
ous anticks, and full fair aumatt’d : 
£y fastened were under her knee 
jewel* and therein entrnil’d . 
r T -t>f alt tfieir knot8,tbat noue/m%h 

within,^ tfrt$r cSe^V 


With* 



And i%ber4tind a tl^rp^ 
And Jhwiwk 
Stuffed v^th.ste^i 



she held, 

, m* * ‘ 

^ wherewith she 


The saVagfe beaisti 1^1 — .. 

Knit in a golden baujdrie, which 
Athwart her snowy breast, and diddimb ;* 
Her' dainty paps^/Wbicb, like ymmg ffuU tb 
Now little gaui to swell, and being tied, [May, 
Through ’.her thin weed, their places only 
signified ’ 4 • '■ 

IJer yellow ^kftcn^wd^kb got 
About her shoulder i? ^''Cre it loosely t 
And when the VtfitHl amongst i hem d 
They waved like tc pennon wide diswj# rv<m|S v 
And low behind her back war® Scattewd f ' 
And whether art it. were, or hcedlesa hap; 

As through the flowering forest rn«h#hefled r 
in her rude hairs swecttlowcra themselves did 
Inj^ f .> v, 4 ‘ ^ . fisnwrap’. 

And' dowering; &esh leave* and b^somfs-'did 

$ 80 . 2 %s ItfrAi 1 

Well said the wise man, 
bytbis, ' W" 

Which to this gentle, squire dm * . ^ 

That the displeasure of the n»i|^y:iV v '?jV \ 
Thktf ;deatli itself more dread and desp^ral#/;^' 
For t bought the s«im$ may catminw initigte^ 
Till time the tempest do thereof allay , v $ ? 

With sufferance soft, which rigour can abaib; 
And h:ive the »ter rf relnOmbrnncV wip'd ttWAy x 
Of bitter thoughts, which therein infixed 

* . :*!&X -?> ' ?' * ' v .?^hSr ■ ■’ t :- 

Like a# if fell to this ‘ 

|W1^ tender hearttbeg;^^ , ... 
r WitlOortc utewt lobk so daniucd; that l 
tta SB; his Bfe, w^k^wk#*‘ fc “ ^ 

He ever tasted ybdt with 
And pensive sor r6jp : pi hM' ahd wd 
Nor ever tatkh’d, nor onc 

glid > ' ' 

But Always weptAnd i 
As blasted bl ossoitf^ih 


Hi» dplo be made) there clfanVd £ 
i'odmc, whdre he hU dolours' dld d 
fc '“‘.ewifie late had lost 

oss her made like p-— “ 
..seeing his sad piig 
Withdear compassioo.^ 

That she {ran mi 
And wiih jsicr 4 

‘part \X- 

3he, Sitting " ' 

Her moumfj 
And thereof t 
So WhsIWycpmj 
Him seem^dofl, 

With^bat;he 

Andb 
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And knockbk head, and &nd htsMj 
That could haW #e#> ? d the he*ftk/oF ti$ 

. * and oFhes&' *• - ; '#* “ 

■ ' „ . T ‘v * & 

Thus long this gentle bird to hipl did use, 
^ilhnulgit dread of pejril, to repair ' 

Unto hiS wen ne \ and with Vr mour nfoisjaiise 
Him to recoiufert in his greatest care, - 
That much dictease ltis mourmngand misfare : 
And every day, for guerdon of hetfOhg, '..In 
He pan of his small foast to her whnld share j 
That, at the jast, of fcfthte wpe ind wrong, , i 
. beeatj#^d tatf feobtinucdjkmg. 

$ tUty, as she him sate beside, 

' hy chance he certain monitneuts forth drew, 
Which yet with him.aa?eli<jka did/abide 
Of tfU the bounty, which Bclphcbe threw 
On him/while gbodly grace she did him shew : 
Amongst- the rest, a jewel rich he found, 

That was a ruby pf right perfect hue, 

Shap'd Hk$ a heart,yetMeeding of the wound, 
Ann with a Hi^^plden chain about it bound* 

Tfe sarac he took, and with a ribbon new 
{tii v&icb his lady’s colours were) did bind 
J«he turtle’s neck, that with the view 
pid gyeatly solace his engricved mind. 

Ait unA wires the bird, when she did find 
Herself so deck’d, her nimble wings' display'd, 
And Hew away, as lightly as the wind 
Which sudden, accident him much dismay’d, 
And looking after long did mark which way 
' she stray'd; , ; 

But, when aa tong hd looked hsd iw vain, 

Yet saw herr^rward still to make her flighty ' 
Hie wear£ eyeVeturn’d t&.hipvaguin, 

Ftt&df d^comferf and di^niafwight; - ' ' t 
he hwHswt t?. - 
. Rtpuc companion, of hia pare, 
Ctbird, departing, flew folth right 
Through t| $ wid© region of the. nWdful air, 
0ntil sh# ^ame where w ended h^Bjeiphebe, 
•'' 4 pf!$y** , t x '~\!r \ „ ■ V. 

p jjM$jj&^ias then it did betide) 
g^thpoVert . shade of arbors sweet, 
which she had tried 
‘H^ace^to rest as seem’d her meet. 

M sting, fell before her - 

7 . tt^ji^her mournful, plaint 

^ hpjrv'“ j ‘* ‘ ‘ L -L: t_ * Vj “*■ 

__ . 

» her displeasure 

J*/ 4 « - * / \> & - 

„ * „ with attentive eypj* 

At about her pUrple breast 

Jldh she formerly • 

^ ^ Polour/d ribbon 
Ret addict 



m 


itfeVer, when she nigh approach’d, thdwve 
^fbuhlflit a little forward, And then stay 
? Yitt'she drew near, ami then again" remove j 
So tempting her still to pursue the, prey. 

And still from her escaping soft &Way : 

Till that, aC length, into that forest wide 
She drew fief; far, and led' with slow delay* 

In th 7 end, she her unto that place did guide, 
Wiweas tltat woful man iu languor did abide* 

her beholding, at her foct down fell, 

And k test'd tlie ground on which her sole did 
tread, * ' * (well 

And washed the same with water, which did 
From hte v moist eyes, and like two streams 
proceed y 

Yet spake no Word, 'whereby she might aread 
What mister wight he was, Or what he meant $ 
But as one daunted with her presence dread, 
Only few rueful looks unto her sent, 

As messengers of his true meaning and intent* 

Yet nathemore his meaning she ardd, 

But wondered much at his so uncouth case ; 
And by his person’s secret seemlihed [place. 
Well ween’d, that he had been some man of 
Before, misfortune did his hue deface : 

That being mov’d with ruth she thus bespoke ; 
Ah l woful man, what Heaven's hard disgrace, 
Or wrath of cruel wight on thee ywrake, 

Or self-disliked life, doth thee thus wretched 
intake? 

If Heaven, then none may it redress or blame, 
Since to his power we all are subject born : 

If wrathful Wight, then foul rebuke and shame 
Be theirs/ that have so cruel thee forlorn : 

But if through' inward grief, ok wilful seorn 
Of life, it be> then better do aviso. 

For, hd whose days W wilful woe afe worn, 
The. grace ofhte Creator doth despise. 

That wiU noi use his gifts for thankless 
mggardfce. 

When so he heaid tyn say, eftsoonsr he brake 
His sudden silence which, he long had pent,; 
And sighing inly deep, her thus bespoke : 
Then have they all. themselves against me 

befit . ■ , . ' 

For heaven (first author of my languishment) 
Envying jftytoo groat felicity, fl '“ t 

_ £Hd cloaplytwith a cruej one cops^nt, 

\t : thinking to let her west ^ rTb dthhamy days misery, [to die. 

§nting grief, that for fipf And ntefe hib loa^ ^^Ce^ntiU fonging for 


aiiybutybursel^.^^ A 

Hath done this o^W^fhless . 

Your ihlsdeeming - 

That when ybur pleaisfete to deem aright, ■ 
Ye may redress, and mO restore to light, » ^ 
Which sony words her mighty heart $4 . 

mate 5 v\- >>'--■ 

with mild regard, toseehte rueful pi W&'Ti? 
THat ber in-burning w 3 rkth ahe gan s , 

And him received again to former') 
v' ‘State: “'*■ 




gh oft she 


i> ' Vi *■**, 1 

’TASfiO*, 

i Ond . _ 

- r w??i£ dbwni#, 

to diasokt the Ckpjyn: 

He* lift, hia brand y nor car , d,tho 

, pr*yy» ‘ >" ■ 

And she Hey ibrm to other shape did change ; 
Such monsters huge, when web in dreams are 

’ l^d, ‘ .."V- , . ■ - ' 'v' 

Oft in their idle fahciea rosJn < and range. : ■* - - 
: Her body swelled, her. fttce obscure was made j 
Vanish'd'’ her g^erita rib and ventures 
«Vang • 

A gianJtes* befipw idnrbjgh she stands, 

Arriv’d, like Briareu$,/with an hundred hands : 

Witfc fifty Swords, and. 6fty targets bright, 

Slie threaten’d death, she roar’d, she cried, 
ahdfbught : 

Each other k nymph, in armour likewise dight, 
A Cyclops great became ; he fear'd them 
nought, ' . ■ 

But on the myrtle smote with aU hia might. 
Which groan'd, like living souls AO death nigh 
brought; „ [hell. 

The sky seeinM Pluto's court, the. air seem'd 
Therein such monsters roar, such spirits yeU. 

. LighteiTdthe heaven above, the earth below 
K oared aloud : that thunder'd, and this shook ! 
Bluster’d the tempests strong, : the whirl-winds j 
blow : 

The bitter storm droye lmihstooes in hislpok : 
But y«t his arm grewvneitheC weak nor slow, 
Till lo#€o earth the Wounded tree dow^ 
v ■ bedded 

Norofthatfury heed Or care'He took; 
Thentted thebpmt? all, the pharos all ended, 



Nor e’ 

Cut down, befeomat^withcr'd^ 

O# gather tbenAborose* while tiirtbj 


iftscriptim of AmitWs ioond&fid 
' / J Pmot:. ‘ - 


Wits party-eolor'dplume*,und purple hill, 

A woiiArtab bird a&oag ifceffe# there flew, 

That in^kd» speech sung love-lay a loud and 

. Here Led&n was likebuman ki 
Ha much she talk’d, and Wtlfc 

’ ' r j skill jv: / / ‘ 

Thai sftangoit seemed how. nrock; ;^'Hi^ite>h^'iUp^Mehir 

n.JEx iiuiwiLi 


j truer 1 ,: 


JPSjrt ; lU&.ioajji .-po^W ■ forth with virgin 
■fisL’.btksi, ■< 1 1 ‘ ^ v v , 

'frof ope, hidf shut, dofbld 

iii ittf fqir leaves, and, le»s seen; fairer, seems, 
And aft# 'ipreads them Ibrth more broad and 
.'i -bold, o *; 

Ttofeognisheth, and dies, in last extremes ; 

the same 'that decked : beji and 

*$$$ A iato a^d' paramour. r ^ 


feook'itr. 

'$& ; .y *’ ' 
.of man, 
hut, like the 



^ when'll scant! 0 # 

Gather the rose tof tove, whllpyet thou 'Ip aysi, 
Loving be lov'd, embracing* A embrac’d, . 

She ce&s&V.akd, as approving aU she spoke. ' 
The choir tif Hards, . 

|Thie turtles sigVd,and%hS witji kisj$e#a)^V 
Tim fowls to shad# unseen by pdir*w )$^ \ 
II seem'd, the laurel chaste, and stubborn*#** 
And all the gentle trees on earth that grow, 

It seem’d the land, the sea, and, beayeivapovc, 
All breath'd out fancy sweet, und/iwghte out 
love. . .. ■ .! 

$ $ 9 . The fitoty of Imlkt, ]&AW^ 

There was soip'/ftne a hymp#' 

Isulia named, and an Arcadia bOTU,.. : - 'l 4 
Whose mother dying left her vcry youhg 
Unto her father’s, charge, who 
Did breed her uplift til she cmneHo' yoa#; ^ 
Of womanh^4j And then proVrd^i a #gtch M ( .H 
Both; rich and young; and # enough fot hcr> ' 
But stie, who to another shepherd had, 

(Tail'd Birthis, vow’d her love, as Unto one 
Her heart esteem'd more worthy of lier foW, 
Could not by all her lather’s meaiw.be w rought 
To leave her choice, and to ftwgetjier vow, / 
This nytfiph one day/surchurg d with loVeand 
grief, 1 . 

Which cbmm^ly fthe more 
As inmates bdtfe t#hth 
Withbther^%;#^ 

Betrays apart/and teivi 
To entertain hemblf wit: 

And wanders od so lar. 

As she aVlength.waS 
By pirates, who lay li 
Those hollow rocks, 

?, prixd. ‘ " ' ,r '‘ 

■jAnd, .notwithstanding all hftfpij 



MR 


Wit flaaj Efttreatiea, tears, and j 

Rent hair and veil, and cai 

in a liitlo < 


Altd presently they hoisted ands 
he A 1 she was thus inshipp^dyond w« 
UarfcMt bereyerabO#wif J '--' ^ 
Of horror, whet#|itd: ‘ ' 
em#ung r d,>^^ 

She spiiek'a wbmklr| 

Suckiftg h^broMi-ii 

t 



BOO*. IT# AND 


Dear womtoflfewi: 
The fiithfulF^flh "* 
Npver poor jfeiS 




heart. 
Whotuyet 



165 

'■'I^nd there\^-rtr6ef«| b»d& &f4jV0 years' 

> wife, 


serve, and truly fcfrve, - 

itWhO would not lose the benefit of her 
Attendance, for her prefit otherwise) '; 

But daringltrbMn such a plane as,. that . 

To trust hepelf in woman's habit!, grav’d: 

That she might be apparel’d like a lioy $ '</*■ 
And so she was, and as a boy slie serv'd. 

"H. two years' end her mistress sends her forth l 
UntOtho port for some commodities, [dowti^ ’ 
Which, whilst she sought for, going up and 
$he heard, some merchantmen of Corinth talk. 
Who .spake that language the Arcadians did, 1 
And were nfeat neighbors of one continent. 

To them, all rapt with passion, down she 
kneels, 

Tells them she was d poot distressed hoy, 

Born in Arcadia, and by pirates took. 

And made a slave in Egypt : and besought 
Them, as they fathers were of children, or 
Did hold their native country dear, they would 
Take pity on her, and relieve her youth 


To do whatever you OOihmartd, tfytori 
No tcfitaRU I refosc, so , that I may . " 
.iieep-tj^f^odr body cleafibhd undefiowi 

WhtehmiU wnicver^r : F^SnbV 

ft iinot fear ofdeath lays lie thus few, . 
But « glut staitSspll make toy tfeathtoblfefel* 
AH this would nothing move, the wofoonV 


[sougMl] 

^ leayeVbnt still be- 

thatl^fadt at your breast, 

, . ts it cost you at the birth, - . 

saveitifey ns ever you.desird to have * v 
Your, babe tojoy lurid proepcr ihtlfe. world : » * 

Which fejdl;tue better prosper sure, if you 
Shall me^cy- sfeeiv, which is with roeroy paid V* 

Then kisses. *ko her feet, then kisses too 
The infants feet ; nod u Qh, sweet tebv, :> 

. (satdshe) ; " {me, 

"Qpuld'fct thus, but to thy itiother speak for 
And crave bet to have pity on my case, 

Tftopk might perhaps prevail With :her so) From that sad servitude wherein she liv'd : 

’ 1 r _i. w* rv. _vtlu -A— i. j ii . *. , t.j-rtj.. ... 


‘ much. 


Although A uknnot ; cluld { ah, poufest thou 
The infant, whether by her touching It, . ,* ■ 
Or Vyirisdujt of nature, seeing her weep, : | 
Looks earnestly upon her, and then looks 
Upon the mother, then :ob her again, 

And then IV cries, and tjfeb on cithor looks : 
Which she perceiving j *' Messed child," (said 
she) \ , [Cry 

a Although tHda pad'st not speak, yet dost thou 
Unto thyfeofoer for me./ Hear tby eliild, 
Dcar.ttmtlmL U^ for me lt cries, . 

'A^ssa^, 

fetth UflS ! OuSom rude, 
Vet/Aaviiijfyeintf $ nature* could^npt be 
But pte^ceaM^,4a{ r feel at length the point 
Of pity epter-Bd, ,Sd put gush'd tears, 

(^pt tt$btil to sferp ^yes) and she besought 
Her.hdsbapd to pestbW oq her that prize, >■’ 
^i^ja^uur^pfAer body at her will.. . 

hisyrife, the chihi, thej 


"j For which she hoi»ed that she had fHeuds alive 




i$g|o hittk in this piteous sort, 
rough nature shaken too, Wind grants ' 


Would thank them one day, and reward them 
tot>s \ 

Tf not,- yet that shtrknew'the lieav'ns would do. 
The merchants, mov'd with pity ofher case, 
Being ready to depart, took her with them, 
Anti landed her upon her country coast : 
Where, when she found herself, she prostrate ■ 
V" falls, ' : 

Kisses the ground, thinks gives unto the gods. 
Thanks them who had b^eu her deliverers, 
Add on she trudgen through the desart woods. 
Climbs ever ^wiggy rocks/smd mountains steep, 
thorough riv^,7 struggles thorough 
Sustained only, by tlie force, of love, . [bogs, 

Until She came unto hdr native pteiuif. 

Unto the fields where first she drew her breath. 
There she fifte-up her eyes, salatesthe air, 
Salutes the trees, the bushes, * fio wfr&s nd all ; 
And, “ Ob, dear Birthts,!here l ssn/' said she, 
f* Here, notwithstanding AU my miseries, 

. UhMtt, the j&ms l ever was totbee j a pure, 
vAchasteVamdspotl^ 

$ ^90, ;Thc Praise qf JPo^fry. 

L*TiA tot a ovrimid of tnarble stone/ > 



a stopd/U.ol 1 with dry. eyes ^ 
^itM'l^ioupf^ih^jr prise. 



But verses ouly j. they 
Whilst there are meh fo rehd or h***, , 

When . 

Apd eat the )^^id>^, : f > *' . 

Turning that monumrat'wierein' men trust ■ 
Tlfeir names to what it'keeps, poor dUst 5 
Then shUMhe epitaph remain, and be - y 
New graven in. eternity/ , .'A™ •' : 

Poht^ by death-are ctoquer'd, but 

»ni <^'U;itrtok, 
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The tauptiA 

And Mtrnung 

With n^^gce t£ Wli& 

The elm arid hie wifethte ivy twine, 

With nil the hotter tieesr, wlucherst bn^eteod 

Unmov’d, fotseoktheir native .wood. 

The laurel to the poet’s hand did bow,;, 
Craving the homwfc'of hi« brow $ 

And ev’ry laving arm embrac'd, ahdmude 
With their officious leaves ja. shaded . '< 

The beasts, too, st rove his audjtojrrto 
forgetting their pld tyrehh5&> • * *. ■• ■’ - ! 

fearful hatin^it to;t^1lou'#nW^ 

And. the Wfclf shepherd tV^Wiamb. 
Nightingales* hajrnlese ty rcni bfti te air, 
Andtwuses of the place, were there ; {found 
Whi), when their windpipes they had 
tlneqUal to go strange & sound, 

O’ercomc by i»rt and grief, they did expire, 
And fell upon the conquering lyre. 

Happy. O happy, they J Whose tomb might be, 
Mausoius ! envied by thee I 


* ■ ' 





V. Country Mm*. ' 

At the large foot of a fair hollow tree. 

Close toplough’d ground, seated eommodiously , 
His ancient and hereditary Aioqse, f . - 

There dwelt agObdsub«toiUl Cbun|ry Mouse, | 
Frugal, and grave, aM capful of Remain. 

A City Mouse, well coated, sleek, and gay,, 

A mouse of high degree, which losthis way. 
Wantonly walking forth, to, take the V . 
Hadf arm'd es^ly, and belighted there ; ■*; - 
For a d»y^:3tbfeog. Thegood hearty host-. 
(The anej^^enty of-his haa tobtwet) %. 
Htd s&the stores prbdtice.that roigh M*Gfeq& 
WithVarioua jtaJftMvIhp CourtforV*pp$^:^ 
Fitcb&andbeahs, peason, and<ats,aadwhedt, 
Apdalaige chestnut, thedelicipusmeat 
Which Jove himself, Worn he * mouse, would 
'• ■«*■/- .‘.-V/'.-'-t 

Andforatb 
Tfceejfisffr 





about you 

node to love. 

. „. .... ter up our . i 

No cate hr hole ohifsh^heff us'froi 
Since life is so uncertain, and sp'idi . 

Let’s apCnd it feasting and'^ij 
Come, worthysir l tome wiitone, am^p^rtake 
Alfthe gr^tt; things, that rtwrnals hap^y: make.' 
v ‘ 1 virtue hath eoflicientarn'is 5 


pleasitrete 



Alar! 

V oppose^ _ 
charmVt. 

What wijsdt^<cfa» the 
It grawa this reyhrend 
Itwas the tihwV^^wittypobjji 
" That Phiebus i nto. TbeUa' bos.buft, fcU { } 
She blush’d at first, ’au# tfep putk 
And drew the modest ebrisind^f} 
Plainly, the truth to tell, tlm,s.$ft^ 

When to the to\yn oufjWe’aty^jt^ 

Tp a lord s house, as lo$\y as/cte.l 
Made for the use of pride 
They come j the gentle' court! 

- * Sfdly ent^rift;®^ 

kj&tee jand soi 1 
ha*pa 

WO 


J 1 

Stops, and will i 
Bet 'tie, Qir, jroi 

rinewbrntfpV 

[.Behind a haftgh 
(The richest workofAJcrtl 
They wait awhile, 

Till silence should invite them to. their fatstyj 
“ About the hour that Cynihia’a^ilvcr ]im7 
Had touch'd the pale "' 

At last; the various t 



|t happen^ that the 
Into a roo#» remote, 

^ Sleawf their 
h*»t leads, 

AH fitted toihe 
Still on the Wbjfe 
And with dq}icmg&K 
The courteous 
And both With 
Th ; industrious peasant 
And thanks , the god*. f 
' change. . ... - $ < 

FaI in the midst ofawell^^^ 
both at last, glutted and $tffe 
see the sad reverse < " 
what fierce storms on mortal 
hideous noise, down j 

£§^s before run barkij , 

The wretched gluttons $y/ 

An d hate tlrn folne 

' jia ^' 

Oo'r 

That rodtsand in. 

Oh how- 

fiiv«W agai 





wer tW$t*Jpfetf 


SSwm assa^/ 

ho disturbs or seeks out. 

Hadst thou ail the chiinhiag noi^ " >" *s -' / 

OP the. wood's poetic throats, ' . ;' 

Alt thy art -could never pay ; ' > 

What thou ’tifc't&’on from itip away*, 1 
pruefhird ! thou ’at ta’fen Way 
A drbam out of my arms to-day 3 
'AWe&m that aeci must Quail'd bo 
fiy a^ Uia^wakirig eyes may see s 
1^iou lW«dom^|0 to repair,, ' ‘ 
r ^oth)^'^T|b'kW«et pr fau^vC 
Sfolbfng |»lf po good, c»ft*8thnng, : 
tW men eay thou brtpg'et the Spring. 

OIX)V£E'S!iiK)Nf»AS. - 
;{ 95. Leonidas 9 AMrem to h^^oufUtymeti. 

■ "* . - ' —rr ■■■ > !» alone ;. \ ; v . , i , . 

Ebmaina unshSken. Hgug ^djir|foya * 

iiV uleiMif ‘ 

’.shined: ’ ■ \ ,J *: 

SubBiwsst jStfcfc a&d dewire of faina;; ■ /, ; 
Where g\*e# ih6 laurel $ in, his eye ’ 



00 M 


ah thymirtki 


s^fnbr winter know V ; 

ihou ^st dnitik, and danc'd) Klip 

*&szsr*-x 

k!}' ' ' ••;%* 

fojtf&mtit ft*iv 

Civ 




iwF'/ra 




TheGreci 













the hejftfe 


I nanny 

Had emftgjfarn t^e^jmlenco ot’lov^ 7 - 
E’er tffc father's Jondness, 49 . !&*&>%*» 
Nor, nssertmy fame, , ; 

Yftgbncn niythieatt frisehsible to thee* ' "*£ : 
'HKft h^fr&am’d the honors of my natjjfe 
TO hcOifcstfe <1 moment, and suspend ,• *;- 

»ty country** fate* till shameful Ufift , 

By my inglorioys colleogudUft no eSoii^ ' 
Jm \yhiiMn me Vere mfWytottf^tty, v 

Shin, 

1’1/r bid me bleed. 

fiKHwtdKflf. ■ mourw^M" wherefore streams 
ft." T <!: ' renew'd 

That flood $f woe f "Why heaves with sighs, 
Thai ieniter breast 7 Leonidas must ihlW . 
Alas 1 far heavier misery Spends • : ;\ 

OVthee and these, ; *f f soften'd by Xhy tears, 




Which justice, glory, liberty, afcd Heaven . 
Claim for my country, f<^ my *bus ? Ofttf thee, 
‘I’hmK onJny long unalterd lov^;g^cct 
Ojvmy pet*m4 fendii^ %smyhe*tt 

'^n^of Imeh, dr piduircara t ; 
No^j^tll ihat 

Fojrfca&tett^ 9*jfety$thou >ftt Wii*£; ;. t 
Tl^Oii and fhy'dhitdren^the diffusive, goo&,-- ; ,1 
S&ontd l, %>s idugfel feom.B»d rdst 


;Wi A' * 4Y»&p*epte j ejtpttljdboy 
&&sei&$at siaeyfd cattse,thee ^ 

1 To soRpW;it^ fe shame ; fbr thoa : must $t$pp 
. WSt^Xstte^aaiida, musLwfth he?' strain * 
TlQr^rdrpcirticm e^^aatd^s^ht 
r i%j &o$# behold,* now wOFtbyof their >natties, 
And , S|arta^ bbrth. growing bloom 


s#t ttasif.^oothfnl 
Pf'JfWrtj. nov,iudrc. , 
*HM£m thoiV fcaber Vmme, 




Wm##* mys 


m& 


mMrm4 


t*. shaft they -rise, ; . * 
MWfirlu and then molhcy^ 


each imceot on h& falt'tidgtoBgue 


mi 


Km-yttm 



W& 








#0<>* iv-l liTftlOAIi, AND tt/DlG^WS. 


To hun wouM teA> and wWs to fiu» voire 
1 Tier chaims, Ur gtfid, hi** virtue W oaplor d, 
Admiring Soon tvaa sdmir itidn cli ing'd 
To towu nor Wd bo sooner thm deepatrd 

WM and silent was his pain \ 

Nbf y» In solitary eh jules ho roam d, 

. ^ [4i4f*ort , but o'er bis sorrows salt 
Uwu of gladness, and in «rail< » 

^’d lu i liiguibii } wi ii< the aeciet flame; 
gjwbOsom, and hw pc ice c jnsumd 
aOJWCTS, m SMITH 
$ *19 7b //ir Moon 
U»*> * of the siHor bow « bv thy pile beam, 
A^one and pensive I delight to sti »y, 

And witch the shadow trembling m tl** 
$tre«m (way 

Ot firljrtw t ho flo ting ilouds that rroes *1» 
And, w|afr I g xro > thy ftuld and phi id light 
Shod* i son dim upon io\ Iroubkd breast , 
And pft 1 1 h\nk } fiur planet ol the night J 
That m thy orb the wretched may lave rent ,| 
The adtarers ot the earth perhaps irw go 
K&loosd by death, to th* benignant sphere , 
Andjtbd aad'Chiltlrtn ot Repair and wo 

m then their cop of sorrow h* *e 
6* th^t I Soon i ay icach, thy world serem 
IW wearied pilgraw in this toiling scene 


$ 100 Grift* JPtfiartun of tht Mghltngttlr 
Swket poet df U* woods, i long adiou 1 
Fnrew ell, aofr munire] of the curly p ir « 

Ah 1 twill b# long ere thou shaft sing i«f w , 
And pour thy spusfe on the 4 mum a dull 
_ ***** 

ipS^brton^ipnfflg thy tp^dering flights aw ait 
whether siUml m our grove*. von dwell 
Twwwiemihure «b dl own thee for her mate 
protect th# *u»q she lovfs ro w< 11 
With eagtaou* Itep the love low youth shall) 


ft 102* Fhtotld the Ion* Wmfacr 
SitoerD (he louo waaderer, foipitrg on Ins 
wav, 

Rest for a momt ut of the sultry hours, D*v 
And tho’ hw pith tlua thorns md roughness 
Pluck the wdd u i , or woodb i e>h gadding 
flow n, [tree, 

\\ cft\ mg 7 1 ) widths beaenthomesbcUehlijf 
1 he sej»rf 4 f *oir w he i v bil m iv lone 
»V have 1 boufr 1 thy ft v rs fur roc v 
tfo rhumd my way with IruuMiiji atul 
t! « Muse 

Rut darker qrows If * u ih*pp d w 

Dark with up* el mds of evil yi t to come 
Ho prucil sirkdim^ T in**\ tb jw* tw*y 
\nd w » try Hope jm U im no Hie 101 iv > 
VnJ print my n talus to (hit trio juil sh it 
W here the pile spectre f die pursues no men 

$ m To AtrfU 
I r oa t tl f e tnr irnt jl, sober ended N ght 
When the laiiit iqook vet iu genug n tin 
Wane 

\nJI at il d in clouds, w ith r<»lc f uncerfam li^ht 
Ifings oor the watt »s o» the restlcb* in m 
In deep depression sunk, It * nfeibh d mind 
W ill to tbe deaf cold ch im nN compl i i 
\nd tell Hi imbosimi d grief however \ n 
To suden surges nd tbi a i<m Irsa s id 
Cho »0 rtpose «« lh> <1 irJ brea 1 1 fold 
f ctiU cn,jo\ ^hei ih»« rlt ® t thou n* , 

For In thy quiit ^lomn t!i cahaunttd Im nt 
Iso dm tho wrtuhed , ht 4 )cless vetmi^nd 
While U> the w indi*utd w aav* ifs«ntiowaqivcn» 
AUy re*u h^thongh lost on earth^tho car of 
Heaven ' 


$tOA To TmuputtHy 
Is this tumultuous sphere lor thee unfit 
How seldom art thou found, te aqudhty 1 
. , I nh»v» Hi$ v.hen with mild midt^wueast 

_ t [«e t . P> the low cradles thou del M a to sit [eye, 

Thtv tie toon brake that shades thy moosy J ot shepmg fniatUa, natchu p Soft breath, 
n ^lA«ld»bMigirt« from eyes prof&m shill mde’ * — ■ *- J ‘ * - — ’ — 1 - 


4*hegCltde bird, who v a R *>c ntv Wt 
#UU y«i< e %hiU toil affei tiona move, 
A A# atftt be dent to aowow and to love 1 


tyrttttn al *hf Clot* of tfpung 
TWmgrlands fade that spring so iitmv wove, 
afSlrtt sample flow r which she had nurs'd m 
.vilwr, 

r that spangled every grove y 
iwtawta, and h ire hell mildly blue 
'l Vffdoba huger In ilia dsdl, 
ItaUggato the plain, 

M forth ©Very bell, 
r . , j IgftMi hands her wieathn 
i / > ta**** 

•mtfmatoy* DO *0 Bur 
“ " \mra*» rf % wfy 4 iy, 
tjWdcomSxvocate 




Viul bidding t) c swebt felumbcjcrt er-y 1 e> 
Or somtUmts huiguigoOi tlie he! of death 
Where the poor li ugghi sufbier hope** to d i 

0 beauteous «istir ot the halcyon peace * 
l wme vh 01 find thee in that teas quit ueeae, 

Where cue and anguish shJt their p ver 
resign^ [cease 

Where hope alike and jam regrot shall 
\nd memorv , lost m happTnei» mem 
ftope it no mon — tjhat warty has W mine 4 

$ 105 Written in ft* Chfrckyat d at 
ton w Sutsesc 

PeesS'd by tho Moon, tnhte irbitmw* pf tideuj 
While the loud equinox its power i nmbinta, 
The sea no more its swelling supp confines, 
But o or the shrinking 4*d anblnneK ndea 4 

1 he wdd bhbt nstw from the *t$te& Wtft, 
Dmea the huge billows frim that J 

- Wtwtiim #*wr twnb* Ito 1 

mapi brMk« th« of U* gf*H ’ 
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Shsllji «■■ > ■" . -- q ■ - - V , r^/^ m 

Bat Tam to them fb&Winds and watersJave V 
They bear the warring Element# no more t . 
White i amdpom ? 4,hy lUVs long storm. op- 

'V*m t ■•*'. l y *' * 

To gw wi$i envy on their gloomy rest,.: 


Witten at Penthuret, in jluUmhi 

* - * im ‘.; . ' ; 




Y« tewV* sublime, deaettednow and drear, 
VoWoods, dceesighitlg to the hbltow blast, 
The musing wanderer idyes to linger near, 
jtyhile history poibiato ail yobr glories past : 
A^nfstertling fromtheit haunts the timid deer, 
To.tjraoe Ac walks obscured by matted fern, 
Which Walter’s soothing lyre were wont to 
hear* 

But where now clamors the discordant hern 
The spoiling hand of time may overtu rn 
These lofty battlements* and quite deftce 
The fading canvass whence \ye lore to tearh 
Sidney'® keen look .and, SncbarisSa'Stgrace :| 
But fame and beauty still dpfy decays *. I 
Sav'd by th* historic page, tlte poeWjtendcrday \ 

, \ t • Jr V 

$ 107, Exhort frmi a Pot** oQ'ftb Otm op- 
Frolicking Death, by 

Nowsptmg returns j but. not to me return 
The vernal joy my .better yearn have knpwh i 
Dim in my breSst li&'s dying taper burns. 
And all the joys of > fife with health erf . 
flown* ''' y'’.* 

Starting aj^ibiv'rfcg Mi ih' inconstant wind, 
Meager and pale* the'ghort of what Iwai, 
Beneath wn» biased tree 4 Bf recUff'd, * * ' j 
And chant the silent moments** theypass V 

The winged moments, whose imsuylng speed 
Ifp art can atop, or in..tito/cnu&Q arrest y 
\Vhbae 'flight slitU: shortly count me with the 
5 • , dead, /,•/ - ; . _ /{-, , ~ „ •'";■• [rest, 

Apd 4 tey ihe ^^ fn; peace with theha that 
Oft morning presage approaching fate 5 

And i^r^g^^ms/kspoitste^aretrac ; 

< lenterdeathted^vk gatq> 

.And of lighted life adieu ! 

i^wlynr^ejf hMnwJ 
:jL and return no more* 1 

. .’» ' ■ * i r * 


Etpn^stoK,ci 

t 3Jy 

r The painters; 



; flelds ! yo cheerful 
r / 5 * [mound, 

. . . . me' the. churchyards 'firnely 

Wh^Mefenchply witftstili Silence reigns, 

■' Aoddte tank gens waves o'er the cheerless 
- /- v ground, >v' ' 

There let wew&ftder at the close of eve/ 
WWfMecp'' *& ibjw cyn Me- laborer's dye* 


-idr 


Whendteath 
Best iu^the hopes t 
Till ihotengpi 
morh arise./ 1 


' V\ [tfodfciV* 

, „ illi'Aflclay/ 
the^BWo^y, uchin 



ichmg 

afc dtotfcgl day, ' [eyes; 
is godc, and the last 


Stow* to 1 . _ _, 

■ ■ ; MissWj 

Mkkk Twilight ! Mate to ehrou^VS 
And bring the hour my pensive spirit 13 
When o’er the hill is $bed a paler di 
That gives to stillness, 'am to nigh* " 

Ah ! let the gay* the fdsSwmori . , 

When, in the various blooms of light atjyy 7 ^ 
She bids fresh beauty live along She valets , 
And rapture tremble in the vocal shade : r . 

^ ' ' ioci* 


SWeet is die lucid morning V c; 

Her choral melodies bpuiguly rtec $ 

Yet dearer to my soul ,Che ahodowy W«r^; )<|/ 
At which her blossoms close, h ft mp^e db^S: 
For then mild nature* white sho'Sr^pi/^w^ 
WaheS the soft tear 'tia luxury shed* [bb&4i. 

^JOy/ Sonhet to Ezpressfaii&^' ^ :&\- 
yC/ 1 ‘ Miss Wi.ttuws/''- 



f soul i l loro tcj trace ?, 


gra<te t '■ - ? * • - 

But from my frighted gaxe thy form avert, 

**” — 1 chills thy tear, thy sident sj#/» 

.... *7. T *>lte i«- th^ tet^passion d eye/ t . 
Or guilt jlivea fdurfld at ^thy J ‘ ‘ * ‘‘ 

Nor ever lot my akndiY ‘ 

The wwtiog’ gmn, 

| Or him the Muscat 
Mis spirit, vainly. ix>.^ 

For, charm'd WithhwWci 
Mourns it could shaj^Gn il| 
no resit r i: * 

J 110. Stonnei M Mty€ : 

O, kvkh skill'd to wcar the 
To bid the shapes of ffear aud grii 
Come, gentle: Hope, with ope gay 
The lasting badness of an aching . . 

Thy voice, benign enchantress ! &jt 
%y thut for me some pleasures yet efii 
Thai fancy's radiance, friendship** 
h jL>.limr, . 

ip| soften, or shall chase-, ... 

Bhi hr&» not glowing in the daiaUt^r i 
whteh once with dear illpsiona 
eye! 

O strew no : motc r «wee|^ 

The (low^ l fondly 
Visions less to will/ 

That asks not 

-'r$ms 

TlJiMtterlng 

rt r ■ m W 





BOOK IT 1 


SENTIMENTAL, LYRIC A I , AMD LUDICROUS 


Como 1 and oty wth thy wa»d'«*g lustre 
shod* i 

^nv deepest shadow and thy softest light 
I o me t ongemol is the gloomy grove, [shine , 
When with taint r*,js the sloping uplands 
That gtflSm, those pensive rays, alike, l love, 
Whose sadness seems in sympathy with mine 1 
Rnt mmApfor thifc pile oib ’ th> light is dear, 
l or thus benignant * rb * I h til tic* most, 

That while i pou* the unavailing tear, 

And cqpurn that hope to mo in yo ith ir lost 1 
Thy Itghfctfn vibionaty thoughts impart 
A a 1 lid the Muse to nor the a and m g heart 

$ 113 On the Rtrot try of a f ady of Quality 
from the *mall Pox Sava rr 

I atfo a Wdfur hod bless’d her consort s sieht 
With amorous pride and untaturb d d< f igbt , 
Till Dealb, $,rown envious with rcpigmnt 
aim [ Kim 

Frown d at th® r joys and urgd a ti rants 
lie summon each disease — the noxious crew 
’Writhing m dire distortion’ strike his viow * j 
From various plagur & which various natures 
know 

Forth rushes beaut v's fear d and fervent loc 
Fierce to the fair the mi wde- mi*chtcf flics 
The sanguine streams m raging fermentc n«e * 

It drives impotent through every vein 
Harp on the heart mil burns around the 
brain * 

Now a chill damp the ihajm rV lustre d ns 
Sad o or Is r cvex. the livid hngu xr swima * 

Htr ejts tbaj, with a glance could joy inspire 
Like setting sums, seaft e shoot a glimmering! 
lire [press'd, 

Here stands her consoffc, sore with anguish 
Oriefin hib eye and teriwr in his jrc»*t 
The Graces omit with anti uw coto 

X»* sHent sorrow weep tiie waning fair 
£«ghV suits, successive roll tht ir firo awav 
And eigjbfcjdcw mgnts ate their deep xhides 
deoufv I ipptan | 

Whdf thie fbvolve though mute euh Muse 
Each egealtu g eye drop*. cloq u. in teals 
•On the ninth noon gieit PI bus listening 
bends, 

• On the ninth noon etch voice m prayer as 
fiend* - 

Great God oi light t song and pms *8 art, 
Restore the languid ft r new wml imput 1 
Her beaut}, vit and virtue, claim tnv cnc, 

T thine own \ mnt) a almost mall d there 
at l the god incuts WouM death 
dvsnvsl 

1 sxiMtA attest* that threatening lance 
o*h a vivid influence streams* 
earth Imbibes salubrious] 

Each balmy phot mere we Of virtue knows, 
And a*t jtyspicd w«th all her patron glows 

opening eye kind hope reveals, 
HM^pkMk^epsorrs breast euhvewugfceU , 
Muse rcrnimwthe lyre, 
brightens w*& elunuatf Aril t 


tn 

As health's auspicious pow'rs gay Me dtsphv, 
Death, sullen at the Sight, stalks «hm away 

4 in Ode to Ptty VottWfi 
O thou the fr erd of m*u a sijn'd, 

With bilmy hands bis wounds to hind 
\nd chaim his frantic wo, 

When first lustre s w tx dagger keen, 

BrA* fuith t > w i*t® hi d tin d scene, 

His wild ux tttd ( 

By Fella s bard i inig < r me 

By all the griefs his tbo >„ht c > di fiame, 

Bee f no iny humble ntc 
f ong Pity, let the nati u» view 
Thy sky worn robe* of tMilei* -»t blue 
And eyes of dewy light 

But « hr rc for* need l wander wulo 
Iorll Jlusj ditu’wd* 

Pearled stn. im and mute 7 
W d 4 An n * too 1 as he«.rd thy strains 
And l cho, mulst my mtive pluns, 

Been sooth d by Pitv a lute 

There first the wren th} mirths shed 
On gentlest Otway s infant hc<td 
l o him thy cell wis eh jw u 
And while he jung the female heart, 

W itb jouth s soft notes umpurl d by ait 
The turtles nuv d th* r own 

Gome Pit), tome b) tmcy’said 
K en now mv thoughts rclc ntmg maid 
Thy vcrnple s pndo den n» 

Its south* rn site, i b f rath cot iplete 
Shall raise 4 wiM enthusiast beet, 

Di all who view the shnno 

Tht re Picture s toil shall well r* late 
How chance tr hard involving hue 
O’er mural bli^s prmail 
1 he buskm d Muse shill near her stand 
Aud, sighing piompt her tender h« d, 

\\ itn e ich disastrous tale 

Hiere let me oft retir d by <Tw 
la dreams of piss i an melt awiy, 

Allow d with thee to dwell 
Tnerc wastes the mourn fill lamp ot night, 
Till virgin thou ugaua delight 
lo h<ar i British shell 1 
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Wnftm in tfre yta? 174fl 
Com fit 


How sleep the brave, who tank to mt 
By all their ^ountiy's wishes blest ’ 

Wh« n Sprin with dewy fingers cold 
1 et irns to da k their hallow d mould, 
Mie thare shall dress a sweeter dod 
lhm l ancy s feet have ever trod 

By ftiry hands their knell » rung 
By fort im unseen their dirge is su ig 
Then Honor cornea, a pilgrim gray, 

To bit & the turf that wraps tl t ir clay % 
And Freedom shall a while repay 
To dwell a weeping henmt there 4 • 

* A row In Sussex 
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$ 115 * -CoXtWfis-^i 

* . /; ■'&$#&*> "" 

O TBotf^v^ifiiWli smiling bride ; / j£ .1 
By Valeri arm’d add awful side, ■ 

Gentlest of sky-born forms, and best ador'd \ 
Who oil with songs; divine to hear, 

Whm’st &om his fata! grasp the epear f 
And hid’st 5n wreaths of dowers his bloodless 


Than who, amidst the deathful field, 

By godlike chiefs alone beheld, * ' 

Oft with, thy bosom bare art fount), {ground i 
Pleading for hittt. the youth whh Vinks to 
( 8ee, Mercy, see* trith pure and loaded hands, 
Before thy^irinemycouiitry'fj genius stands, 
AnddecJ® thy altar stilly though pierc'd witlij 
th&hy a wound ! s 

; ‘ - ' A2TTXST1KHPHE. 

When he, whom e’en our joys provoke, 

The fiend of nature, join’d his yoke, 

And rush’d in wrath to make our isle his prey }] 
Tby form, from out thy sweet. abode, . 

O'ert 06k him on. his Wasted. road, - .(away, 
And stopp'd his wheels, and loo W his /age 
I see recoil’d his sable steeds, " 

That bore him swift to savage deeds $ 

Thy tender, melting eyes they own, . ' 

O maid, for pll thy love to Britain shown. 
Where Justice bars her iron tow r, . 

To thee we build a roseate bow*r, 

Thou, thou aJialt rule our queen, aud share our 
monarchy throne. 

$ 116 . Ode to Ptwce. Corliss. 

O ‘Titov, who bad’st thy turtles bear 
Swift from hia grasp thy golden hair, 

And eought’st thy native skies, ^ 

When War, by vultures drawn from for. 

To Britain beat his iron car, 

And bade his storms arise l , 

Tir’d of his rude, tyrannic .sway, 

Our youth shall fix some festlvo day;, 
ffis ttullen sfirhics to. burn : 

But thou, who heftiest the turning spheres 
What soimdamay charm' thy partial earn, 

And gnia thj Seslretu* ft L 
O Peace, thy injur’d robes uphind > 

O rise, and leave not one behind 

Ltes ki$3 thy feet; ■' 

Andown thyhober reign. 

Ut ethers coin* tfiyftktisient smile, 

Btft come to gracethy western isle, 

By warlike Honor led ; 

Andy whilfl around her porta rejoice, 

While all her eon* adore thy choice, 

With him for ever wed ! 

$H7. 


The PasstoiW ofk 

Throng’d ipund^epift^ceB; : 
Exulting, trembling; ragit%, Minting, 
Possess’d beyond the MOae’a psjmting 5 
By tarns they felt (he glowing mind 
Pismrbfd, delighted, rais’d, refin’d 
Till once, ’tin said, when all were fir’d, 
Fill’d with fury, rapt, inspir’d, 

From the supporting myrtles round ‘ ;■ „ 

'Plifte liirr inutmimAdfd /vf* aismtil • 


The Pmiono. AH Ode for Music. 

: r Co&uift 


r irj^|luaic;'lteaifeuly \ 
syergn early Greece \ 


U j, 


l Each, -—for Madness rufi&the liouf;-^ . 

Would prove liia own expressive pow*rv y ; 

Firsfc Fcar his hand, it* skill to try, 

Amid the chord* bewilder'd laid, : 

And back recoil’d, ho knew not winy. 

E'en at the sound himself had loaded 

Next Anger rush’d : his eyes, on Are,- v 
In lightnings own’d his secret 
In one rude clash he struck the IvrC, \ 

And swept with hurried hand the tdytngsu ^ 

With wf fol measures won Despair, A '? i ’ 
Low, sullen. Bounds his grief be^uiJS # 

A scJetan, stVsbge* Upd mingled . ;V„ ' 
’Twas sad by ffts,% starts ’lywwa 

But thou, OHope, with qye» so fair, ' l '*'• 
Whut wild thy delighted measure ? 

Still it whisper’d promis’d pleasure. 

And bad* the lovely rccocs at distance half ! 

§5 till yould her tourfi thc strain prolong, ' r 
And .from the rocks,, the wbo^ ihe vale, 
9ho call'd bn Echo. ^ the song >■ 

And where he* ~ - 

; A soft rt^poiwi w- vm^ waji 1 
close, s’ 

And Hope ench.inted amil^, $h& i 

’* \ -*v. .‘Vs ' ' 

Ami longer had aho suiigr-^but, w r ‘ 

Revenge impatient i ‘ 

He th rew his blood-stalttVf a 
And, with a witheringlook^.^?^^ 1 
The war-denouncing inimpbt 
And blew a blast ko kind and dres(4v '//,.! fi. 

, . Were ne'er prophetic sounds so 
And ever and anon he heat*'' * 

The doubling drum with I 
Aud though sometimes, each dreary 1 
Dejected Pity at his side * .Jtflj 
: Her soul-subduing voice applied, : 

Vet still ho kept his wild, unait^ffo 
While each strmu’d ball of s^ht ^Cip f d| 
ii^ from nis head. ' 

Thy numbers, Jeafou*y,,4 
Sad proof cf thy dtt* 

[Of differing themes ; 
v And now.it, courted! 

With eyes ttprbW^L 

(Pale Wclancl mly.f at 
And 

3En not^tedlstai wi"" 








BOOK IV.} : 

Mnd dashingjfc&j 
Bubbling run^jfti 
Through gladek>udj 

sure stole, \ . '■ * 

^ :Or o^ejc samehtamtfcd stteam. wit&3 
- ' Kbiqul a& Holy calm diffusing,;; ' ; 
- Irfftofr, of peace and lonely inuring, 



Sj^fTIMMTA^ PHBGA1* W3 

♦W®- *. Crab be. 

Now once again t^gtewny jweri© explore, 
tiCss gloomy now, the bUlef hqu^-is 
The man of many sorrows eighi ho more. 

Up yonder hill behold how sadly alow* 

The bior moves winding from the vale, below 1 
[There lice the happy dead, from trouble free, 

A nd the glad parish pays the frugal fee. ■ - '• 
No more, O death ’ thy victim suits to hear 
Church-warden* stern* or kingly overseer: 

No fitoro the former claims his humble bow j 
Thou, art his lord, the best of tyrants thou I 
Now tq the church behold the mourner* 
Sedately torpid,, and devoutly dumb : [come. 
The tillage children now their games suspend, 
To see the bier that beawt their ancient frieud. 
For he was one in all their idle sport, 

And like a monarch rul'd theit little court ; 
The pliant bow ho form'd ; the Hying ball, 
The bat, the wicket, were bis labour* all j 
Him now they follow to his grave, and stand 
Silent ami sad, and gdzing, hand in hand ; 
While, bcmdtng loTV, their eager eyes explore 
The mingjed relic s of the parish poor : 

The bell toils late, the moping owl flies round; 
Fear marks the flight and magnifies tho sound; 
The busy priest, detain'd by weightier care, 
Defers his duty till the day of prayer, 

And, -Waiting long, the crowd retire distress'd, 
To think a poor uifun’s bones should lie ua- 


Bul, Q, how alter'd wna it$ sprightlicr tend, 
Whon€hft.erlulnc5sr a nymph of healthiest tide,! 

Her.bo^-j^ross her ipnoulde r flltog , 

Hot jbusk|h^ ! gcmm r tj' $$th morning dew , 

Blew m m^irhig sif/thftt dale and thicket 
v Tbiig, - 

The hunter's coll, to Faun uhd Dryad known l 
, The oak^cxbwn'd *&&e,.and their chaste- 
, ' . • eyed queen, 1 
Satyrs ai^d sylvan boys, were seen 

■tviJLi — 


Helping frOm 4 forth their alleys green ; 
Br#m ©cercise rejoic'd to hear, 
AMSportleap'd up, and seis'd his bcechen 

tel bap m Joy's ecstatic trial : 

HCjVith viny crown advancing, 
f te^to^hd livcly pipe; $ei h^nd address'd ; 
ButJ^f he saw the brU^wakUpibg viol, 
Wfljfe. sweet, entrancing voice he lov'd the 
' "best.;. - •• 

They wouid have thought, who heard the 
• strain, 

They, saw fn Tempo's vale her native maids,] 
A midst the festal sounding shades. 

To aob^ httwearied minstrel dancing, 
While, saJus fly in gfiagers kiss'd the strings, 

*' -Jtttrth a gay, fantastic 

■>$'« 'V [bound 
...... &&pr her zone un- 

his Aolic play, 

hirWouid the charming air repay, 
L;: ’“ Ij ,^rfp'ura fromhis dewy wings. 
Ascended maid, - 
^wisdom's aid 1 
f^ Why, to us denied, 
ihy ancient lyre asHo ? 

J- ley'A, Athenian bow r, 

A ah AU-coninmndtng pow’r, 

\ O nymph endear'd 1 
r . . what then it heard, 

i®' thy untiv^ simple hearty 

toying fancy, art 7 / 

hit elder 





. sublime ! 
’tbit godlike age 


thetsle, 


p « 4n& 

rage, - 1 
lagged i|b 5' 


A { 




* 5 115. Tke Village Foundling , Crabby. 

To name an infant met our village sires, 
Assembled all, as such event roqo^es ; 

Frequent and full the rural signs state, 

And speakers many urg'd the long’debate. 
SenVc'harden<xl knaves, who royld the country 
. round, _ . 

Ifad left a babe within the parish-bound* 

First of the feet they question'd-^ Wae it true 
The child was brought ?— What then remain’d 
to do? , h 

Was *t dead, or li vi ng 7— -This was fairly proved; 
’Twas pinched-— it roared; and every doubt rc- 
moy^t : - ! V ! td»U 

(Then by What name tV unwelcome guest to 
r \V as long a question, and it pass'd them all ; 
For he who lent a name to b^ uhlurown, . 
Censormus picn might take lifer hirown. 

They lobk'd about, they ask'd the Ualae of alt, ’ 
And not one Rickard answer’d to JthVcall j 
Next' they inquir'd the diy passing by, 
Th’ unlucky peasant iiesurd thc atrauger's cry. 
This known, how feed raiment tlmy might 

give ’ , ; v 

Was next debated; for the rogue would live.. 

* Sows apology is due fin the insertion of a eixeum* J 
stance by uy swan* common : that ithn* been aatHH' " 

* ' 1 complaint in anv piaco is a summer* ■ 
being reckoned among the avjla WJ 


ject for complaint in any place is a 
for its being reckoned among the evil! 
happen to the poor, add which muaj* haj 
oxobwively j peverthafosfl, itbi juat W 


Unknown. 
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At last, with all 

Back to. their 'hmm>4mw%A(M v$sg l Vf>w&$ l , 
And the work- house aefci. 

There he was pinch'd/krtd pitied, thtimpfd; kpd 
fed, , ' 

And duly took his beatings and his bread ; 
Patient in all control, in all abuse. 

He tbund&totempt and kicking have their use. 
Sad, silent, supple j bending to the blow, 

A slaw of slaves, the lowest of the low ^ 

His pliant soul gave way to: all things We, 

He k««Mr no shame, he dreaded w* disgrace : 

It seem’d, sp well his passibpshtf suppress’d, 
lie feeling stirred ids ever torpid breast : 

Him might the » Q^eanest pauper bruise and 
cheat 5 * \ - » , > 

Hp we* a, foot -stool for the beggar’s feet ; 

His were’ the legs that run at all commands 
They used on all occasions Richards ha, ids : 
His very soul was not his own ; he stole 
As others ordered, and without a dole : 

In all disputes, on either part be lied, 

And freely pledg’d his oath on either side ; 

Ice #11 rebellions, Richard join’d the rest; 

In all detections, Richard first confess'd . 

Yet, though disgrac'd > he watch’d his time so; 
He rose in favor, when in fume he fell ; [well, * 
Base was hie usage, vile his whole employ. 
And all despis'd and fed the pliant boy. * . '’J 
At Jepgth’tis time he should abroad be sent. 
Was whisper d near him — and abroad he went) 
One'morD they called him — Richard answered 
. net s 

They doom'd him hanging— and in time fbigot ; 
Yetmiss'd him long, as each throughout the 

-'"dWo ' ' y ; . . / ; 

Found he' h^d * letter spared a better man.” 

tid\?Ricfynrd : sta ton ts for the world were fit $ 
He’dbo smalt, Cmu; i ng, and bad some smaU wit > 
Had that balm look which seem'd to all assent. J 
And that complacent speech which nothing 
meant* ■* .'V.'* _ , 

ffedhot onward/ and that he stmve to hide, 
How best Motor & Monddy to provide. 

Steel the magnet jdrawr, 

And steely t tttoma oulU from duet and straws j; 
And thaa<#jrifefo, to hia.intVest’true, 

Gold thnw^h aUj harr-and from bach trUlp 

But, atjl! 4)6^v«ilrely round the world to go> 
'This ^ neither frlfind nor foe.' 

A -$jj_a4 our man. we trace, 

&qfed" el Monday Place ; 
^^ughter’a we peruse, 
w j.hMimlmW as rich as Jew# t 
^.yc^mingxSartties a spin, [dumb 
‘IT' the basefag* of the $iad and 
ajfa-mMan* money from the stocks, 
And Bible* iseued from his private bo* : 

Bp*> to Ids ndtife place severely juet, V/ 
J&jefc apUtanee bound in rigid trust } < ^ ‘ 
T^jwM^jr pounds, on every quarter’s day \ \ 
Atit^Mhnraddc’d, fat, fortyfoavc? should pay y 
tW£ t*tbej*m«h show,. .*■■.. ; 1 
Hekej*in mind tWifWhtyjibd tW&r Jhfow^j 
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Hts a dyke way , 

And fits'* nightly Haunt in lonely wood : 

Each village inn has heard the ruffian boast, 
That he believ’d in neither God not gSbst ; 
That, when the sod upon the sinner press’d, 
He, like the saint, had everlastlag^^T*' 

That never priest believ’d his doctrines true, 
But would, for profit, owff hinwclf a Jew, [do; 
Or worship wood and stone, as' heathen 
That fools alone on future wotid^uty/ 1 ’ 

And all who die fojr faith, dcservS'to dte. 

These maxims, part, th’ attorney Vdcrk 
profess’d; 

llis own transcendent genius found the irg&ftV- 
Our pious matrons hoard; and, much ama^cL 
Gaz’d on the man, and trembled as rheyt$0f 
And now his fane explor’d, and now his’fed^ 
Man’s dreaded foe in this bad man ‘ 

But him our drunkards as theif/cKat^pi^n 
rais’d, "7 ’ 1 *•'. 

Their bishop call'd, and as their he^j^aus’d| 
Though most, when sober, and the jegfe; when 
sick;- k .H\; ' ; 

Had little cjuestlbh Mfhenee hie b&fc^pdc. 

But he, triumphant spirit, all thfn^d^^d > 
He poacVd the Wood, and on ' thd/Vrcrffen 
- snar’d ; * „ ■. >'7: 

*Twas his at cards each novice to trepsp, ' 

And call the wants of rogues the rights of 
Wild as the winds he let jkdv'Onsgrfttg *oV^ 
And tlceja'd the marriage bohdth^haue bfh ' ’ ‘ 

; What age, and sicka^i 
Had done, we Jkno^; not| 

By night, ss busine^^^he^. 

The ditch was de^p. tbc ’liiji half. 4i 

flood, ■. Sr-'^iw 

The foot-bridge fkil^ hie pdu 
deep,. ' 

And slept ; U truth Wfipa 
$ 121. f\ineral <jf an one 

■ ' x. : 4C 

Doww by the church-way V^iiwi 
v . - , the brook 7 

Winds round the chancel 

crook. V 'r 

Igt that small house, with th 
fbre, t 

Where jasmine trails on eitl^traidbj 
Where those dark shrubs, \ 
at will, . 

Were clipp’d in |brm>i 
Whcrelcccklet fa* ' 

spread , ■' ip-, w, 

Form’d shining bordMWf 
There Ht?d a 1"*“ 

Who showed 
In the dear f 
Apeaigrcenj ri 
£hecl|thd stood, 

Tight wag hg r,1i 





>■> 


fcooic iv*J 


^TA^ich jt»ou; 


TChS* tod «N «>» *» »»«,) 

,^'touT.d?' 6 roow ;«f^;;lW.<toiw look 

fThrttfw * "if T' 1 pit “ U9 “ d 

sHs^^wr- 

- Were We return'd— “ These bauble* cart atfd* 
Nor jive thy God a rival in thy pride : ■ ’ 

; -'ws 7 - * af^T* ® pe ** “**••*»< 

S>& uWS&S£SMT' £ taSS^* 

******* ‘‘W** Utht iSw^TJ^rS^ 

Then shall thv iirarjurt e»W : 3 


s w orkmen eel, j The angel Marty tempering Veath’, delay." 

Alas iwaa hard \ the treasures still had 

Cifl^’d ihe watch of gold mSffi.’ -a 'i T* h * “T .“Mettled, cloudy rjew. 

Proof. ofl£b*« A cr J , »‘ H What Ml 


sxr gw!?»" «wyMU. vftwrffoe.. j, » . •• - 

HwGMtmpItwpV, •,*». "IwJhermce 

**3»* ^ Wlro t BwWd ' " Whu ‘~ 

„ Z&S^SSSSL. &*'%!& “*.“*’*• «•'*•• i 

ite^^room, adorn'd with maiden’ On which tiSSJT&M 
’■ • * Toshow the ▼aJrionftwWh rtf 


rflCb f^py-j arst of fay Vites, grac'd' 

■ 

ffil&isSfm?* 1 ®v“?2 *“**>' . V'v jPauant, Cbabbb* 

S^3$bWSfd^^ k > condemning all thing, mean, 

JT .,-7 --“.w gd T t 1 * d J * tte truthunquMtion’^ and &, nohlrTrena; 
^otttiB^werio ^ .:, ^"“toaftVprtwenee ftaae felt afraid: 


S£ o ^ w * i? *° 

r~ichy his gratitude and love : 
Me winsk^rsliok d beside 
vie h#u$© of pt^e j 

mCe of Ah Ihdi». r.Jiaofr 


— ? — r 

_.ndofifbcy press’d,, 
cr ^ $ n ®y ciYKitureS) one of gold, 
.both beauteous ti » behold ; 

the guiding taste to suit, 
M welr*flSahnei , ’cl, and the fishes mote, 
friMtflfcjWhs there, compel Td by need 
^ to; flatter, and her tribe to feed $ 
^^-W'scom, endur’d the clog 
^iisl^tad Owning as the dog. , 
f these treasures, herd*. 

“i~ tA ej r owner's sight : rfeST' 
■ tiew it asfae will/ 



... mux*, ana ms soutser 
or no madV^rtwence Isaac felt afraid ; 

Atno mn’$ question jf^tarc iookM dismay'd f 
2?“? e Pbtj lie dreaded no disgrace ; 

Troth,. simple truth, m**r&ten m his face ; 
ibt, wide fte 5 serious thought Ms soul ak 
proY’d, - .>*. 9 r 

And with the firmest hnfi the foitdlat mind. 
mte htfierejcyfdl.Wjeck'd emiWc*, 
Aniigare sltcwUnce whenhe hecdSnone J . 

of he refund with futpreitt to buy,. - • 

«rfkni>.w a joy that eathi’d rafttoUen'. «M- - 
A jfeenfi & virtue, hit unclontSfl hAtjpit 

lYV? ’ a n« r>- ‘ *'wr / > 


WMiXfcr 

gu thei raiy pro. 
lessor’s eyes 

&&»! " 


m liuinau^ijr, an a 

I mark’d hit action whentjfc inftnt died: 
r A ud. his. old neighbor fdr oSbnce waufried ; • 

, The still tears stealing down that furrdw'd^ 
clwek ■'->** . .., -; 

Snbk* pity plainer than the tongue caii'uto^. 
If pride Were his, Was not their vulgar ’W™Skf 
Who, in their baaebontemp«, theg^ d 




I ?0 


ijs equi 

gf.ioul had phdej 
^tbat aliuns <' 


None hia»Qperi^|fi 
Hut, if that spirit In 2 
It was* thcjesioUftp * 


A pride in honest fame; by virtue gain'd/ 

In sturdy boys to virtuous labors, trained > 
Pnde iq tfee power that guards hiscountry's 

Aud afttf&t Englishmen enjoy and boast ; 
Pride m a life that slander's tonguedcfy M ; 

In to/a noble passion, misnam'd pride. 

He had ho party e rage, whim , 
Christian and couatf yyWajt e&f with him j 
Trtiui to hU chu^heeame^'rvo Sunday shower 
Kept him bome iu that important hour ; 
^ior his drill feet could one persuading sect, 
Ry the strong glare of their new-light, direct ; 
On hope, in mine own sober light I 
Rut should be blind and lose it in your Maze. 

ia times severe, when many a sturdy swain 
Felt it hie pride, hiscoflifort, to complain } ' 
Isaac their wants would soothe, hie own would 
hide, ‘ . 

And feel in that bis comfort and his pride. 

At length he found, whek, seventy years 
* werq rim, 

Hw strength deparhxl^aud his labor dolie j 
When ‘ $ave his honest' ftmo, h« kept so more. 
Rut lost his wife, and saw his children poor : 

’ 'IVis then a spark of-*~($ay not discern* ent ,5 
^Struck on his mind, and thus hagsnro if vent 
** Kind are your kwa/ ’tis not to be deny ’d. 
That in yoji bouse for ruin'd age provide j [all, 
And they are just j whw young wc ghe yoa 
And then. &r comforts la our weakness Call j 
Why then this proud reluctance to be fed, 

To join your poor; and ejit *he parish bread 1 
Rat yet f linger, loath with him to feed, 

Who galas his plenty by the sons of need ; 

He wjw by contract all your paupers took 
And gauges;«tonmhsj. with, an aimowi look : 


‘ ;Xwo* IV. 

■ $ iso, 

Thu ‘Scftw .of the J&flewiri| Stem 
' \ Re on the 3$jkmo«, iwarRi 

ftt yonder grave a Druid Uee; ■' 

Wlmro slowly winds the ste&lh^^ve* 
The year's best sweats shall dntepdi ^se 
To deck its Poet's sylvan grave; - . 

In yoh dgep bed of whispering reeds 
Uis airy harp* shall now be tqld; >. 

That ho, whose heart Hi 
May love through life the soal$ii!^snfulc. 

Then maids and youths shall linger here. 

And, while its sounds at distance swell,. ■ 
Shall sadly seem in Pity's car , *< 

To hour the woodland pilgrim's knell.; 
Remembrance oft shall haunt the shot&V;*’’ 
When Thames in summer wreaths iidwfd, 
And oft suspend the dashing oar M *' s 
To bid his gentle Spirit rest... ' . ” ' '* V 

And, oft ns Ease nod Health retire * 

To braezy fown. of forest deep/ * 

The friend. shall/view you whitening spire, I 
Ahd Mi;d the varied l.tuil.scapc tyqjfy >* 

But. thou, who owu’st that earthly bod/ 

Ah 1 what will every dirge avail i * ’ . 

Or tear^ which hove and Ptty rbfcd, 

That mourn beneath the gliding sari ! 

Yet lives there one, whoso,bccdlcJSS,cyc "'V . 

Shall scorn thy pale shriMfjfftmmerjug n<*r ? 
With b»Ri< sweet bard. may: yfejflfc <1*0, 

And Joy desert the fcioeroifl^y^t *</' 

But thou, lom strcan?- whose spHW Sid* - 
Vo sedge-crowjt& sister* pow attend, ; , 

Now waft mo from bill's sttfogN 

IV hose cohi turf hides tlre burjed 
A nd, sec, the fairy V&llcys ", .:.s; /j? ' 

l)m flight h/uj vetVdf tfetytaM* vW s J 


Oit<K>me<4d niaster l qotild well, depend j ^ 

Ben him. with joy, a&djta«k him a* a friend ; j Vat once «gain>denr paftetfij 
Rut id o*r rhfofc who dolok the dny/s supply. ; Aleck Nature’s Child, again 


And counts buy chfe*#* vbo u flight imiy dit. 
Yet hplp aw, Heavbn * £tnd ; let me not corf*- 


u . / . '* .V \ ■■ 'V^Tto hind#i «ud shcpiusrd girk sihaRiJrbiiV/ 

l sustain. - | With siumle hands, tlsv ruiot tiMohJ , 

.VtrtSh were htir Uiouglits, and go rwigukt he 


. i Vtewi 
bJfbr sadden was bis fate, 
ig/^hiir cottage gate, 
mi ths in4fre hours Sprayer, 

sigh fpr tame there : 
i^Zisri** locks thinly spread 

„ that honor'd head * r 
nee on playful weight 
, and tremble at the sight,, 
m all in dread jtbe while / 1 1 
Ashford fcoftcn'd to a smile y ‘ 
'wore that meek a#d suppliant look in prayer, 
IM the pure faith, to give it fo#o«, are there : 
Bat he hrbles^d, rmd Xiambnt no. more 
good mo, mme ni&fy to 


Round ti 
.Vo more 



The genial mea»la, asstgft’jUo bleipfc ;^ <4 
> Thy life,! shall mourn thy etadty < 


With simple hands, thy xaNTtoiab^. 
l° n ?b thy stone and pointed chty^ - / 

I Shall mult the musing Lit Ron’s eyeiSH: 
c ! O, vakw and wild woods i'' ghaU-be gj*.^ / 
u In yonder grave \our Drdiji Hci l" .*/ - 

■ !, .v yA& 

$m> The 

Nov£«»gtf ebiil WAj^i ' 

The ehort’ning 
[The triirt beasts imoL . 

The MackMing fk'flpffl 
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The toil-worn cotter frae his labor goe*/ 

This night Ilia weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, 
Xhd weary, o’er the moor, his course does 
homeward bend. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view, 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 

Th* expectant wec-things, todiiu, stacker 
through [glee. 

To meet their dad, wi’ flichtcrin noise an* 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonily, [smile, 

His clean hearth stane, his thrift m witie’s 
The lisping infant prattling on Ins knee, 

Does a’ his weary carking rates i« guile, 

An’ makes him quite forget his labor and his 
toil. 

Belyve the elder bairns come drappin in, 

At service out, amang the farmers ioun' : 
f?ome ca # the plough, some herd, some lentie 
A carmie icrand to a ncebor town . [nn 
Their eldest liope, their Jenny, woman grown, 
tn youthfu’ bloom, love sparkling in lier e’e, 
Comes borne, perhaps, to .shew* a braw new 
Or deposite her fair-won penny-fee, [gown. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

Wf joy unleignM brothers ami sisters meet, 
An’ each for ether's wool fa re kindly spurs ; 
The social hours, swift-w mg'd, un notic’d fleet ; 

Each tolls th*' uncos th it hr eccm or heart* ; 
The parents, partial, eve rfmr hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the Yiew. 

The mother, wi' her needle an 1 her sheers. 

Cars a hid clues look aniaist as wed '« the; 
The father mixes a’ wi' admonition due. [new : 

Their master's an* their mistress’s command, 
The younkers a ? arc warned to oiv> ; 

*' An 7 mind their labors wi* an evdent hand. 
An’ ne’er, though oat o’ right, to jauk or 

p&y*/ 

An’ O ! bo Ante fo fear the Lord alway ! 

An’ mind your dwtv, duly, morn an’ night ■ 
Lest in temptation's path ye p g astray, 

- .Implore his counsel and assuring might : 
They never sought in \ant, that sought the 
Lord aright l" 

But, hark ! a rap comes gently to ill* door ; 
.Jenny, wha keus the meaning o’ the same, 
Tell* bow a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do some errands, and convoy her imne. 
The wily mother ,seos the conscious flame 
Spwktein penny's « e, aud Hush her cheek } 
,V$?jtjb b^Mt^trnck , anxious care', inquire* his 

» Vybifo jenny hafflins is afr.iul to speak 5 
wool pleas’d the mother hears, it's nac wild 
worthless rake. 

Wi’ kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben 
A strapp^n youth ; he takes the mother's 

Blithe tony ^et tKe visit’s no ill ta’cn ; 

The father crakk of liorses. ploughs, and kye. 
Vol. vi. Nos. 89 & ya. 


The youngster's artless heart o’er flows wi* joy. 
But blate and luithfir, scarce cau weel be- 
have ; 

The mother, wi 1 a woman's wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sac bashfu’ an* sac 
grave ; [the lave. 

W ccl pleas'd to think her bairn’s respected like 

O happy love ! where love like this is four.o . 

O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 
I've priced much this weary, im trial round, 

And sage experience bids me this declare • 
if If heaven a draught of heav’nly pleasure 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, [spare, 
Tis when a youthful, loving, modest po.ir, 

In other’s arms breathe out the tender tale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents tin; 
ov'imig gale/' 7 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart— 

A wretch ' a villain ! lost to love and truth ' 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Bo tray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ,f 
Curse on his perjur’d arts ! dissembling smooth 1 
Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 

Is there no pity. 110 relenting ruth, [child ? 

Toints to the parents fondling o'er their 
Then paints the ruin’d maul, and their dis 
traction wild ! 

But now the supper crowns their simple board 1 
The halesomc parritch, chief o' Scotia’s food . 
The sou pc their only hawkic does afford, 

That yonfe the Indian snugly chows her cud . 
The dame brings forth in complimeutal mood. 
To grace the lad, her wecl-haitrd kobbuck 
fell. 

An’ aft he’s press'd, an’ aft he ca’s it good ; 

The frugal wific, garrulouj, will tell, 

How 'twas a lownioud auld, sin’ lint was i’ 
the bell. 

The checrtV supper done, wi’ serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi’ patriarchal grace, 

The big Ha’-Biblc, ancc his.father’s pride . 
His bonnet rev’rently is laid aside. 

His lyart haffets wearin tlrfn an 7 bare ; 

Those strains that once did sweet in ZiOn glide, 
He wales a portion with judicious care ; 

And 14 Let us worship Uod !” he says, with 
solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim * 

Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 
Or plaintive Martyr's, worthy of the name . 
Or noble Elgin beats the beav'nward flame, 
The. sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compar’d with these Italian tnils arc tamo ; 

Tlic tickled ears no heartfelt raptures raise; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creators praise. 

The priest -like father reads tin; sacred page, 
How Abram was the friend of Ug^.rm high 5 
Or Moses bade eternal warfare wagft^ * ' ' ’ 
With Amalck's ungracious progeny ; 
x 
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Or how the royal hard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry 5 
Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 

Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed 5 
How he, who bore in hcavn the second name, 
Had not on earth whereon to lay liis head : 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The pfecepts sage theytftote to many a 
How he, who, lone in Patmos banished, [land : 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand, 

And heard/great Baboon's doom pronounc'd 
by Heaven’s command. 

Then, kneeling down to heaven’s eternal King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope *'• springs exulting on triumphant wing/' 
That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There, ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, nr shed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 

While circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

Compar'd with this, how poo; Religion’s pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of art, 

When meii display to congregations wide 
Devotions ev'ry grace, except the heart ! 
The Pow’r, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 
The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart, [soul ; 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enrol. 

Then homeward all take off their sev’ral way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 

The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request 
That he, who stills the raven’s clam'rous nest, 
And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride. 
Would, in the way hie wisdom sees the best, 
For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly in their hearts with grace divine 
preside. 

From jscenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs, [abroad : 

That nri&es her lov'd at home, rever’d 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 
“ Anhpnest man’s the noblest work of God 
And, tertes, in fbir Virtue's heav’nly road, 

The cottagelejave* thepalace far behind : 
What is a lpidlingypdnipf a cumbrous load, 
PiSttjgftg oft th«i wretch of human-kind, 
StuduHn arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

O Scotia! my dear, my native soil ! [sent ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is 
£ic(ng may thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content ! [vent 

Aadt Qlm&y Heaven their simple lives pre- 
Ffeft tuxury's contagion, weak and vile i 
Then) howe’er crowns and coronets be rent, 


[soon iv. 

A virtuous populace may rise the while, 

And ptand a waU of fire around their much' 
lov’d isle. 

O thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide [heart/ 
That stream'd thro’ Wallace's undaunted 
Who dar’d to, nobly, stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious, part, 

(The patriot's God, peculiarly, thou art, 

His friend, inspirer. guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm desert : 

But still the patriot and the patriot bard, 
fn bright succession raise, her ornament and 
guard ! 

$ 125. Hymn to the Deity. Livingston. 

Father of light ! exhaust less source of 
Supreme, eternal, self-existent God ! [good l 
Before the beamy sun dispens'd a ray, 

FJain'd in the azure vault, and gave the day ; 
Before the glimm'ring moon, with borrow’d 
light, 

Shone queen amid the silver host of night ; 
High in the heav’na, thou reign at superior 
Lord, 

By suppliant angels worshipp'd and ador'd ; 
With the celestial choir then let me join 
In cheerful praises to the Pow’r divine. 

To sing thy praise, do thou, O God ! inspire 
A mortal breast with more than mortal fire : 

In dreadful majesty thou sitt'st enthron'd, 
With light encircled, and with glory crown'd 5 
Thro* all infinitude extends thy reign. 

For thee, nor heav'n, nor heav’ii of heav'ns 
contain ; 

But tho' thy throne is fix’d above the sky. 

Thy omnipresence fills immensity. 

Saints, rob'd in white, to thee their anthems 
bring, 

And radiant martyrs hallelujahs sing : 
Heaven’s universal host their voices raise, 

In one eternal chorus, to thy praise $ 

And, round thy awful throne, with one accord, 
Sing, Holy, holy, holy is the Lord. 

At thy creative voice, from ancient night, 
Sprang smiling beauty, and yon worlds of* 
light : 

Thou spak'at— the planetary chorus roll’d, 

And all th’ expanse was starr'd with beamy 
gold ; [shone. 

Let there be light, said God— -light instant 
And from the orient hurst the golden sun ; 
Ileav'n 's gazing hierarchs, with glad surprise, 
Saw the. first morn invest the recent skies, • - 
And straight th’ exulting troops thy throne fm^ 
round {sdunflV 

With thousand thousand harps of heayealy 
Thrones, powers, dominions, (Over shining 
trains !} 

Shouted tfiy praises in triumphant strains : 
Great arc thy Work*, ; and, all 

'around, ^{aound,. 

Great hire thy woikt,.1^^^ohp^ hefiy’ns ro- 
The effulgent sun, 7 

Is but a beam of thy o’erflOwiiig light , 
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The tempest is thy breath : the thunder hurl’d, j 
Tremendous rpari.xhy veoge^d^/o'^T thej 
world; . {wine nod, j 

Thou bow’st the heav'hs, the smoking moun- 
llocks fall to dust, and nature ovyus l ^ God ; 
Pale tyrant? shrink, the atheist stands aghast, 
And impious kings in horror breathe their last. 
To this great God alternately I'd pay 
The evening anthem, and the morning lay. 

$ 126 . Taa Mouse, on turning her up in her 
Nes&ioithdhe Plough , November , 1785. 

* IlUHNS. 

Wke, sleckit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie, 

O, what a panic ’a in thy breastie ! 

Thou need na start away sae hasty, 

YVi’ bickering brattle ! 

I wad be laitli to rin an* chase thee, 

WY murd'ring pattle ! 

I *m truly sorry man’s dominion, 

Has broken nature's social union, 

An’ justifies that ill opinion. 

Which makes .thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An fit low-mintal. 

1 doubtna, whyles, but thou may thieve : 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live f 
A daimen’icker in a throve 

’» a sma’ request ; 

I'll get a biossin wi* the lave, 

An’ never miss *t ! 

Thy wee bit k&me, too, in ruin ! 

Its silly wa> the win’s are strewin 
An’ naething, now, to hog a new ane 

* O’ foggage green ! 

An’ bleak December’s win’s ensuin. 

■ ' BaiiUencU and keen ' 

ThoU, saw the field’s kid bare and waste, 

An’ weary winter comm fhai, 

An’ cozfe here, beneath the blast, 

*,,.*Thou thought to dwell, 

Tilt, crash \ the cruel coulter past 
'•Ys ?j$;Oat thro* thy cell. 


$ 127. To Mr. Spenc e, prefixed to the Essay 
on Pope's Odyssey. Pitt. 

’Tis done— restor’d by thy immortal pen, 
The critic's noble name revives again : 

Once more that great, that injur’d name we see 
Shine forth alike in Addison and thee. 

Like curs, our critics haunt the poet’s feast. 
And feed on scraps refus’d by every guest ; 
From the old Thracian* dog they learn 'd the 
way 

To snarl in want, and grumble o’er their prey . 
As though they grudg’d themselves the joys 
they feel, f . [will. 

Vex’d to be charm’d,' and pleas’d against their 
Such their inverted taste, that we expect 
For faults their thanks, for beauties their neg- 
lect. 

So the fell snake rejects the fragrant flow’rs. 
And every poison of the field devours. 

Like bold Longinus, of immortal fame, 

You read your poet with a poet’s flame 5 
With his, your generous raptures still aspire ; 
The critic kindles when the bard ’s on fire. 
But when some lame, some limping line de- 
mands 

The friendly succor of your healing hands. 
The feather of your pen drops balm around, 
And plays and tickles, while it cures the 
wound. 

While Pope’s immortal labor we survey. 
We stand all dazzled with excess ofday > 
Blind with the glorious blaze — to vulgar sight 
Twas one bright mass of undistinguish’d light 
But, tike the tow’ring eagle, you alone 
Discern’d the spots and splendors of the- hutj. 

To point out faults, yet never to offend ; 

To play the critic, yet preserve 'the- friend j 
A life well spent, that never loit a day ; 

An easy spirit, innocently gay ; 
j A strict integrity, devoid of art; 

The sweetest manners, and sineerest heart ; 

A soul, where depth of sense and fancy meet ; 
A judgment brighten'd by the beams of wit- 
Were ever yours : be What you were before. 
Be still yourself; the World can ask no more.. 


That wee bit heap o’ leaves an' stibble, 
lias cost thee monie a weary nibble ! 
Now thou'S turn’d nut, for a thy trouble, 
Baith house or bald, 

'•To, thole the winters sleety dribble. 

An’ cranreuch cauld 1 

But,-MotShi% thou art no thy lane, 
may be vain : 
schemcsb’ mice an’ men 
' ' Gang aft a«gley, 

A&VJfijWf u« bought but grief an’ pain 
For promis’d joy ! 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me ! 
The prese^pily tewchetb thee : 
Rm„ueh 1. J ll^Jtward cast my e’e 

-'^f4^i'prort(tcU drear ! ;i 
An’ forward, tioaima see , 

I gum an ’/cor. 


$ 128. The Three Warning*. A Tale. 

Mrs. Tbkale. 

The tree of deepest root is found - 
Least willing still to quit the ground : 

'Twas therefore said, by ancient sages. 

That love oflife increas’d with ySors^ 

So much, that, in ourlutter 1 
When pains grow shbm^ahd s 
The greatest love ofim appears. 

This great afTection to believe, 

Which all confess, but few perceive. 

If old assertions can’t prevail. 

Be pleas’d to hear a modern tale r — 

When Bports went round, and all w 
On neighbor Dobson’s wedding-day. 

Death call’d aside the jocund groom. 

With him into another room ; 

* Zoilus, so called by the ancients. 
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And, looking grave, “ You must/' says lie, 
u Quit your sweet bride, and come with me/’ 
“ With you ? and quit my Susan’s side ? 

With you ?” the hapless husband cried : 

“ Young as I am t ’tis monstrous hard ! 
Besides, in truth, I ’m not prepar’d : 

My thoughts on other matters go j 
This is my wedding night, you know.” 

What mote he urg*& 1 have not heard) 

His reason could not well be stronger j 
So Death the poor delinquent Spar’d, 

And left to 1 We a little longer. 

Yet, calling up a *eriw#Iook,— 

His hour-glass trembled while he spoke,— 

“ Neighbor/' he said, " fsu’ewell : no more 
Shall Death disturb, your mirthful hour . 

And farther, to avoid all blame 
Of cruelty upon my name. 

To give you time fior preparation, 

A nd iit you for your uiture atatiou. 

Three several warnings you shall have. 

Before you ’re summon’d to the grave : 
Willing, for oncc, r g .’11 quit my prey, 

And grant a kind tSprieve j . 

In hopes you ’ll hive no more tq say, 

But, when I call again this way. 

Well pleas’d the world will leave.” 

To these conditions both consented, 

And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of our tale befell, 

TIow long he liv’d, how wise, how well, 

How roundly he pursu’d his course. 

And smok’d his pipe, and strok'd his horse, 
The witling muse shall tell : 

He chaffer'd, then, he bought, lie sold, 

Nor once perceiv’d his growing old, 

Nor thought of Death as near 3 
His friends not false, his wife no shrew, 

Many his gains, his children few, 
lie pass'd his hours in peace : 

But, while lie view’d his wealth increase, 
While thus along life’s dusty road 
The beaten track content he trode, 

Old Time, whose haste no mortal spares, 
FncaU’d, unheeded, unawares, 

Brought on hia eightieth year. 

And now, one night, in musing mood, 

As all alone he sate, 

Th* unwelcome messenger of Fate 
Once mettg before him stood. 

Half kilted with anger and surprise, 

“ So sqoit return'd !” old Dobson cries. 

** S& soon, d’ye it ?*’, Death replies 3 
“ Surely, my ftjeftd, you ’re but in jest ; 

Since 1 was hero before 
■’Tis ria-and-thi rtvye ars at least, 

And you i^^^fourscore.” 

" So mdjSBrworw,” the clown rejoin’d j 
“ To s»nPRged would be kind : 
Howevfflwee your search be legal 3 
A g M ^ -authority^is ’t regal f 
Emryqa are come on a fool's errand, 

Witfa but a secretary’s warrant. 

Besides, you promis'd me three warnings, 
Which 1 have look'd for nights and mornings j 
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But for that loss of time and cute, 

1 can rccoverda mages.” 

44 I know/’ cries Death, “ that, at the best, 

I seldom am a welcome guest 5 _ 

But dopTbe captious, friend, at least : . 

1 little thought you’d still be able 
To stump about your farm and stable 3 
Your years have ruu to a great length 3 
I wish vou joy, though, of your strength !” 

u Hold says the farmer, “ not so fast ! 

I have been lame these four years past.” 

•* And no great wonder,” Death replies 3 
“ However, you still keep your eyes 5 
And sure to sec one’s loves and friends, 

For legs and armsVould make amends.” 

“ Perhaps,” says Dobson, “ so it might, 

But latterly 1 've lost my sight.” 

“ This is a shocking story, faith ; 

Yet there *s some comfort still/’ says Death ; 
Each strives your sadness to amuse 3 
1 warrant you hear all the news.” [were, 
44 There ’s none,” cries lie } •' and, if there 
1 ’in grown so deaf, 1 could not hear.” 

Nay, then/' the spectre stern rejoin’d, 

*' These ore unjustifiable yearnings 3 
If you arc lame, and deaf, and blind, 

You’ve had your three sufficient warnings, 

So come along 3 no more we 11 part 
He said, and touch’d him with his dart 3 
And now old Dobson, turning pole, 

Yields to his fate— so ends my tale. 

$ 120. The Cit's* Country Box. *Lr.oYD. 
The wealthy cit, grown old in trade. 

Now wishes for the rural shade, 

And buckles to his one-horse chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder’d mare 3 
While, wedg’d in closely by.his aide, 

Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride. 

With Jicky on a stool before 'em. 

And out they jog in due decorum. 

Scarce past the tunip>)m half a mile, 

How ail the country jreems to smile 1 ” 

And, as they slowly jog together, 

The cit commends the road and weather i 
While Madam floats upou the trees. 

And longs for cv’ry house she sees 3 
Admires its views, its situation. 

And thus she opens her oration : 

*' What signifies the loads of wealth, 
Without that richest jewel, health? 

Excuse the fondness of a wife, 

Who duals upon your precious life ! 

Such ceaseless toil, such constant care. 

Is more than human strength can bear : 

One may observe it in your face— 

Indeed, my dear, you break apace 5 
And nothing can your health repair, 

But exercise and country air. 

Sir Traffic has a house, you know, 

About a mile from Chp«cy-royf : , 

He ; e a good man, indeed, ’tis true 3 
But not so warm, roy 4 a&r, w ym 1 ,? 

A nd folks are always, dpi to sneer— 

One would not be outdone, my dear V* 
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Sir Traffic’s name, so well applied, 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride } 

And Thrifty, who had all his lire 
Paid utmost def'rence to his wife^ _ r - ■ 
Confess'd her arguments had reason'} 

“ -And by th’ approaching summer season 
Draws a few hundreds from the stocks, 

And purchases his country box. 

Some th&e or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 

He fixes on hie choice abode, 

Not half a furlong from the road j 
A mi so convenient does it lay, 

The stages pass it every day ; 

And then so snug, so. mighty pretty, 

To have v a house so near the city ! 

Take but your places attl^Boar, 

You're sot down at the very door. 

Well, then, suppose them fix'd at last, 
White-washing, painting, scrubbing, past, 
Hugging themselves in ease and clover, 
With an the fuss of moving over ; ’ 

1 . 0 , a new heap of whims arerbred. 

And wanton in my lady's head, 

u Well ! to be sure, it must be own'd, 

It is a charming spot of ground : 

»So sweet a distance tor a ride, 

And all about so countrified ; 

Twould come but to a trifling price, 

To make, it quite a paradise ! 

I cannot bear those nasty rails, 

Those ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 
Suppose, my dear, instead of these, 

We build a railing all Chinese 5 
Although one hates to bo expos'd, 

Tis dismal to be thus enclos'd 5 
One hardly any object seed — 

I wish you’d foil these odious trees } 
Objects continually passing by 
Were something to amuse the eye j 
Rut to be pent within the walls. 

One might as well be at St. Paul’s. 

Our house beholders would adore, 

Was there a level lawn before, 

Nothing its views to inroramotic, 

Rut quite laid open to the road ; 

While every traveller in amaze 
Should on our little mansion gaze > 
lud, pointing to the choice retreat. 

Cry, * That’s Sir Thrifty's country-seat !' " 
--No doubt her arguments prevail, 

Por Madam’s taste can never fb.il. 

Blest age ’ when all men may procure 
The title of a connoisseur 5 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern'd by a single word 5 
Though, lik$ the royal German dames, 

It bears a hundred Christian names, 

As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 

Whim, Caprice, Je no a^ais quoi, Virtu ; 
Which appellations all describe 
Tas|k, and th# modern tasteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners, 
With Chitaese artists and designers, 


Produce their schemes of alteration. 

To work this wondrous reformation. 

The useful dome, which secret stood, 
Embosom’d in the yew-tree's wood. 

The traveller with amazement sees 
A temple Gothic or Chinese, 

With many a bell and tawdry rag on. 

And crested with a sprawling dragon ; 

A wooden arch is bent astride 
A chtch of water, four feet wide, 

With angles, curves, and zigzag lines/ 

From Halfpenny's exact designs j 
In front a level lawn is seen, 

Without a shfuTb bpbitfhe green j 
Where taste would want its first great law, 
But for the skulking h*«ha ; 

By whose miraculous assistance 
You gain a prospect }wo fields' distance. 

And now from Hyde-p&rk Corner come 
The gods of Athens apd of Rome. 

Here squabby Cupids take their places, 

With Venus, and the Clumsy Graces ; 

Apollo there, with situ ad clever, 

Stretches bis leaden fiber; for ever $ 

And there, without the power to fly, 

Stands fix’d a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 

All own that Thrifty has a taste j 
And Madam's female friends and cousins, 
With common-council men by dozens; 

Flock every Sunday to the seat, 

To stare about them, and to eat. 

$ 130. Report of an adjudged Com, not to be 
found in any of the Books. Cowper. 

Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest 
arose; 

The spectacles set them unhappily wrong ; 
The point in dispute was, as all the world 
knows, [long. 

To which the said spectacles ought to bc- 

So the Tongue was the lawyer, and argird the 
cause (learning j 

W'ith a great deal of skill, and a wig full of 
While chief baron Ear eat to balance the 
laws, 

So fam’d for his talent in nicely discerning. 

In behalf of the Nose, it will quickly appear, 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtedly 
find, . (wear, 

That the Nose has had spectacles always in 
Which amounts to possession time out of 
mind. 

Then, holding the spectacles up to the court— 
Your lordship observes they are made with 
a straddle 

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short. 
Design’d to sit Close to it, just like a saddle. 

Again, would your lordship a moment sup- 
pose 

(’Tis a case that has happen'd, and ptay be 
again) 
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That the visage or countcnaucc had not a 
Nose, [clcs then ? 

Pray who would or who could wear spccta- 
On the whole it appears, and my argument 
shows, [dcrnn, 

With a reasoning the court will never con- 
That the spectacles plainly were made for the 
Nose, [them. 

And the Nose was us plainly intended for 
Then shifting his side, as the lawyer knows 
how, . 

Ho pleaded again tit behalf of the Eyes ; 
But what were the arguments few' people 
know, s : [ly wise. 

For the world did not think they were equal- 
So his lordship decreed, with a grave, solemn 
tone, 

Decisive and clear, without one if or but — 
That whenever the Nose put his spectacles on, 

By day-light or candle-light— Eyes should 
be shut. 

$ 131. On the Birthtpag qf Shaktrpeare. A 
Cento: takenfom His Works. 

Berznger. 

Peace to this meeting ! 

Joy and fair time, health and good wishes : 
Now, worthy friends, the cause why wc are 


Read much, and look’d as though he meant 
To bo a fop no more. 

See him (o Lincoln’s Inn repair, 

His resolution dag y 
1 1 c cherishes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke nor Salkcld he regards, 

But gets into the house j 
And soon a judge’s rank rewards 
Ills pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, yo bobs ! ye bags, give place t 
F ull-bolloms, ca me instead ! 

Good lord ! to see the various ways* 

Of dressing — a cc^f's head. 

§ 133. 77ie Brmer's Coachman. Taylor. 
Honest William, an easy and good-uatur'd 
fellow, 

Would a little too oft get a little too mellow. 
Body coachman was he to an ennneut brewer— 
No better e'er sat on a box to be sure, [nurses 
His coach was kept clean, and no mothers ot 
Took that care or their babes that he took of 
his horses. ' [more, 

lie had these— ay, and fitly good qualities 
But the business of tippling could ne’er be got 
o'er. 


Is in celebration of the day that gave [met ; So his master effectually mended tho matter, 


Immortal Shakspcare to this favor'd isle ; 

The most replenished, sweet work of Nature. 
Which from the prime creation e’er she fram'd. 
O thou divinest Nature ! how thyself thou 
blazon'st 

In this thy son ! form’d in thy prodigality, 

To hold thy mirror up, and give the tune 


By hiring a man who drank nothing but. water. 
“ Now, William," says he, ‘'you sec the plain 
case ; ' [place.’* 

I fad you drank as he docs, you had kept a good 
“ Drink water ! ,? quoth William— had all men 
done so, 

You'd never have wanted a coachman, l trow 


Its very form and pressure ! When he speaks [They ’re soakers, like me, whom you load with 


Each aged ear plays truant at his tales. 

And younger hearings are quite ravished, 
voluble is his discourse — gentle 
As Zephyr blowing beneath the violet. 

Not wagging its sweet head— yet as rough 
(His noble blood enchaf’d) as the rude wii.il. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pi no, 
And make him stoop to th’ vale— Tis wonder- 
ful 

That an invisible instinct should frame him 
To loyalty, unlearn ’d j honor, untaught j 
Civility, not seen in others 5 knowledge 
That wildly grows in him, but y ields a crop 
As if it had been sown. What a piece of work ! 
How noble in faculty 1 infinite in reason ! 

A combination sad a form, indeed, 

Whe/e every god did neem to set his seal ! 
Heaven bos him npW^-yet let our idolatrous 
Still sanctify his relics $ and this day [fancy 
Stand aye d wting nish’d in the calendar 
To the Jeg||S{pble of recorded time : 

For, him but for all in all, 

^ftlWer shall look upon bis like again. 

§132. 7 'he Extent of Cookery. Shknstone. 

— .... - Ali usque St idem. 

When Tom to Cambridge first was sent, 

A plain brown bob he wore, 


reproaches, [coaches/' 

Tlut enable you brewers to ride in yoin 

$ 1.54. 7’o-morroio. CorroN. 

Foreunt «t imputantur. 

To-morrow , didst thou say ? 

Mcthouglit l heard Horatio say, To-morrow . 
(Jo to — 1 will not hear of it — To-morrow ! 

’Tis a sharper, who stakes his penury 
Against thy plenty — who takes thy ready cash.- 
And pays tliec nought hut wishes, hopes, and 
promises. 

The currency of idiots— injurious bankrupt,,^ 
That gulls the easy creditor 1 — To-morrow ! 

It is a period no where to be found 
In all the hoary registers of ’rime, 

Unless, perchance, in the fool’s calendar. 
Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society 
With those who own it. No, my Horatio, 

'Tis Fancy’s child, and Folly is its father } 
Wrought of such stuff as a reams are, and as 
baseless 

As the fantastic vUipss of the evening, [roeut , 
But soft, my friend— arrest the present mo* 
For be assur’d they all ore arrant tellrtalcA j 
And though their flight be silent, and their 
path 
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Trackless, as the wing'd couriers of the air, 
They post to heaven, and there record thy folly, 
Because, though station'd on th' important 
watch, 

Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel ? 

Didst lot them pass unnotic'd, unimprov’d, 
v *And know, for that thou slumb'rcst on the 
guard, 

Thou slialt be made to answer at the bar 
For every fugitive ; and when thou thus 
Shalt stand impleaded at the high tribunal 
Of hood-wink'd Justice, who shall tell thy 
audit ? 

Then stay the present instant, dear Horatio ; 
Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings. 

Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more 
precious 

Than all the crimson treasures of life's foun- 
tain. 

O ! let it not elude thy grasp j but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 

Hold the tlec^t angel fast until he bless thee. 

$ 135. On Lord Cobhum's Gardens, Cotton. 
It puzzles much the sages* brains, 

Where Eden stood of yore : 

.Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 

Some say it is no more. 

Rut Cobhain can these tides confute, 

As all the curious know ; 

For he has prov'd beyond dispute 
That Paradise is Stowe. 

$136. To a Child five Years old. Cotton. 

Fairest flow'r, all flow're excelling 
Which in Edens garden gtew, 

Fiow'rs of Eve’s embowered dwelling 
Are, my fair one, types of you. 

Mark, my Polly, how the roses 
Emulate thy damask clinch j 
How the bud its sweets discloses ; 

Buds thy opening bloom bespeak. 

Lilies are, by plain direction, 

Emblems of a double kind ; 

Emblems of thy fair complex if 1 . 

Emblems of thy fairer mind 
•But, dear girl, both flow’ll and licauty, 
Blossom, fade, and die away ‘ 

Then pursue good sense and duty, 

Evergreens that ne’er decay. 

137. To Miss Lucy Fortcscue . Lyttelton. 
Once, by the Muse alone inspir'd, 

I sung mv am'rous strains *, 

No serious love my bosom fir'd ; 

Yet every tender maid, deceiv'd, 

The idly mournful tale believ’d, 

And wept my fancied pains. 

But Venus, now, to punish me 
For having feign'd so well, 

Has made my heart so fond of thee, 

That not the whole Aonian quire 
Cap accents soil enough inspire 
Its rdal name to tell; 


$ 138. To Miss Wilkes , on her Birth-Day, 
Aug. 1 Gth, 1767. Written in France, 

Wilkes. 

Again 1 tunc the vocal lay 
On dear Maria's natal day. 

This happy day I 'U not deplore 
My exile from my native shore. 

No tear of mine to-day shall flow 
For injur'd England's cruel woe, 

For impious wounds to Freedom given, 

The first, most sacred gift of Heaven. 

The Muse with joy shall prune her wing ; 
Maria's ripen'd graces sing ; 

And, at seventeen, With truth shall own 
The bud of beauty ’a fairly blown. 

Softness and sweetest Innocence 
Here shed their gentle influence j 
Fair Modesty comes in their train, 

To grace her sister Virtue's reign. 

Then, to give spirit; tgstc, and ease, 

The sov'reign art, the art to please ; 

Good -humor'd wit, and fancy gay, 

To-morrow cheerful as to-day. 

The sun-shine of a mind serene. 

Where all is peace within, are seen. 

What can the grateful Muse ask more 1 
'Die gods have lavish’d all their store. 

Maria shines their darling care ; 

Still keep her, Heaven, /rpm every snare 
May still unspotted be her fame, 

May .she remain through life the same, 
Unchang'd in all — except in name l 

$ 13l>. To Miss Wilkes on her liirth- Day. 
Aug. \bth, 1763. Hritfen in Prison. 

Wilkes. 

How shall the Muse in prison sing ? 

How- prune her drooping, ruffled wing ? 

Maria is the potent spell, 

EVn in these walls, all grief to quell ; 

To cheer the heart, rapture inspire, 

And wake to notes of joy the lyre, 

The tribute verse again to pay 
On this auspicious festive day. 

When doom’d to quit the patriot band, 

And exil'd from my native land, 

Maria was my sure relief; 

Her presence banish'd every grief. 

Pleasure <*anio smiling in her train. 

And chas’d the family of Pain. 

Let lovers every charm admire, 

The easy shape, the heav’nly fire 
That from those modest beaming eyes 
The captive heart at once surprise. 

A father's is another part } ' 

I praise the virtues of the heart, 

And wit so elegant and free, 

Attemper’d sweet with modesty. 

And may kind Heaven a lover send 
Of sense, of honor, and a friend, 

Those virtues always to protect, 

Those beauties— never to neglect ! 
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$ 1 U). An Ode in Imitation of Alcaus. 

Sir William Jones 

What constitutes a state ? 

Not liigli-rais'd battlements or labor'd mound, 
Thick wall or moated gate ; [crown'd 5 
Not cities proud, with spires and turrets 
Not bays and broad-arxn’d ports, (ride ; 
Where, laughing at .the storm, rich navies 
Not starr ’d and spangled courts, (Pride. 
Where low-brow’d Baseness; wafts perfume to 
No — men, high-minded men, 

With powers as far above dull brutes endu’d 
In forest, brake, or den, 

As beasts excel cold rock* and brambles rude : 

Men , who their duties know, [maintain 3 

Rut know their rights, and, knowing, dare 
Prevent the long-ainpd Mow, [chain : 
And crush the tyrant while they rend the 
These constitute a state 3 
And Sovereign Law, that state's collected will, 
O'er thrones and g^bes ekle 
Sits empress, eroWOmg gjood, repressing ill : 

Snut by her sacred fhiwn, 

Tim fiend Discreiipn*like a vapor sinks, 

And e’en the all-dazzling Crown 
1 1 >des his faint rays, and alher bidding shrinks. 

Such was this heaven-lov'd isle, 

Than Lesbos fairer and the Cretan shore ! 

No more shall Freedom smile ! 

Shall Britons languish, and be men no more ? 

Since all must life resign. 

Those sweet rewards which decorate the brave 
Tis folly to decline, 

And steal inglorious to the silent grave. 

$ Ml. Presented, together with a Knife , by 
the Rev. Samvel Bimiop, Head Master 
of Merchant Tailors? School, to his Wife 
on her Wedding-Day, which happened to 
be her Birth- Day and New- Year's Day . 

A knife, dear girl, cuts love, they say— 
Mere modish love perhaps it may 3 
For any tool' of any kind 
Can sep’fat&jyhat was never join’d. 

The knife trek cuts our love in two 
Will have much tougher work to do : 

Must cut yqulr softness, worth and spirit 
Down to the vulgar size of merit 3 
To level yours with modem taste, 

Must cut a world of sense to waste 3 
And from your single beauty’s store 
Clip what would dizen out a score. 

The self-same Hide from me must sever 
Sensation, judgment,- sight, for ever ! 

All mem'ry of endearments past, 

All hope of comforts long to last, 

All that makes fourteen years with you 
A summer— and a short one too : 

All that affection feels and fears, 

When hours, without you, scein like years. — 
Till that ta done (and I J d as soon 
Believe this knife will clip the moon) 

1 Discretionary, or arbitrary puw«.-r 


Accept my present undeterr’d, 

And leave their proverbs to the herd. 

If in a kiss— delicious treat !— 

Your lips acknowledge. the receipt 3 
Love, fond of such substantial fare, 

And proud to play the glutton there, 

All thoughts of cutting will disdain, 

Save unly — a cut and come again.” 

$ 142 . By (he Same, with a Ring. 

mt Thee, Mary, with this ring I wed,”— 

So sixteen years -ago I mid — 

Behold another ring ! “ For what V 9 
To wed thee o’er again— why not ? 

With the first ring I married youth, 

Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth : 

Taste long admir’d, sense long rever’d : 

And all my Molly then appear’d. 

If she, by merit since dibHos’d, 

Prov’d twice the woman 1 supp ’d, 

I plead that double merit now 
To justify a double vow. 

Here, then, to-day, (with faith as sure, 
With ardor as intense and pure. 

As when amidst the rites divine 
T took thy troth, and plighted mine.) 

To thee, sweet girl, my second ring, 

A toke n and a pledge 1 bring 3 
With this l wed, till death us part, 

Thy riper virtues to my heart 3 
The.-e virtues,, which, before untried, 

The wife has added Jo the hridc 3 
Those virtues, whose progressive claim. 
Endearing wedlock’s very name, 

.My sou! enjoys, my song approves, 

For conscience’ sake, as well as love’s. 

For why ? — They show we, hour by hour, 
Honor's high thought, affection’s pow'r. 
Discretion s deed, sound judgment’s sentence 
And leach me all things — but repentance. 

$ 1 L*. To a Young Lady , with a Copy of 
3 f core's Fables. Bishop. 

Book?, rny dear girl, when well design’d, 
Arc moral maps of human kind 3 
Where, sketch’d before judicious eyes, 

The road to worth and wisdom lies. 

Serene Philosophy portrays 
The steep, the rough, the thorny wavs - 
Cross woods and wilds, the learned tribe 
A dark and doubtful path describe : 

But Poesy her votaries leads 

O’er level lawns, and verdant meads; 

And if. perchance, in sportful vein, 

Through Fable's scenes she guides her train. 
All is at once enchanted ground, 

All Fancy 'a garden glitten round. 

I, Sally ! (who shaHlong to see, 

In you, how good your sox can be,) 

Before you range, with carious speed, 
Where’er that garden's beauties lead 
And mark how Mbore could onfce display , 

A scene so varied, and sogay, 

Beg you, for introduction’s sake, 

A frhort excursive trip to take, 
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O’er one poor plat, unlike the rest; 

Which my more humble care hath dress'd $ 
Where if a little flow 'ret blows, 

From pure affection's root it grows. 

A virgin rose, in all the pride. 

.Of spring's luxuriant blushes dy’d, 

Above the vulgar flow’rs was rais'd, 

And with excess of lustre blaz’d. 

In full career of heedless play, 

Chance brought a Butterfly that way j 
She stopp'd at once her giddy flight, 

Frond on so sweet a spot to light, 

Spread wide her plumage to the sun, 

And thus in fancy-strain begun : 

'• Why, but to soften my repose, 

< 'on Id Nature rear so bright a rose ? 

Why, but on roses to recline, 

Make forms so delicate as mine ? 

Fate destin’d, by the same decree, 

Mi* for the rose — the rose for me V* 

A tiny Bug, who, close between 
Tir unfolding bloom, had lurk'd unseen, 

He ird, aiul in angry tone address'd 
This rude invader of his rest : 

For thee, consummate fool, the rose ! 

No — to a nobler end it blows : 

The velvet, o’er its foliage spread, 

Secures to me a downy bed : 

thick its crowding leaves ascend 
To hide, to warm me, and defend. 

For me those odors they exhale. 

Which scent at second-hand the gale ; 

•A iid give such things as thee to share. 

What my superior claim can spare I*’ 

While thus the quarrel they pursu’d, 

A lice the petty triflera view'd j 
For once reluctant rais'd her head 
A moment from her toil, and said, 

“ ( ’ease, abject an’mals, to contest ! 

They claim things most who use them bc.»t. 
Would Nature finish works like these, 

That butterflies might bask at case ? 

Or bugs intrench'd in splendor ’ie. 

Horn but to crawl, and dose, and die I 
The. lose you vainly ramble o’er, 

Breathes balmy dews from cv'ry pore ; 

* Which yield their treasur'd sweets alone 
To skill and labor like my own : 

With sense as keen as yours, 1 trace 
The expanding blossom's glossy grace ; 

Us shape, its fragrance, and its hue, 

But while 1 trace, improve them too : 

Still taste ; but still from hour to hour 
Bear home new honey from the flow’r.'' 

( ‘once it may read for mere pretence, 

For mere amusement, indolence ; 

True spirit deem* no study right, 

’Fill profit dignify delight. 

$ HI. An Elegy on the Death of a viad Dog. 

• . Goldsmith. 

Goon people all, of every sort. 

Give ear unto my song, 


And, if you find it wondrous short, 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a man, 

Of whom the world might say. 

That still a godly race ho ran,— 

Whene’er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 

To comfort friends and foes ; 

The naked every day he clad, — 

W hen he put on Mb clothes. 

And in that town St’ dog was found, 

As many dogs there be, 

Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound. 

And curs of low degree. 

This dog and man at first were friends ; 

But, when a pique began, 

The dog, to gain his private ends, 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around from all the neighboring streets 
The wondering neighbors ran, 

And swore the dog had lost his wits. 

To bile so good a man. 

The wound it seem’d both Bore and sad 
To ev’ry Christian eye ; 

And, while they swore the dog was mad, 

They swotc the man would die. 

But soon a wonder came to light, 

That show'd the rogues they lied j 
The man recover'd of the bite, 

The dog it was that died. 

$ I lo. V Allegro ; or Fun ; a Parody. 

HuDDXIlSFIttLP. 
Off, blubbering Melancholy ! 

Of the blue devils and book-learning born, 

In dusty schools forlorn j 
Amongst black-gowns, square caps, and books 
unjolly, 

Hunt out some college cell, 

Where muzzing quizzes mutter monkish 
schemes, 

And the old proctor dreams; 

There, in thy smutty, walls o’errun with dock. 
As ragged as thy smock, 

With rusty, fusty fellowH ever dwell. 

Rut come, thou baggage, lat and free, 

By gentles call'd Festivity, 

And by us, rolling kiddies, Fun, 

Whom mother Shipton, one by one, 

With two Wapping wenches more, 

To skipping Harlequino bore : 

Or whether, as some deeper say. 

Jack Pudding on a holiday 
Along with Jenny Diver Temping, 

As lie met her once a pumping, 

There on heaps of dirt and mortar, 

And cinders wash’d in cabbage-water. 

Fill’d her with thee, a strapping lassie, 

So spunky, brazen, bold, and saucy. 

Hip ! here jade, and bring with thee 
Jokes and sniggering jollity, 

Christmas gambols, waggish tricks, 

Winks, wry faces licks aud kicks, 
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Such as fall from Moggj ’a knuckles, 

And love to live about her buckles ; 

Spunk, that hobbling watchmen boxes, 

And Horse-laugh hugging botli his doxies j 
Come, and kick it as you go, 

On the stumping hornpipe-toe j 
And in thy right-hand haul with thee, 

The Mountain brim French Liberty. 

And, if 1 give thee puffing due, 

Fun, admit me of thy crew, 

To pig with her, and pig with thee, 

In everlasting frolics free j « 

To hear the sweep begin his beat, 

And, squalling, startle the dull street, 

From his watch-box in the alley 
Till the watch at six doth sally 3 
Then to go, in spite of sleep. 

And at the window cry, l< Sweep! sweep! 1 ' 
Through the street-door, or the area, 

Or. in the country, through the dairy ; 

While the dustman, with his din, 

Rawls and rings to be let in, 

And at the fore, or the back-door, 

Slowly plods his jades before. 

Oft hearing the sow-gelder’s horn 
Hardily rouse the snoring morn, 

From the side of a large square, 

Through the long street grunting far. 
Sometimes walking I'll be seen 
Ky 'rower-hill, or Moorfields’-grecn, 

Right against Old Bedlam-gate, 

W here the mock king begins his state. 
Crown’d witli straw and rob'd with rags, 
Cover'd o’er with jags and tags, 

While the keeper near at hand 
Bullies those who leave their si and} 

And milk maids' screams go through )our 
ears, 

And grinders sharpen rusty shears, 

And every crier squalls his cry 
Cnder each window he goes by. 

»Slraight mine eye bath caught new gambols, 
While round and round this town it rambles 5 
Sloppy streets and foggy day. 

Where the blundering folks do stray ; 
Pavements, on whose slippery flags 
Swearing coachmen drive their nags 3 
Barbers jostled ’gainst your side. 

Narrow streets, and gutters wide. 

Grub-street garrets now it secs, 

To the Muse open and the breeze, 

Where, perhaps, some scribbler hungers, 

The hack of neighboring newsmongers. 

Hard by, a tinker's furnace smokes, 

From betwixt two pastry-cooks, 

Where Dingy Dick and Peggy, met, 

Are at their scurvy dinner set, 

Of cow-hecjLKnd such cellar messes. 

Which the^play-foot Rachael dresses ! 

And then in haste the shop she leaves, 

And with the boy the bellows heaves ; 

Or, if 'tis lato, and shop is shut, 

Scrubs at the pump her face from smut. 

Sometimes, all for sights agog, 

To t’ other end cf the town I jog, 


When St. James's bells ring round, 

And the royal Addles sound ; 

When eveiy lord and lady’s bum 
Jigs it in the drawing-room} 

And young and old dance down the tune 
In honour of the fourth of June, 

Till candles fail, and eyes are sore j 
Thom home wc hie to talk it o'er, 

With stories told of many a treat, 

How Lady Swab the sweetmeats eat j 
She was pinch'd, and something worse, 

And she was fobb'd, and lost her purse : 

Tdl how the drudging Weltjee sweat, 

To bake his custards duly set, 

When in one night, ero clock went se\en, 

I If is 'prentice lad hod robb’d the oven 
Of more than twenty handfuls put in; 

I Then lies him down, a little glutton, 
Stretch'd lumb’ring, /fore the fire, they tel 

ye, - Z 

And bakes the custards in his belly *, 

Then, crop-sick, down the stairs he flings, 
Before his master's bell yet rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 

By hoofs and wheels soon lull’d to sleep. 

But. the city takes me then, 

And the hums of busy men, 

Where throngs of train band captains bold 
In time of peace fierce meetings hold. 

With stores of stock-jobbers, whose lies 
Work change of stocks and bankruptcies 3 
Where bulls and bears alike contend 
To get the cash they dare not spend. 

Then let aldermen appear, 

! In scarlet robes, with chandelier, 

And city feasts and glutton v, 

With balls upon the lord-mayor's day ; 

Sights that joung ’prentices remember, 

SI 01 ping or waking, all November. 

Then to the play-houses anon, 

If Quick, or Bannister be one; 

Or drollest Parsons, child of Drury, 

Raw Is out his damns with coinic fury. 

\ud e\cr, against hum-drum cares, 

Sing me some of Dibdin's airs, 

Married to his own queer wit, 

• Such as iny shaking sides may split, 

In notes with many a jolly bout, 

Near Beaufort Buildings oft roar’d out, 

With wagging curls and smirk so cunning, 
His rig on many a booby running, 

Exposing all the ways and phizzes 
Of “ wags, and oddities, and quizzes;' 1 
That Shutcr’s self might heave his head 
From drunken snoozes, on abed 
Of pot-house benches sprawl'd, and hear 
Such laughing songs as won the ear 
I Of all the town, his slip, to cover, 

Whene’er he met ’em half-seas over. 

Freaks like these if thou canst give, 

Fun, with thee I wish to live. 

The Ticture. Cunningham. • 

A portrait, at my lord’s command 
.Completed by a cumcus hand, 
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For dabblers in the nice virtic 
His lordship set the piece to view, 

Ridding their connoisseurships tell 
Whether this work was finish'd well. 

Why, says the loudest, on my word, 

^’Tis not a likeness, good my lord j 
Nor, lo be plain, for speak 1 must, 

Can I pronounce one feature just. 

Another effort straight was made, 

Another portraiture essay’d ; 

The judges were again besought 
Each to deliver what he thought. 

Worse than the first, the critics bawl ; 

Oh what a mouth ! how monstrous small ! 
Look at the cheeks 5 how lank and thin ! 

Sec, what a most preposterous chin ! 

After remonstrance made in vain, 

I'll, says the painter, once again 
(If my good lord vouchsafes to sit) 

Try for a more successful hit : 

It’ you'll to-morrow deign to call. 

We'll have apiece to please you all. 
To-morrow comes ; a picture’s plac'd 
Before those spurious sons of taste : 

In their opinions all agree, 

This is the vilest of all three. 

*■ Know — to confute your envious pride,” 

(His lordship from the canvass cried,) 

Know — that it is my real face, 

Where you could no resemblance trace 
I’ve tried you by a lucky trick, 

And prov’d your genius to.llic quick ; 

Void of all judgment, goodness, sense;, 

* Out, ye pretending varlets,— hence !” 

The connoisseurs depart in haste, 
Despis’d, neglected, and disgrac’d. 

§ 1 17. The Modern Fine Gentleman. Written 
in the Year 17 Ifi. Soa m l J i n vk». 

Just broke from school, pert, impudent, and 

F.xpcrt in Latin, more expert in taw. 

1 1 is honor posts o’er Italy aud France, 
Measures St. Peter’s dome, and learns to 
dance j 

•Thence, having quick through various coun- 
tries flown, 

Ci limn’d all their follies, and expos'd his own, 
Ho back returns, a thing so strange all o’er, 
As never ages past produc'd before ; 

A monster of such complicated worth, 

Ah no one single clime could e’er bring forth 
Half atheist, papist, gamester, bubble, rook, 
Half fiddler, coachman, dancer, groom, and 
cook. 

Next, because business is now all the vogue, 
And who’d be quite polite must he a rogue, 

In parliament he purchases a seat, 

To make th* accomplish'd gentleman complete. 
There, safe in self-sufficient impudence, 
Without experience, honesty, or sense, 
Uqjknowing in her interest, trade, or laws, 

He vainly undertakes his country’s cause : 
Forth from his lips, prepar'd at all to rail, 
Torieuls of nonsense burst like bottled ale, 


'"Though shallow, muddy j brisk, though 
mighty dull; [not lull. 

Fierce, without strength j overflowing, though 
Now, quite a Frenchman in his garb and air, 
Hi 8 neck yok'd down with bag and solitaire , 
The liberties of Britain he supports, 

A nd storms at placemen, ministers, and courts j 
Now in cropp’dgreasy hair, and leather breeches. 
He loudly bellows out his patriot speeches ; 
Kings, lords, and commons ventures to abuse, 
Yet dares to show those ears he ought to low. 
From hence to White's our virtuous Cato flies, 
There sits with countenance erect and wise, 
And talks of games of whist, and pig-tail pies ; 
Plays all the night, nor doubts each law' to break 
Himself unknowingly has help’d to make 
Trembling and anxious, stakes his utmost groat , 
Peeps o’er his cards, and looks as if he thought ; 
Next morn disowns the losses of the night. 
Because the fool would fain be thought a bite. 

Devoted thus to politics and cards, 

Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regards : 
So far is cv'ry virtue from his heart, 

That not a gen’rous vice can claim a part ; 
Nay, lest one human passion e’er should move 
His soul to friendship, tenderness, or love. 

To Figgand Rroughtonf he commits his brnaH, 
To steel it to the fashionable test. 

Thin, poor in wealth, he lalmrs to no end, 
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend , 
Insensible to all that’s good or kind, 

Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind ; 

For love too busy, and for wit too grave, 

A harden'd, solicr, proud, luxuriant knave ; 

By little actions striving to be great. 

And proud to be, and to be thought, a •■heat. 

And yet in this, so had is his success, 

That, as his lame improves, his rents grow Ic'.s-, 
( )n parchment wings his acres take their flight , 
And his unpeopled groves admit the light ; 
With his estate, his interest too is done, 

II is honest borough seeks a warmer sun ; 

For him now cash and liquor flows no inote, 
Ills independent voters cease to roar ; 

And Britons soon must want the great defeiv 
Of all Jus honesty and eloquence. 

But that the gen’rous youth, more anxious 
growu 

For public liberty than for his own, 

Marries some jointur’d, antiquated crone, 

And boldly, when his country is at stake. 
Braves the deep yawning gulf, like Uurtius, 
for its sake. 

Quickly again distress’d for want of coin, 
ITc digs no longer in th’ exhausted mine, 

But seeks preferment as the last resort, 
Cringes each morn at levees, bows at court. 
And from the baud he hates implores siippoit. 
The minister, well pleas'd at small expense 
To silence so much rude impcrtiucnce, 

* Parody on these linos of Sir John Dunham : 

Though deep yet clear, though gentle yqt not dull, 
Strong without rage, without overflowing full. 

F One, n rclfhiated pnze-fightcr ; the olhet, am 
Ie&> fiunuuB boxer. 
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With squeeze and whisper yields to his de- 
mands, 

And on the venal list enroll'd he stands : 

A riband and a pension buy the slave ; 

This bribes the fool about him, that the knave. 

And now, arriv'd at his meridian glory, 

Fie sinks apace, despis’d by Whig and Tory j 
Of independence now he talks no more, 

JVor shakes the senate with his patriot roar : 
Hut silent votes, and, with court trappings hung, 
lives his own glitt’ring star, and holds lus 
tongue. 

In craft political a bankrupt made, 

He sticks to gaining, as a surer trade ; 

Turns downright sharper, lives hy sucking 
blood, 

And grows, in short, the very thing he would : 
Hunts out young heirs who have their fortunes 
spent, 

And lends them ready cash at cent, per cent. ; 
Lays wagers on his own and others’ lives, 
Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothers, and wives, 
Till Heath at length, indignant to ho made 
The daily subject of his sport and trade. 

Veils with his sable hand the wretch’s eves. 
And. groaning for the bets he loses by’t, he dies. 

^ 1 145. Horace. Book II. Ode 10. Cow per. 
Kecei ve, dear friend, the truths I teach, 

So shalt thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverse fortune’s pow'r : 

Not always tempi the distant deep, 

Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treach’rous shore. 

Tie that holds fast the golden mean. 

And lives contentedly between 
The little aud the great, 

Feels not the wants that pinch ihe poor. 

Nor plagues that haunt tiie rich mans door, 
Irnbilt’ring all his slate. 

The tallest pines feel most the pow'r 
< >1* wintry blast ; the loftiest tow’r 
Comes heaviest to the ground ; 

The bolts that spare the mountain's side 
Ills cloud-capt eminence divide, 

And spread the rbin round. 

The well-inform’d philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear. 

And hopes in spite of pain : 

If winter bellow from the north, 

Soon the sweet spring comes dancing forth, 
And nature laughs again. 

What if thine heaven be overcast ? 

The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky : 

The God that strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too, 

And lays his arrows by. 

Ifhind’rances obstruct thy way, 

Thy magnanimity display, 

And let thy strength lie seen : 

Rut. oh ! if fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half ihy canvass in. 


[book IV. 

$ 149. A Reflection on the foregoing Ode . 

COW PER. 

And is this all ? Can reason do no more 
Than bid me shun the deep and dread the shoic ? 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on life’s rough sea, 

The Christian has an art unknown to thee ; 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears, 

Where duty bids he confidently steers; 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 

$ 1 jO. Mutual Forbearance necessary to the 
Happiness of the Married State . Cowi'fk. 
The lady thus address’d her spouse — 

" What a mere dungeon is this house ! 
fty 110 means large enough; and, was it, 

Vet tli is dull room, and that dark closet, 
Those hangings, with their worn-out Graces, 
Long beards, long noses, and pale faces, 

Are such an antiquated scene, 

They overwhelm me with the spleen.” 

Sir Humphrey, shooting in ihe'dark, 

Makes answer quite beside the mark— 

“ No doubt, my dear; I bade him conic, 
Engag’d myself to he at home. 

And shall expect him at the door 
Precisely when the clock strikes four.’’ 

“ Von are so deaf,” the lady cried, 

(Ami rais'd her voice, and frown’d beside.) 

“ You are so sadly deaf, my dear, 

What shall I do to make yon hear?’’ 

l% Dismiss poor Harry 1” he replies ; 

" Some people are more nice than wise : 

For one slight trespass all this stir ! 

What if he did rule whip and spur ? 

'Twas hut a mile ; your fav'rite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse.” 

** Well, l protest, tis past all hearing!" 

“ ( Miild ! I am rather hard of hearing !” 

“ Ye*«. truly, one must scream and bawl : 
f tell you, )uu can't hear at all.’’ 

Then, with a voice exceeding low, 

“ No matter if you hear or no.” 

Alas ! and is domestic strife. 

That sorest ill of human life, 

A plague so little to lie fear’d. 

As to lx; wantonly iucurr'd, 

To gratify a fretful passion, 

On every trivial provocation ? 

The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear, 

And something, ev'ry day they live, 

To pity, and perhaps forgive. 

Rut, if infirmities that fall 
In common to the lot of all, 

A blemish, or a sense impair'd, 

Are crimes so little to be spar'd, 

Then farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state 
Instead of harmony, ’tis jar, 

And tumult, and intestine war. 

’Hie love that cheers life’s latest stage, ’ , 

Proof against sickness and old age, 

Preserv'd by virtue from declension, 

-Ueconiu* not wcaiy of attention; 
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But lives when that exterior grace, 

Which first inspir’d the flame, decays. 

Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 

To faults compassionate or blind, 

And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would gladly cure : 
nut angry, coarse, and harsh expression, 
.^hows Love to be^rnere profession, 

Proves that the j^&is none of his, 

Or soon expels l^Vit is. 

J 131. The Wwter Nosegay. Cow per. 

Wii vr nature, alas! has denied 
To the delicate growth of our isle, 

Art has in a measure supplied, 

And winter is deck’d with a smile. 

I s * oil, Mary, what beauties I bring 
From the shelter of that sunny shed, 

Where the flnw'rs have the charms of the 
spring, 

Though abroad they are frozen and dead. 

T*s a bow r of Arcadian sweets. 

Where. Lion is still in her prime, 

A fortress to which she retreats 
From the cruel assaults of the clime 

While earth wears a mantle of snow, 

The pinks are as fresh and as gay 
As the fairest and sweetest that blow 
On the beautiful bosom of May. 

•See how they have safely sQrviv’d 
• The frowns of a sky so severe j 
Much Mary’s true love, that has liv'd 
Through many a turbulent year. 

The charms of the late-blowing rose 
Seem grac'd with a livelier hue, 

And the winter of sorrow' best shows 
The truth of a friend such as you, 

$ LV-. Art above Nature. Pktkr 1‘indak. 
Nvrirnu’s a coarse, vile, daubing jade— 

I’ve said it often, and repeat if— 

She doth not undg’-aftand her trade— 

iir mind her work 3 1 hope you’ll 

beat it. 

Look now, for Iloav’n’s sake, at her skies ! 
What arc they?— Smoke, for certainty, I 
know ; 

From chiiuney-tops, behold ! they rise, 

Made by some sweating cooks below. 

Look at her dirt iu lanes, from whence it 
comes — 

From hogs, and ducks, and geese, and horses’ 
bums— 

Then tell me, Decency, I must request, 
Who’d copy Buch a dev’iish nasty beast ? 

Faint by the yard— your canvass spread, 

Broad as the mainsail of a man of war— 
Your whale shall eat up. ev’ry other head, 

Fj’f n as the sun licks up each sneaking star ! 
I do assure you, bulk is no bad trick— 

By bulky things both men and maids are 
taken 


Mind, too, to lay the points like mortar thick, 
And make your pictures look as red os bacon. 
All folks love size, believe my rhyme ; 

Burke says 'tis part of the sublime. 

\ Dutchman, 1 forget his name,— Van ft rout. 
Van Slablierchops, Van Stink, Van Swab,— 
No matter, though J cannot make it out — 

At calling names I never was a dab — 

This Dutchman, then, a man of taste, 

Holding a cheese that weigh'd a hundred 
pound, 

Thus, like a burgomaster, spoke with judg- 
ment vast : 

“ No poet like niy broiler step de ground ; 

He be de bestest poet, look ' 

J)at all de vorld must please , 

Vor he heh vrite von book 
So big as all dis cheese !’’ 

If at a distance you would paint a pig. 

Let not the caxon a distinctness lack 3 
Else all the lady critics will so stare, 

And angry vow, “ Tis not a bit like hair 
Be smooth as glass— like Denner, finish high ; 

Then every tongue commends— 

[ For people judge not only by the eye, 
i But feel your merit by their finger ends ' 
i Make out each single bristle on his back : 
i Or, if your meaner subject be a wig, 
jNay. closely nosing, o’er the picture dwell. 

, As if to try the goodness by the smell, 
i Claude's distances are too confus’d— 

; One floating scene— nothing made out— 

| For which lie ought to be abus’d, 

I Whose works have been so cried about, 
t live me the pencil, whose amazing style 
! Makes a bird’s beak appear at twenty mile, 

! And to my view eyes, legs, and claws wil. 

| bring, 

: With every feather of his tail and wing 
| Make all your trees alike, for Nature's wild— 

, Fond of variety — a wayward child — 

1 To blame your taste some blockheads may pre- 
| sumcj 

| But nnnd that ev’ry one be like a broom. 

Of steel and purest silver form your waters 
And make your clouds like rocks and alliga- 
tors. 

Whene’er you paint the moon, if you are 
willing 

To gam applause— why, paint her like a slid' 

ling; 

Or Sol’s bright orb— be sure to make him glow 
Precisely like a guinea or a jo.* 

In short, to get your pictures prais'd and sold. 
Convert, like Midas, ev’ry thing to gold. 

I see, it excellence you'll come at last— 
Your clouds arc made of very brilliant stuff; 

The blues on china mugs are now surpass'd, 
Your sunsets yield not to brick walls nor buff. 
In stumps of trees year art so ficcly thrives, 
They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 
Go on, my lads, leave Nature’s dismal hue> 
And she ere long will come and coJ»y yoo. 


* A Portuguese Johannes. 
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} 153. Written in a Lady's Ivory Table 
Hook. 1699. Swift. 

Peruse my leaves through every part, 

And think thou seest my owner’s heart, 
Scrawl'd o'er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as senseless, and as light ; 

Expos'd to every coxcomb's eyes, 

Rut hid with caution from the wise. 

Here you may read, u Dear, charming saint !'* 
Beneath, “ A new receipt for paint 
Here, in beau-spelling, “ Tru tel doth 
There, in her own, u For an el broth :” 

Here, “ Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom !” 
There , u A safe way to use perfume : v 
Here, a page fill'd with billet-doux, 

On t’ other side, u Laid out for shoes.” 

*• .Madam, 1 die without your grace.” 

*' item, for half a yard of lace.” 

Who that had wit would place it here, 

For every peeping fop to jeer ? 

In pow'r of spittle and a clout, 

Whene'er he please to blot it out : 

And then, to heighten the disgrace, 

< ‘lap his own nonsense in the place. 

Whoe'er expects to hold his part 
In such a book, and sucb a heart, 

If he be wealthy, and a fool, 
is in all points the fittest tool ; 

Of whom it may lie justly said, 

He’s a gold pencil tipp’d with lend. 

§ 1,>t. On the little House by the Church-yard 
of CastUnock. 1710. Swift. 
Whoever pleaseth lo inquire 
Why yonder steeple wants a spire. 

The gray old fellow Poet Joe* 

The philosophic cause will show. 

Once on a time a western blast, 

At least twelve inches overcast, 

Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all. 

Which came with a prodigious fall ! 

And, tumbling topsy-turvy round, 

Lit with its bottom ou the ground ; 

For, by the laws of gravitation, 

It fell into its proper station. 

This is a little strutting pile 
You see just by the church-yard stile ; 

The walls in tumbling gave a knock, 

And thus the steeple got a shock ; 

From whence the neighboring farmer calls 
The steeple, Knock ; the vicar, Walls.! 

The vicar once a week creeps in, 

Sits with his knee up to hia chin ; 

Here cons his notes, and takes a whet, 

Till the small ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pass, 

Observ’d the roof behind the grass ; 

On tip-toe stood, and rear’d his snout, 

And saw the parson creeping out ; 

Was much surpris’d to see a crow ' 

Venture to build his nest so low. 

A school-boy ran unto % and thought 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 

* Mr. Beaumont, of Trim, 
f Archdeacon Wall, a correspon ,*nt of Swift**. 
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A third, who lost his way by night, ** 
Was forc’d for safety to alight; 

And, stepping o’er the fabric-roof. 

His horse had like to spoil his hoof. 

Warburtont took it in his noddle, . 

This building was design’d a model 
Or of a pigeon-house or oven, 

To bake one loaf, and ketone dove in. 

Then Mrs. Johnson|| ggHLr verdict. 

And every one was ple&^^Ht heard it : 

11 All that you make this ^Hpiout, 

Is hut a still which wants OTpout.” 

The Reverend Dr. Raymond} guess'd 
More probably than all the rest ; 

He said, but that it wanted room, 

It might have been a pigmy’s tomb. 

The doctor’s family came by, 

And little miss began to cry, 

“ Give me that house in my own hand !” 

Then madam bade the chariot stand ; 

Call’d to the clerk in manner mild, 
u Pray, reach that thing here to*the child 
That thing, I mean, among the kale : 

And here's to buy a pot of ale.’’ 

The clerk said to her, in a heat. 

What! soli my master's country-seat, 

I Where he comes every week from town ! 

! He would not sell it for a crown.” 

Poll ! fellow, keep not such a pother ; 

In half an hour thou’lt make another.” 

Says Nancy.1T “ I can make for miss 
A liner house ten times than this ; 

The Dean will give me willow-sticks, 

And Joe, my apron-full of bricks.” 

§ 155. A true and faittful Inventory of the 
Goods belonging to Dr. Swift, Vicar of La- 
racor , upon lending his House to the Bishop 
of Meath till his Palace was rebuilt. Swot. 

An oaken, broken elbow-chair; 

\ caudle-cup, without an car ; 

A batter'd, shatter’d ash bedstead ; 

A box of deal,* without a lid ; 

A pair of tongs, but but ofy?int; 

A back-sword poker, without par,/ • 

A pot that’s crack'd across, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; 

An iron lock, without a key; 

A wig, with hanging quite grown gray ; 

A curtain, worn to half a stripe ; 

A pair of bellows, w ithout pipe; 

A dish, which might good meat afford once; 
An Ovid, and un old Concordance; 

A bottle bottom, wooden platter, 

One is for meal and one for water; 

There likewise is a copper skillet, 

Which runs ps fast out o& you fill it; 

A candlestick, snuff-dlsh, and save-all : 

And thus his household goods you heve all. 
These to your Loriihip, as a friend. 

Till you have built, I freely lend: 

t Dr Swift’s curate at Laracor. 

I Stella. 

4 Minister of Trim. 

II The waiting-woman. 
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-They’ll serve your Lordship for a shift ; 

J Why not, as well as Doctor Swift 'l 

$ 156. An Elegy on the Death of Demar the 
Usurer , who died the 6th of July , 1720. 

. Swift. 

i 

Know all men by these presents, Death the 
tamer 

By mortgage hatfrobir’d the corpse of Demar j 
Nor can four hutinp thousand sterling pound 
Redeem him fromSlfl prison under ground. 

Uis heirs might well, of all his wealth possess’d, 
Bestow to bury him one iron chest. 

Plutus, the god of wealth, will joy to know 
His faithful steward ’s in the shades below. 

He walk'd the streets, and wore a threadbare 
cloak, 

He din’d and supp'd at charge of other folk ; 
And by his looks, had he held out his palins, 
lie might be thought an object fit for alms. 

So, to the poo a if he refus’d his pelf, 

He us’d them full as kindly as himself. 

Where’er he went he never saw his betters; 
Lords, knights, and squires, were all his hum- 
ble debtors ; 

And under hand and seal the Irish nation 
Were forc’d to own to him their obligation, 
lie that could once have half a kingdom 
bought, 

In half a minute is not worth a groat. 

His coffers from the coffin could not save. 

Nor all his interest keep him from the grave. 

•V golden monument could not be right, 
Because we wish the earth upon him light. 

Q London tavern !* thou hast lost a friend. 
Though in thy walls he ne’er did farthing 
spend : 

He touch’d the pence, when others touch'd 
the pot ; [shot. 

The hand that sign’d the mortgage paid the 
Old as he was, no vulgar known disease 
On him could ever boast a pow’r to seize ; 

'• t Rut, as ho weigh’d his gol d, jy im Death in 
spite ■ [light; 

Cast .Wad-::, which made three moidorcs 
•Vnd as he saw his darling money fail, 

Blew his last breath to sink the lighter scale.” 
He who so long was current, ’twould be strange 
If he should now be cried down since his 
change. 

The sexton shall green sods on thee bestow ; 
Alas ! the sexton is thy banker now ! 

A dismal banker must that banker be, 

Who gives no bilU but of mortality. 

$ 157. Epitaph on a Miser. Swift. 

Beneath this verdant hillock lies 
Demar, the wealthy and the wise. 

His heirs, that he might safely rest, 

Hate put his carcass in a chest ; 

The iery chest in which, they say, 

His otherself, his money, lay. 

* A tavern in Dublin where Demar kept his office, 
t These four lines were written by Stella. 


And if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear sell’ he left behind, 

I dare believe that four in five 
Will think his better half alive. 

4 158. To Mrs. Houghton, of Barmount. upon 
praising her Husband to Dr. 8w\ft. 

Swift. 

You always are making a god of your spouse. 
But this neither reason nor conscience allows : 
Perhaps you will say, ’tis in gratitude due, 

And you adore him because he adores you : 
Your argument’s weak, and so you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, must adore all mankind. 

RIDDLES, 

By Dr. Swift and his Friends: writ- 
ten IN, OR ABOUT THE YEAR 1724. 

On a Pen. 

In youth exalted high in air, 

Or bathing in the waters fair, 

Nature to form me took delight, 

And clad my body all in white. 

My person tall, and slender waist, 

On cither side with fringes grac’d ; 

Till me that tyrant man espied, 

And dragg’d me from my mother's side. 

No wonder now I look so thin ; 

The tyrant stripp'd me to the skin; 

My skin he flay’d, my hair he cropp’d ; 

At head and foot my body lopp’d : 

And then, with heart more hard than stone, 
lit* pick’d my marrow from the bone. 

To vex ine more, he took a freak 
To slit my tongue, and make me speak : 

But that which wonderful appears, 

I speak to eyes, and not to ears. 

Me oft employs me in disguise, 

And makes me tell a thousand Jie9 - 
To me he chiefly gives in trust 
To please his malice or his lust : 

From inc no secret he can hide : 

I sec his vanity and pride : 

And my delight is to expose 
Ilis follies to his greatest foes. 

All languages 1 can command, 

Yet not a word I understand. 

Without my aid, the best divine 
In learning would not know a line ; 

The lawyer must forget h» pleading ; 

The scholar could not show his reading. 

Nay, man, my master, is my slave; 
l give command to kill or save ; 

Can grant ten thousand pounds a year, 

And make a beggar’s brat a peer. 

But while I thus my life relate, 

I only hasten on ray fate. 

My tongue is blaek, mouth is furr’d, 

I hardly now can face a word. 

I die unpitied and forgot, 

And on some dunghill left to rot. 

$160. On Gold. 

Ali. -ruling tyrant of the earth, 

To vilest slaves l owe my birth. 
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How is the greatest monarch bless'd, 
When in my gaudy liv’ry dress'd ! 

No haughty nymph has pow’r to run 
From me, or my embraces shun. 

Stabb'd to the heart, condemn'd to flame, 
My constancy is still the same. 

The favourite messenger of Jove, 

The Lemni&n god, consulting, strove 
To make me glorious to the sight 
Of mortals, and the gods’ delight. 

Soon would their altars’ flame expire 
If I refus’d to lend them fire. 


$ 102. On the Fioe Senses. 

Ai i. of us in one you’ll find. 

Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 

Vet. among us all, no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other. 

We in frequent councils are, 

And our marks of things declare ; 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark. 

He’s the register of all 

In our ken, both great and small ; 

lty us forms his laws and rules ; 

He's our master, we his tools ; 

Yet we can, with greatest ease. 

Turn and wind him where we please. 

< )nc of us alone can sleep, 

Yet no watch the rest will keep; 

But, the moment that he closes, 

Ev’ry brother else reposes. 

If wine 's bought, or victuals dress'd, 
One enjoys them for the rest. 

Pierce us all with wounding steel, 
One for all of us will fee). 

Though ten thousand cannons roar, 
Add to them ten thousand more, 

Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful sound. 

Do what is not fit to tell, 

There ’s but one of ub can smell. 

$ 163. On an Echo . 

Nkver sleeping, still awake, 

Pleasing most when most I speak : 

The delight of old and young, 

Though I speak without a tongue : 
Nought but one thing can confound me, 
Many voices joining round me ; 

Then I fret, and rave, and gabble, 

Like the laborers of Babel. 

Now I am a dog or cow, 

I can bark, or I can low ; 


l can bleat, or I can sing 
Like the warblers of the spring. 

Let the love-sick bard comjdain, 

And 1 mourn the cruel pain 5 
Let the happy swain rejoice. 

And 1 join my helping voice ; 

Both are welcome, grief or joy, 

K with either sport and toy. 

Though a lady, I am stout; 

Drums and trumpets bring out ; 
Then I clash, and roar, and, tattle, 

Join in all the din of battle: 

Jove, with all his loudest thunder, 

When Pm vex’d, can’t keep me under; 
Yet so tender is my ear, 

That the lowest voice I fear. 

Much I dread the courtier's fate, 

When his merit ’s out of date ; 

For 1 hate a silent breath, 

And a whisper is my death. 

$ 164. On a Shadow in 3 Glass. 

By something form’d, I nothing am, 
Yet every thing that you can name ; 

In no place have I ever been. 

Yet ev’ry where I may be seen; 

In all things false, yet always true, 

I'm still the same, hut ever new. 
Lifeless, life’s perfect form I wear, 

Can show a nose, eye, tongue, or ear, 
Yet neither smell, see, taste, or hear. 

All shapes and features I can boast. 

No flesh, no bones, no blood — no ghost • 
All colours, without paint, put on, 

And change like the chameleon. 

Swiftly I come and enter there 
Where not a chink lets in the air; 

Like thought, Pm in a moment gone, 
Nor can 1 ever be alone ; 

All things on earth I imitate 
Faster than Nature can create ; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear. 

Anon in beggar's rags appear; 

A giant now,Sr J gtramjrt an elf, 

Pm ev’ry one, but ne’er iHy^lf ; 

Ne’er sad, I mourn ; ne’er glad/&ji” : U. > 
I move my lips, but want a voice ; 

I ne’er was born, nor e’er can die : 

Then pr’ylhee tell me, what am 1 ? 

$ 163. On Time. 

Ever eating, never cloying. 

All devouring, all destroying ; 

Never finding full repast, 

Till 1 eat the world at last. 

$ 166. On the Vowel*. 

We are little airy creatures, 

All of different voice and-features : . 
One of us in glass is set, 

One of us you’ll find in jet ; 

T’ other you may see in tin. 

And the fourth a box within ; 

If the fifth you should pursue, 

It can never fly from you. 


$ 161. On a Circle. 

I'm up and down, and round about, 

Yet all the world can’t find me out. 

Though hundreds have employ’d their leisure, 
They never yet could find my measure. 

I'm found almost in ev’ry garden, 

Nay. in the compass of a farthing. 

There's neither chariot, coach, nor mill, 

Can move an inch, except I will. 
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§ 167. On Snow. 

From heaven I fall, though from earth I he* 
g>» ; 

No lady alive can shew such a skin. 

I’m bright ns an angel, and light as a feather, 

. Hut heavy and dark when you squeeze mo to* 
1 gether. 

Though candor and truth in my aspect I bear, 
Yet many poor creatures I help to ensnare. 
Though so much of heaven appears in my 
make, 

The foulest impressions I easily take. 

My parent and I produce one another ; 

The mother the daughter, the daughter the 
mol her. 

$ 1GR. On a Cannon. 

Hkuotten . and born, and dying, with noise, 
The terror of women, and pleasure of boys ; 
Like the lid ion of poets concerning the wind, 
I'm chiefly unruly when strongest confin’d. 

IW silver and gold I don’t trouble, my head, 
Rut all I delight in is pieces of lead; 

L\i ept when 1 trade with a ship or a town, 

\\ liv then I make pieces of iron go down. 

One propei ty more 1 would have you remark, 
,\o l.uly was ever more fond of a spark ; 

The moment I cel one, my soul’s all afire. 
And 1 roar out my joy, and in tr.nisfK.it evpire. 

Mb. Turn o' Shunter. A Tale. I’m vs. 

< if Itiowuyia uud of Jinyihs full h tin : Itul.c. 

*(!om 

■ Wnr.x chapman billies leave the sticel, 

Vnd droutliy ncchors neelmrs meet, 

\s market-days are wearing Lite. 

■\n’ folk begin lo tak the gate; 

W lnle we sit bousing at the itappv, 

\n' getting fou and uneo happy, 

We think na on the Ling Meets miles, 

• The mosses, waters, slaps, and stales, 

'flint In. between us and our bame; 

Wliaro sits our sulky, sullen dame. 

Until ring her brows like gath'rifig florin. 
Nursing lier wrath t' k.i\ : |7 if warm. 

Ties truth '’ U .u honed Tam o’ Sliantcr. 

As he frac Ayr ae. night did canter, 

•{ Vuld Ayr, wham ne’er a town surpasses, 

For honest men and bo 1 lie lasses.) 

O Tarn I lind’st thou but been s.ie wise. 

As ta’en tliv aiu wife Kate’s advice ! 

Mlie taulil thee weel tliou was a sLHlum, 

A hlethring. blustering, drunken hlclluin ; 
That. frae November till October, 

Ae marke.i-day thou was na sober; 

'Hut ilka mcldcr, wi’ the miller. 

Thou sat as long its thou had siller ; 

That ev’ry naig was ca’d a shoe on, 

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on; 

That at the L — d’s house, ev'n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi’ Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesy VI, that, Into or soon. 

Theft would bo found deep drown'd in Doom ; 
Or rat ril’d wi’ warlocks in the mirk, 

Hy AHoway’s nulil haunted kirk. 

VoL. VI No- 91 & Mj. 


Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet, 

To think how motuc counsels sweet, 

How monie lengthen’d sage advices, 

The husband frae the wife despises ! 

Hut to our tale ■ Ao market night, 

Tam had got planted unco right, 

Fast hy an ingle, bl oozing finely, 

Wi’ reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 

And at his elbow, soutcr Johnny. 

His ancient, trusty, droulhy crony. 

Tam lo’cd him like a vera brithor ; 

They had been fou for weeks the^iiher. 

The night (bravo on wi' sangs and Hatter ; 

And aye the ale was growing lictter 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 

Wi’ favours secret, sweet, mid precious 
The Boutcr tauld his queerest stories ; 

The landlord's laugli was ready chorus 
The storm without might rair and rust 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to sec a man sae happy, 

F.’cn drown’d himself arming the nappy ; 

As hoes llec home wi’ lades of treasure, 

The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleasure : 
Kings may bo blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O’er a* the ills o’ life victorious. 

Hut pleasures are like poppies spread. 

Yon sei/.e the tlow’r, its bloom is slu’d ; 

I >r, like the snow falls in the river, 
j A moment white — then melts for ever : 
j Or, like the borealis race, 

»T hat flit e.re you can point their place ; 

Or, like the rainbow’s lovely form, 

Evanishing .lin’d the florin. — 

\ae m in can tether time or tide ; 

The hour approaches Tam nuun rule; 

That hour, o’ night’s black arch the kev- 
stane, 

'fhat dreary hour, he mounts his beast in ; 
And sic a night he tabs the road in, 

As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in 
The wind blew as ’twad blawn its List ; 

The rattling •Jiovv’rs rose on the blast; 

The speeds gleams the darkness swallow’d ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow’d . 
jTliat night, a child might understand. 

The He’ll had business on his hand. 

Wool mounted on his grey mare, Meg, — 

A better never lifted leg. — 

Tam skelpit on through dub and mire. 
Despising wind, and rain, and the; 

Wliyles holding fast his guid blue bonnet ; 
Wliylcs crooning o’er somcauld Scots sonnet; 
Wlivles glow ’ring round wi' prudent cares, 

1 ,cst bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirk-AUovvay was drawing nigh, 

Whare gbaists and houlcts nightly cry. 

llv this time lie was cross the ford. 

Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor’d ; 
And past the birks and mciklc $t*.'e, 

Whare drunken Charlie br.ik’s m-'k bane ; 
And through the whins, and by ti.c cairn. 
Whan 1 luinte.ro farol the murder’d bairn ; 

And near the thorn, almou the well, 

W hare Mungo’s liiitl.ei bang'd horse]. 
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Before bim Doon poors all his floods ; Lowping an’ flinging on a cummock, 

The doubling storm roars through the woods j 1 wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; But Tom kenn’d what was what fu’ brawlie. 

Near and more near the thunders roll j There was ae winsome wench and walie, 

When, glimmering through the groaning trees, That night enlisted in the core, 

Kirk -Alio way seem’d in a bleeze ; (Lang alter kenn’d on Garrick shore ! ’ 

Through ilka bore the beams were glancing j For monie a beast to dead she shot, 

And loud resounded mirth and dancing. And perish’d monie a bonie boat, 

Inspiring, bold John Barleycorn ! And shook baith meikle corn and beer, 

What dangers thou const make us scorn ! And kept the country-side in fear,) 

Wi’ tippenny, we fear nae evil ; Her cutty-sark o’ Paisley h^nn, 

Wi’ usquabae, we’ll face the Devil ! That while a lassie she had worn, 

The swats sae ream’d in Tammie’s noddle, In longitude though sorely scanty, 

Fair play, he car’d na De’il’s a boddle. It was her best, and she was vauntie. 

But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, Ah ! little kenn’d thy reverend grannie, 

Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

She ventur’d forward on the light ; Wi’ twa pund Scots, (’twas a’ her riches) 

And, vow ! Tam saw an unco sight ! Wad ever grac’d a dance o’ witches ! 

Warlocks and witches in a dance ; But here my Muse her wing maun cow’r ; 

Nae cotillion brent new free France, Sic flights are far beyond her pow’r 1 

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys and reels, To sing how Nannie lap and Hang, 

Put life and mettle in their heels. (A souple jad she was and strong,) 

A winnock-bunker in the east, And how Tam stood, like anc bewitch’d, 

There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ beast ; And thought his very ccn enrich'd : 

A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, Even Satan glowr’d, and fidg’d fu’ fain, 

To gie them music was his charge : And hotch’d, and blew wi' might and main : 

He screw’d the pipes, and gart them skirl, Till first ae caper, syne anither, 

Till roof an’ rafters a’ did dirl. Tam tint his reason a’ thegither, 

Collins stood round like open presses, And roars out, “ Weel done, Cutty-sark !” 

That shaw’d the dead in their last dresses ; And in an instant a’ was dark : 

And, by some devilish cantrip slight, And scarcely had be Maggie rallied, 

Each in its cauld hand held a light, — When out the hellish legion sallied. 

By which heroic Tam was able As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke, 

To note upon the holy table, When plundering herds assail their bjkej 

A murderer’s banes in gibbet aims *, As open pussie’s mortal foes, 

TviTa span-lang, wee, unchristen’d bairns j When, pop ! she starts before their nose j 
A thief, new cutted frac a rape, As eager runs the market-crowd, 

Wi’ his last gasp his gab did gape} When 11 Catch the thief!” resounds aloud } 

Five tomahawks, wi’ bluid red-rusted ; tfo Maggie runs, the witches follow, 

Five cimetcre, wi’ murder crusted ; Wi’ monie an eldritch skrecch and hollow. 

A garter, which a babe had strangled } Ah, Tain ! ah, Tam ! thou’ll get thy fairin ! 

A knife, a father’s throat had mangled, j| t,hey’ll roast thee like a herrin ! . 

Whom his ain son o’ life bereft, In vain thy Kate awaits thy comm ! 

The grey hairs yet stack to the heft } Kate soon wv^J# a wofu’ woman ! 

Wi’ mair o’ horrible and awfu’, Now, do thy speedy tStftboLMeg, 

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu’. And win the key-stanc of tne* 

As Tammie glowr’d, amaz’d and curious, There at them thou thy tail may toss, 

The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : A running stream they dare na cross. 

The piper loud and louder blew j But ere the key-stane she could make, 

The dancers quick and quicker flew } The fient a tail she had to shake ! 

They reel’d, they set, they cross’d, they cleckit, For Nannie, far before the rest, 

Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, Hard upon noble Maggie press’d, 

And coost her duddies to the wark, And flew at Tam wi’ furious ettle ; 

And linket at it in her sark ! But little wist she Maggie’s mettle — 

Now Tam, O Tam ! had they been queans, Ae spring brought aff her master hale, 

A’ plump and strapping in their teens } But lcft behind her ain grey toil : 

Their sarks, instead o’ creeshie flannen, The carlin claught her by the rump, 

Been maw-white seventeen hunder linen ! And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read, 

That ance were plush, o’ guid blue hair, Ilk man and mother’s son take heed : 

I wad bae gi’en them aff my hurdies, Whene’er to drink you are inclin’d. 

For ae bhnk o’ the bonie hurdies ! Or Cutty-sarks run in your mind, a 

BukdKber’d beldams, auld and droll, Think, yo may buy the joys o’er dear* 

KMRP hags wad spean a foal, Remember Tam o’ Shanter’s mare. 
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$ 170. Satire upon the Abuse qf Human 
Learning, Butler. 

It is the noblest act of human reason 
To free itself from slavish prepossession, 
Assume* the legal right to disengage 
' From all it had contracted under age, 

, And not its ingenuity and wit 
To all it was imbued with first submit ; 

Take true or false for better or for worse, 

To have or t’ hold indifferently of course. 

For Custom, though but usher of the school 
Where Nature breeds the body and the soul, 
Usurps a greater pow’r and interest 
O’er man, the heir of Reason, than brute beast, 
That by two different instincts is led, 

Born to the one, and to the other bred, 

And trains him up with rudiments more false 
Than Nature does her stupid animals; 

And that’s one reason why more care’s be- 
stow'd 

Upon the body than the soul’s allow’d, 

That is not found to understand and know 
So subtly as the body's found to grow. 

Though children, without study, pains, or 
thought, 

Are languages and vulgar notions taught, 
improve their nat'ral talents without care, 

And apprehend before they are aware, 

Yet, as all strangers never lea\e the tones * 
They have been used of children to pronounce, 
So most men's reason never can outgrow 
The discipline it first received to know, i 
■ Hut renders words they first began to con, 

The end of all that's after to be known, 

And sets the help of education back, 

Worse than, without it, man could ever lack ; 
Who, therefore, finds the ai ti!u*i:il*st fools, 
Have not been changed i’ th' cradle, but the 
schools, 

« Where error, pedantry, and a Tee tat ion, 

Run them behiud-hand with their education, 
And all alike arc taught jwetic rage. 

When hardly one’s fit for it in 3*1 age. 

No sooner are the ofguils'bt the brain 
Unj^V to r^^lve, and steadfast to ictaiii 
‘Best knowledges, but all's laid out upon 
* Retrieving of the curse of Babylon, 

To make confounded languages restore 
A greater drudg’ry than it barr'd before : 

And therefore thoso imported from the East, 
Where first they were iucurr’d,are held the best, 
Although conveyed in worse Arabian pothooks 
Than gifted tradesmen scratch in sermon notc- 
* books ; 

Arc really but pains and labor lost, 

And not worth half the drudgery they cost ; 
Unless, like rarities, as they’ve been brought 
From foreign climates, and as dearly bought, 
When those, who had no other but their own, 
Have all succeeding eloquence outdone ; 

As men that wink with one eye see more true, 
And take their aim much better than with two : 
For the* more languages a man can speak, 

*His talent has but sprung the greater leak ; 
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And, for the industry he has spent npon’t, 
Must, full as much, some other way discount. 
The Hebrew, Chaldee, and the Syriac, 

Do, like their letters, set men’s reason back, 
And turn their wits that strive to understand it 
(Like those that write the characters) left- 
handed ; 

Yet he that is hut able to express 
No sense at all in several languages, 

Will pass for lcarneder than lie that’s known 
To speak the strongest reason in his own. 

These arc the modern arts of education, 
With all the learned of mankind in fashion, 
But practised only with the rod and whip. 

As riding schools inculcate horsemanship, 

Or Romish penitents let out their skins 
To bear the penalties of others’ sins, 

When letters at the first wero meant for play, 
And only us’d to pass the time away, [name 
When th’ ancient Greeks and Romans had n< 
l” express a school and playhouse but the same, 
And in their languages, so long agone, 

To study or ho idle was all one; 

For nothing more preserves men in their wits 
Than giving of them leave to play by fits, 

In dreams to sport, and ramble with all fancies. 
And, waking, little less extravagances. 

To rest and recreation of tir’d thought, 

Wlicu 'tin run down with care and overwrought. 
Of which whoever does not freely take 
His constant share, is never broad awake, 

And when lie wants an equal competence 
i Of both recruits, nlxitcs as much of sense. 

Nor is their education worse design’d 
Than Nature (in her province) proves unkind : 
The greatest inclinations with the least 
Capacities are fatally possess’d, [pains, 

('ondcinn’d to drudge, and labour, and take 
Without an equal competence of brains; 
While those si ic has indulg'd in soul and body, 
Are most averse to industry and study, 
jWl th* activVt fancies share as loose alloys, 
IW want of equal w eight to counterpoise. 

But when those great conveniences meet, 

Of equal judgment, industry, and wit, 

’Hie one but strives the other to divert. 

While Fate and Custom in tlic feud take part, 
And scholars, by prepost' rous overdoing, 

And under-judging, all their projects ruin ; 
Who, though the understanding of mankind 
Within so strait a compass is confin’d. 

Disdain the limits Nature sets to bound 
The wit of man, and vainly rove beyond. 

The bravcftt soldiers scorn until they’re got 
Close to the enemy to make a shot ; 

Yet great philosophers delight to stretch 
Their talents most at things beyond their reach, 
And proudly think t’ unriddle ev’ry causo 
That Nature uses by their own by-laws ; 
When ’lis not only impertinent, hut rude, 
Where she denies admission, to intrude ; 

And all their industry is but to err, 

Unless they have free quarantine frtun her ; 
Whence ’tis the world the less has understood, 
By striving to know more than 'tis allow’d. 
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For Adam, with the loss of Paradise, 
llought knowledge at too desperate a price, 
And, ever since that miserable fate, 

Learning did never cost an easier rate j 
For though the most divine and so v ’reign good 
That Nature has upon mankind bestow’d, 

Yet it has prov'd a greater hinderancc 
To th* interest of truth than ignorance, 

And therefore never bore so high a value 
As when ’twas low, contemptible, and shallow 3 
Had academies, schools, and colleges, 
Endow’d for its improvement and increase 3 
With pomp and show was introduc’d with 
maces, 

More than a Roman magistrate had fasces 3 
Empower’d with statute, privilege, and mandate, 
T* assume an art, and after understand it ; 
Like bills of store for taking a degree, 

With all the learning to it custom-free 3 
And own professions which they never took 
So much delight in as to read one book : 

Like princes, had prerogative to give 
Convicted malefactors a reprieve 3 
And, hiving but a little paltry wit 
More than the world, reduced and governed it. 
Rut scorn’d as 6oon as ’twas but understood, 
As better is a spiteful foe to good, 

And now has nothing left for its support, 

But what the darkest times provided for’t. 

Man has a natural desire to know 3 
But th’ one half is for inter’st, th’ other show : 
As scriv’ncrs take more pains to learn the 
sleight 

Of making knots, than all the hands they write : 
So all his study is not to extend 
The bounds of knowledge, but some vainer 
end 3 

T’ appear and pass for learned, though his claim 
Will hardly reach beyond the empty name : 
For most of those that drudge and labor hard, 
Furnish their understandings by the yard. 

As a French library by the whole is, 

So much an ell for quartos and for folios 3 
To which they are but indexes themselves, 
And understand no further than the shelves 3 
But smatter with their titles and editions, 

And place them in their classical partitions j 
When all a student knows of what he reads 
Js not in ’s own, but under general heads 
Of common-places, not in his own pow’r, 

But, like a Dutchman’s money, in the cantore 3 
Where all he can make of it at the best, 

Is hardly three per cent, for interest 3 
And whether he will ever get it out 
Into his own possession is a doubt : 

Affects all books of past and modern ages, 

But reads no further than their title-pages, 
Only to con the authors’ names by rote, 

Or, at the best, those of the books they quote 3 
Enough to challenge intimate acquaintance 
With all the learned moderns and the ancients. 
As Roman noblemen were wont to greet 
And compliment the rabble in the street, 

Had nomenclators in their trains, to claim 
Acquaintance with the meanest, by liis name, 


[boos iv. 

And, by bo mean, contemptible a bribe, 
Trepann’d the suffrages of ev’ry tribe 3 
So learned men, by authors’ names unknown, 
Have gain’d no small improvement to their own. 
And lie’s esteem’d the learned’6t of all others 
That has the largest catalogue of authors. 

$ 171 . Opening qf the Vision of Columbus. 

Barlow. * 

I sing the Mariner who first unfurl’d 
An eastern banner o'er the western world, 

And taught mankind where future empires lay 
In these fair confines of descending day 3 
Who sway’d a moment, with vicarious power, 
Iberia’s sceptre on the new-found shore 3 
Then saw the paths his virtuous steps had trod 
Pursued by avarice and defil'd with blood, 

The tribes he foster’d with paternal toil 
Snatch'd from his hand, aud slaughter'd for 
their spoil. 

Slaves, kings, adventurers, envious of his name, 
Enjoy'd his labors, and purloin ’d>his lame, 

And gave the Viceroy, from his high seat hurl'd, 
Chains for a crown, a prison for a world ! 

Long overwhelm’d in woes, and sick'ning 
there, 

He met the slow, still march ofblack despair, 
Sought the last refuge from his hopeless doom , 
Aud wish’d from thankless men a peaceful tomb : 
Till vision’d ages, op'ning on his eyes, 

Cheer’d his sad soul, and bade new nations rise 3 
He saw the Atlantic heaven with light o’ercast, 
And freedom crown his glorious work at last. 

Almighty Freedom ! give my vent'rous song 1 
The force, the charm, that to thy voice belong ; 
’Tis thine to shape my course, to light my way, 
To nerve my country with the patriot lay, 

To teach all men where all their int’rcst lies, 

I low rulers may be just, and nations wise : 
Strong in thy strength, 1 bend no suppliant knee. 
Invoke no miracle, no Muse, but thee. • 

Night held on old Castile her silent reign, 

Her half-orb'd moon declining to the main 3 
O’er ValladolgVs rega l turrets haz'd 
The drizzly fogsllUllI UlriV Pisuerga rais'd 5 
Whose hov'ring sheets, along the welkin driven, 
Thinn’d the pale stars, and shut the eye from* 
heaven. 

Cold-hearted Ferdinand his pillow press'd, 

Nor dream'd of those his mandates robb'd of 
rest 3 [his reign 

Of him who gemm’d his crown, who stretch’d 
To realms that weigh’d the tenfold poise of 
Spain 3 

Who now beneath his tower indungeon’d lies, 
Sweats the chill sod, and breathes inclement 
skies. [frame, 

His fev’rish pulse, slow lab’ring through his 
Feeds with scant force its fast expiring flame 3 
A far, dim watch-lamp’s thrice reflected beam 
Throws through his grates a mist-encumber’d 
gleam, 

Paints the dun vapors that the cell invade^ 

And fills with spectrcd forms the midnight 
shade 3 * 
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When from a visionary, short repose, [woes, 
That nurs’d new cares, and temper’d keener 
Columbus woke, and to the walls address’d 
The deep-felt sorrows bursting from his breast : 
“ I bye lies the purchase, here the wretched 
spoil 

Of painful years and persevering toil : [pain, 

• For these damp caves, this hideous haunt of] 
I trac’d new regions o’er the chartless main, 
Tam'd all the dangers of untravers’d waves, 
llung o’er their clefts, and topp’d their surging 

graves, 

Saw trait’rous sens o’er coral mountains sweep, 
Rod thunders rock the pole and scorchthc deep, 
Death rear his front in cv’ry varying form, 
Gape from the shoals, and ride the roaring 
storm, 

lily struggling bark her seamy planks disjoin, 
Rake the rude rock, and drink the copious 
brine : 

Till the tired elements are lull’d at last, 

And milder suns allay the billowing blast, 

Lead on the tradowiuds with unvarying force, 
And long and landless curve our constant 
course. [forlorn 

Our homeward heaven recoils; each night 
Calls up new stars, and backward rolls the 
morn ; 

The boreal vault descends with F.urope's shore, 
And bright Cnlislo shuns the wave no more ; 
The Dragon dips his fiery-foaming jolc, 

The affrighted magnet fliea the faithless pole ; 

# Nature portends a gen’ral change of laws 5 
My daring deeds are deem’d the guilty cause ; 
The desperate crew, to insurrection driven, 
Devote their captain to the wrath of Heaven, 
Resolve at once to end the audacious strife, 
And buy their safety with his forfeit life. 

In that sad hour, this feeble frame to save, 
(Unblest reprieve !) and rob the gsiping wave, 

‘ The morn broke forth, these tearful orbs de- 
scried 

The golden banks that bound the western tide. 
With full success I calm’d t]" 2flam'rous race, 
Hade heaven’s blue arch a second earth cm- 
. brace ; 

w And gave the astonish’d age that bounteous 
shore, power. 

Their wealth to nations, and to kings their 
Land of delights ! ah, dear, delusive coast, 
To these fond, aged eyes for ever lost ! 

No more thy flow’ry vales 1 travel o’er, 

For mo thy mountains rear the head no more ; 
For me thy rocks no sparkling gems unfold, 
Nor streams luxuriant wear their paths in gold; 
From realms of promis’d peace for ever borne, 
J hai[_mntfl anguish, and in secret mourn. 

But dangers past, a world explored ia vain, 
And foes triumphant, show hut half my pain : 
Dissembling friends, each early joy who gave, 
And fired my youth tho storms of fate to brave, 
Swgrm’d in the sunshine of my happier days, 
Pursued the fortune, and partook the praise, 
^JNow pass my cell with smiles of sour disdain, 
Insult my woes, and triumph in my pain. 


One gentle guardian once could shield the 
brave; 

Rut now that guardian slumbers in the grave 
Hear from above, thou dear departed shade ! 
As once my hopes, my present sorrows aid; 
Burst my full heart, afford that last relief ; 
Breathe back my sighs, and reinspire my grief 
Still in my sight thy royal form appears, 
Reproves iny silence, and demands my tears. 
E’en on that hour no more I joy to dwell. 
When thy protection hade the canvass swell ; 
When kings and churchmen found their fac- 
tions vain, 

Blind Superstition shrunk beneath her chain, 
The sun’s glad beam led on the circling way, 
And isles rose beauteous in Atlantic day. 

For on those silv’ry shores, that new domain, 
What crowds of tyrants fix their murd’rous 
reign ! 

Her infant realm indignant Freedom flies, 
Truth leaves the world, and Isabella dies. 

Ah, lend thy friendly shroud to veil my sight, 
That these pain’d eyes inay dread no more the 
light ; [doom, 

These welcome shades shall close my instant 
And tiiis drear mansion moulder to a tomb.” 
Thus mourn’d the hapless man : a thunder- 
ing sound [the ground ; 

Roll'd through the shudd’ring walls, and shook 
O’er all the dungeon, where black arches bend, 
The roofs unfold, and streams of light descend ; 
The growing splendor fills the astonish’d room, 
And gales ethereal breathe a glad perfume. 
Rob'd in the radiance, moves a form serene, 
Of human structure, but of heavenly inicn ; 
Near to the pris’ner’s couch he takes his stand, 
And waves, in sign of peace, his holy hand. 

[ Tall rose his stature ; youth’s endearing grace 
Adorn’d his limbs, and brighten’d in his fare ; 
Loose o’er his locks the star of ev’ning hung, 
And sounds melodious mov’d his cheerful 
tongue. 

# # # # * 

So Hesper spoke : Columbus raised his head ; 
I (is chains dropp’d off 5 the cave, the castle fled. 
Forth walk’d the Pair ; when steep before them 
stood, 

Slope front the town, a heaven-illumin’d road ; 
That through disparting shades arose on high, 
Reach’d o’er the hills, and lengthen’d up the 
sky; 

Show’d a clear summit, rich with rising flowers, 
That breathe their odors through celestial 
bowers. 

O’er the proud Pyrenees it looks sublime, 
Subjects the Alps, and levels Europe’s clime ; 
Spain, lessening to a chart, beneath it swims, 
And shrouds her dungeons in the void she dims. 

Led by the Power, tho Hero gain’d the height; 
New strength and brilliance flush’d his mortal 
sight; [main, 

When calm before them flow’d the western 
Far stretch’d, immense, a sky-encircled plain. 
No sail, no isle, no cloud, invests the hound, 
Nor billowy surge disturbs the vast profound ; 
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Till, deep in distant heavens, the sun's blue ray Earth’s loftiest turrets there contend for height, 
Topp'd unknown clids, and call’d them up to And all our Andes fill the Iminided sight. 

day ; From south to north what long,, blue swells 

Slow glimm’ring into sight wide regions drew, arise, [skies ! 

And rose and brighten'd on the expanding view ; Built through the clouds, and lost in ambient 
Fair sweep the waves, the lessening ocean Approaching slow they heave expanding 
smiles; hounds; 

In misty radiance loom a thousand isles ; The yielding concave bends sublimer rounds ;* 
Near and more near the long drawn coasts Whose wearied stars, high-curving to the west, 
arise j [the skies, Pause on the summits for a moment’s rest ; 

Bays stretch their arms, and mountains lift Recumbent there, they renovate their force, 
The lakes, unfolding, point the streams their And roll rejoicing on their downward course. 

way ; [display ; Round each bluff base the sloping ravine 

Slopes, ridges, plains, their spreading skirts bends, [tends; 

The vales branch forth, high-walk, approaching Hills form on hills, and croupe o'er croupe ex- 
groves, Ascending, whit’ning, how the crags are lost , 

And all the majesty of Nature moves. O’erhung with headcliffs of eternal frost ! 

O’er the wild hemisphere his glances fly, llroad fields of ice give back the morning ray. 
Its forms distending as it still draws nigh, Like walls of suns, or heaven's perennial day.” 
As all its salient sides force far their sway, . 

Crowd back the ocean, and indent the day. $ Annunciation. Pieri*ont. 

He saw, through central zones, the winding The night was moonless : — -’Judah’s shep- 
shorc [fore ; herds kept [them slept. 

Spread the deep gulf his sail had trac’d be- Their starlight watch : their flocks around 
The Darien isthmus check the raging tide, To heaven's blue fields their wakeful eyes 
Join distant lands, and neighb'ring seas divide ; were turn’d, 

On either hand the shores unbounded bead, And to the lircs that there eternal burn VI. 

Push wide their waves, tocacli dim pole ascend 5 Those azure regions had been peopled long. 

The two twin continents united rise, j With Fancy's children, by the sons of song . 

Broad as the main, and lengthen’d with the' And there, the simple shepherd, conning o’er 
skies. [Guide : IJis humble pittance of Chaldean lore, 

Long gazed the Mariner; when thus the J Saw, in the stillness of a starry night, 

“Here spreads the world thy daring sail dc-jTlic Swan and Eagle wing their silent flight; , 
scried, | Anil, from their spangled pinions, as they flew, 

Hesperia call'd, from my anterior claim ; i On Israel’s vales of verdure shower the dew ; 
But now Columbia, from thy patriarch name. • Saw there the brilliant gems, that nightly flare. 
So from Phenicia’s peopled strand of yore | In the thin inist of Berenice's hair; 

Europa sail'd, and sought an unknown shore ; j And there, Bootes roll his lucid wain, 

There stamp’d her sacred name ; anil tlicnce On sparkling wheels, along the ethereal plain; 

her race, | brace,’ And there, the Pleiades, in tuneful giro, 

Hale, vent’rous, bold, from Jove’s divine cm-' Pursue, for ever, the star-studded J./rc ; 

Rang’d o’er the world, predestin'd to bestride And there, with bickering lasli, heaven s 
Earth's elder continents and each far tide. Charioteer 

Ages unborn shall bless the happier day, Urge round tlN 4 ^nosiirc his bright career. 
That saw thy streamer shape the guideless way; While thus the shepherds watch’d the host 
Their bravest heroes trace the path you led, of night, 

And sires of nations through the regions spread. O’er heaven’s blue concave flash’d a sudden 
Behold yon isles, where -first thy flag unfurl’d, light. 

In bloodless triumplfcjjpJer the younger world 3! The unrolling glory spread its folds divine. 

As, awed to silence, ‘Swage bands gave place, O’er the green hills and vales of Palestine ; 
And hail'd with 'joy the sun-dcsccndcd race. And, lo ! descending angels, hovering there. 
Retrace the banks yon rushing waters lave ; Stretch’d their loose wings, and in the purple air 
There Oronoco checks great Ocean’s wave ; I lung o’er the sleepless guardians of the fold . — 

Thine is the stream ; it cleaves the well known When that high anthem, clear, and strong, and 
coast,, bold, 

Where Pjg|gi walks thy former footsteps On wavy paths of trembling ether ran : 

“ Glory to God benevolence to mat. ; ^ ^ 
But these do more thy wide discov’ries bound : Peace to the world — and in full concert came, 
Superior prospects lead their swelling round; From silver tubes, and harps of golden frame, 
Nature’s remotest scenes before thee roll, The loud and sweet response, whose choral ‘ 
And years and empires open on thy soul. strains 

To yep dim rounds first elevate thy view ; Linger'd and languish’d on Judea’s plains.. 

See Quail’s plains o’crlook their proud Peru ; Yon living lamps, charm’d from their chambers 
On whose 'huge base, like isles amid sky driven , blue, y 

A vast protub’rance props the cope of heaven, By airs so heavenly, from the skies withdrew 



199 


book iv.] SENTIMENTAL, LYRICAL, AND LUDICROUS. 


All ? — all, but one, that hung and bum’d alone, 
And with mild lustre over Bethlehem shone. 
Chaldea's sages saw that orb afar [Star. 

Glow uncxtinguishcd ; — ’twas Salvation’s 

$ 173. 77te Missionaries. Pierpont. 
Round the bold front of yon projecting cliff, 
Shoots, on white wings, the missionary’s skiff, 
And, walking steadily along the tide, 

Secins, like a phantom, o’er the wave to glide, 
Unfolding to the breeze her light cymarr, 

And bearing on her breast the Apostolic star. 
That brilliant orb the bless'd Redeemer hurl’d, 
From his pierc’d hand, ere he forsook the world. 
Launch'd by that hand, the sphere, divinely 
bright, 

lias left, on eastern clouds, its path of light, 
And, in a radiant curve, descends to bless 
Parana’s wave, Paraguay’s wilderness. 

Sec ! it has check’d its lucid course, and now 
Lights on the intrepid Jesuit's humble prow, 
Brightens bts sail with its celestial glow, 

And gilds the emerald wave, that rolls below. 

Lo, at the stern, the priest of Jesus rears 
His reverend front, plough’d by the share of 
years. 

He takes his harp: — the spirits of the air 
Breathe on liis brow, and interweave his hair, 
In silky flexure, with the sounding strings: — 
And hark ! — the holy missionary sings. 

Tis the Gregorean chant : — with him unites, 
On either hand, his quire of neophytes, 

While the boat cleaves ils liquid path along, 
And waters, woods, and winds protract the song. 
Those unknown strains the forest war-whoop 
hush : 

Huntsmen and warriors from their cabins rush, 

J loed not the foe, that yells defiance nigh, 

Sec not the deer, that dashes wildly by, [ver, 
Drop from their hand the bow and rattling qui- 
Crowd to the shore, and plunge into the river, 
Breast the green waves, the enchanted bark 
that toss, 

Leap o’er her sides, and knecy>cfore the cross. 

Hear yon poetic pilgrim ortk«* west 
Chant Musick’s praise, and to her power attest : 
Who now, in Florida’s untrodden woods, 
Bedecks, with vines of jessamine, her floods, 

A ml flow’ry bridges o'er them loosely throws j — 
Who hangs the canvass where A tala glows, 

On the live oak, in floating drapery shrouded, 
That like a mountain rises, lightly clouded} — 
Who, for the son of OutaliBsi, twines, 

Beneath the shade of ever-whispering pines, 

A funeral wreath, to bloom upon the moss, 
That Time already sprinkles on the cross, 
Rais’ fl olcr the grave, where his young virgin 
sleops, 

And Superstition o’er her victim weeps 3— 
Whom now the silence of the dead surrounds, 
Among Scioto’s monumental mounds ; 

Save that, at times, the musing pilgrim hears 
A crumbling oak fall with the weight of years, 
To swell the moss, that Time and Ruin throw, 
O’er chalky bones, that mouldering lie below, 


By virtues unembalm’d, unstain’d by crimes. 
Lost in those tow’ring tombs of other times j 
For where no bard has cherish’d Virtue’s flame, 
No ashes sleep in the warm sun of Fame.— 
With sacred lore, this traveller beguiles 
His weary way, while o’er him Fancy smiles. 
Whether he kneels in venerable groves, 

Or tli rough the wide and green savanna roves, 
His heart leaps lightly on each breeze, that bears 
The faintest cadence of Idumea’s airs. 

§ 174. Ode to Ilela. R. Alsop. 

From the dreary realms below, 

From the dark domains of fear, 

From the ghastly scats of woe, 

Hear ! tremendous llcla, hear ! 

Dreadful Bower ! whose awful form 
Blackens in the midnight storm ; 

Glares athwart the lurid skies, 

While the sheeted lightning flies} 

When the thunder awful roars ; 

When the earthquake rocks the shores ; 
Mounted on the wings of air, 

Thou rul’st the elemental war. 

When Famine brings her sickly train 5 
When Battle strews the carnag’d plain ; 
When Pestilence her venom’d wand 
Waves o'er the desolated land ; 

Rush the ocean’s whelming tides 
O’er the found’ring vessel’s sides} 

Then ascends thy voice on high } 

Then is heard thy funeral cry } 

Then, in horror, dost thou rise 
On the expiring wretch’s eyes. 

From the dreary realms below, 

From the dark domains of feqj, 

From the ghastly seats of woe, 

Hear! tremendous Hela, hear! 

Goddess ! whose terrific sway 
Nastrande’s realms of guilt obey } 

Where, amid impervious gloom. 

Sullen frowns the serpent Dome ; 

Roll’d beneath th* envenom’d tide, 

Where the sons of sorrow 'bide; 

Thee, the mighty Demon host } 

Thee, the Giants of the Frost } 

Thee, the Genii tribes adore; 

Fcnris ownB thy sovereign power : 

And the imperial Prince of Fire, 

Surtur, trembles at thine ire. 

Thine, the victor’s pride to mar } 

Thine, to turn the scale of war} 

Chiefs and princes, at thy call, 

From their spheres of glory fall } 

Empires are in ruin hurl’d; 

Desolation blasts the world. 

From the dreary realms below, 

From the dark domains of fear, 

From the ghastly seats of woe, 

Hear ! tremendous Hela, hear ! 

Queen of terror, queen of death ! 

Thee we summon from beneath. 

From the deep, infernal shade ; 

From the mansion of the dead; 
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Nieflehm’s black, funereal dome ; 

Hither rise, and hither come ! 

By the potent Runic rhyme, 

Awful, mystic, and sublime ; 

By the streams that roar below ; 

By the sable fount of woe ; 

By the burning gulf of pain, 

Muspell’s home, and Surtur's reign ; 

By the Day, when, o'er the world, 

Wild confusion shall be hurl’d, 

Rymcr mount his fiery car, 

Giants, Genii, rush to war; 

To vengeance move the Prince of Fire, 

And heaven, and earth, in flames expire ! 
From the dreary realms below, 

From the dark domains of fear, 

From the ghastly scats of woe, 

Hear ! tremendous Ilela, hear ! 

§ 175. A poor Woman, attending in the Field 
of Battle, secs her only Son slain, and ex- 
presses her Feelings in the following Lamen- 
tation. 

Nam is less sons of want and sorrow, 

Few and evil were your days ; 

To-day the cowslip buds, to-inorrow 
Low the sithc the cowslip lays ! 

Men and brethren still I hail ye, 

Though in hostile bands ye be ; 

Men and brethren, I ticwail ye 
With a tear of sympathy ! 

Yes, yc all were born of woman, 

Suck'd a tender mother's breast ; 

Hark ! she cries, O ! sword inhuman, 

Spare my child ! I’m sore distress’ll. 

Me ! me ! — kill me ! me, who bore him ! 

Sparc the babe this bosom fed ! 

Ruffians from my cottage tore him, 

Where he earn'd my daily bread. 

Warrior, here, with rage unfeeling, 

Here behold my white breast hare; 

Dye it red, and plunge your steel in, 

But my child, poor stripling, spare : 

My age’s solace ! — for his father 
Perish’d in the bloody field ; 

A babe he left me, wmch I’d rather 
Than the gold the Indies yield : 

Pledge of his love 5 — and I did dearly 
Love the father in the child j 
Slay us both, I beg sincerely ; 

On us both the earth be pil’d. 

They sink ; but, lo! a wondrous vision, 
Cloud-clad ghosts unnumber’d rise ; 

Pale, wan looks, that speak contrition ; 

Blood-stain’d checks and hollow eyes. 

More in number than the ocean 
Rolls the pebbles on its shore, 

See, they come! and, lo ! a motion 
Frop* hand all red with gore ! 

“ Listen, listen, sons of sorrow ; 

Few and evil wore yoor days 5 
To-day the cowslip buds, to-morrow 
Low the ijtho the cowslip lays. 


We, like you,— O Hieed our warning,— 
Warriors were, all blithe and gay : 

But we fell in life’s bright morning. 

Ere we knew tlic joys of day. 

Sons of men, all doom’d to trouble. 
Travelling quickly to the grave, 

Sheath the sword, for fame's a bubble ; 
Live to bless, O live to save ! 

Life to be cqjo> *d was given : 

Such the will of llim above; 

Live and love ; make earth a heaven ; 

God made men to live and love ! 

Hark ! the skies with music ringing, 

Silver sounds the concave fill ; 

Angels’ voices sweetly singing, 

4 Peace on earth, to men good-will.’ ” 

§ 175. The Last Man. • Campbell. 

All worldly shapes shall melt in gloom, 
The Sun himself must die, 

Before this mortal shall assume 
Its Immortality ! 

I saw a vision in my sleep, 

That gave my spirit strength to sweep 
Adown the gulf of Time! 

I saw the last of human mould, 

That shall Creation’s death behold, 

As Adam saw her prime ! 

The Sun’s eye had a sickly glare ; 

'Hie Earth with age was wan ; 

The skeletons of natfons were 
Around that lonely man ! 

Some had expir’d in fight — the brands 
Still rusted in their bony hands ; 

In plague and famine some ! 

Earth's cities had no sound nor tread ; 

And ships were drifting with the dead 
To shores where all wa 9 dumb ! 

Yet, prophet-like, that lone one stood, 
With dauntless words and high, 

That shook the sere leaves from the wood. 
As if a storm fmgs’d by. 

Saying, We’re twins in death, proud Sun, 
Thy face is cold, thy race is run, 

’Tis Mercy bids thee go— 

For thou ten thousand thousand years 
Hast seen the tide of human tears, 

That shall no longer flow. 

What though beneath thee man put forth 
His pomp, his pride, his skill ; 

And arts that made fire, flood, and earth 
The vassals of his will ; — 

Yet mourn I not thy parted sway, 

Thou dim, discrowned King of day ; 

For all those trophied arts 
And triumphs that beneath thee sprang 
Heal’d not a passion or a pong 
Entail’d on human hearts. 

Go, let oblivion’s curtain fall 
Upon the stage of men, 

Nor with thy rising beams recall 
Life’s tragedy again. 
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Its piteous pageants bring not back, 

Nor waken flesh, upon the rack 
Of pain anew to writhe 5 
Stretch’d in disease’s shapes abhorr’d, 

Or mown in battle by the sword, 

Like grass beneath the sithc. 

\v’n I am weary in yon skies 

• To watch thy fading fire 3 
-Teat of all sumlcss agonies, 

Behold not me expire. 

My lips that speak thy dirge of death — 
Their rounded gasp and gurgling breath 
To see, thou shalt not boast. 

TIi* eclipse of Nature spreads my pall, — 
The majesty of Darkness shall 
Receive my parting ghost ! 

This spirit shall return to Iliin 
That gave its heavenly spark j 
Yet think not, Sun, it shall he dim 
When thou thyself art dark ! 

No ! it shall live again, and shine 
In blit,s unknown to beams of thine, 

By Him recall'd to breath, 

AVho captive led Captivity, 

Who robb’d the grave of Victory, — 

And took the sting from Death ! 

(Jo. Sun, while Mercy holds me up 
On Nature's awful waste, 

To drink this last and bitter cup 
Of grief that man shall taste — 

Go, tell the night that hides thy face, 
Thou saw’st the last of Adam’s race, 

• On earth’s sepulchral clod, 

The dark’ning universe defy 
To quench his Immortality, 

Or shake his trust in God ! 

J177. To the Rainbow. Campbell. 

t T riumphant arch, that fill'st the sky 
When storms prepare to part, 

1 ask not proud Philosophy 
To teach me what thou art. 

Still seem, as to my childhood’s sight, 

A midway statiou given, 

For happy spirits to alight 
* Betwixt the earth and heaven. 

Can all that optics teach unfold 
Thy form to please me so, 

As when I dream of gems and gold 
Hid in thy radiant bow 1 
When Science from Creation’s face 
f Enchantment’s veil withdraws, 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold mater ial laws ! 
lte/«^*/irjifair bow, no fabling dreams, 

But words of the Most High, 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky. 

When o’er the green, undeluged earth 
Heaven’s covenant thou didst shine, 
IJpw came the world’s gray fathers forth 
To watch the sacred sign ! 


And when its yellow lustre smiled 
O’er mountains yet untrod, 

Each mother held aloft her child 
To bless the bow of God. 

Methinks, thy jubilee to keep, 

The first-made anthem rang, 

On earth deliver’d from the deep, 

And the first Poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the Muse’s eye 
Unraptur’d greet thy beam : 

Theme of primeval prophecy, 

Be still the poet’s theme. 

The earth to thee its incense yields, 

The lark thy welcome sings, 

When, glitt’ring in the freshen’d fields, 

The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy girdle, cast 
O’er mountain, tower, and town, 

Or mirror’d in the ocean vast, 

A thousand fathoms down. 

As fresh in yon horizon dark. 

As young thy beauties seem 
As when the eagle from the Ark 
First sported in thy beam. 

For, faithful to its sacred page, 
lleavcn still rebuilds thy span. 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age. 

That first spoke peace to man. 

§ 178. Hohenlinden ; the Scene of a dreadful 
Engagement between the French and Impe- 
rialists, in which the former conquered. 

Campbell. 

On Linden, when the sun was low, 

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 

And dark as winter was the flow 
Of iser rolling rapidly : 

But Linden show’ll another sight, 

When the drum beat at dead of night, 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of the scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast array’d, 

Each horseman drew his battle blade, 

And furious every charger neigh'd 
To join the dreadful revelry : 

Then shook the hills by thunder riven 5 
Then flew the steed to battle driven ; 

And, rolling like the bolts of heaven, 

Far flash'd their red artillery. 

But redder yet their fires shall glow 
On Linden’s heights of crimson’d snow 5 
And bloodier still the torrent flow 
Of Iser rolling rapidly. 

The combat deepens! on, ye brave. 

Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 

Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave, 

And charge with all thy chivalry. 

Tis morn 5 — but scarce yoir level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds rolling dun. 

Where fiery Frank and furious Hun 
Shout in their sulphury canopy. 
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Few, few shall part where many meet ; 

The snow shall be their winding-sheet} 

And every sod beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 

$ 179. A British War-Song . 

Quit the plough, the loom, the mine; 

Quit the joys the heart entwine ! 

Join our brothers on the brine ; 

Arm, yc brave, or slavery ! 

Peace, so lov’d, away is fled ; 

War shall leave his iron bed ; 

To your arms, avengers dread ! 

Strike, oh strike at tyranny. 

For our homes, our all, our name ! 

Blast again the tyrant’s aim ; 

Britain’s wrongs swift vengeance claim 5 
Rush to arms— or slavery. 

Lo ! the shades of Britons proud ! 

Hear them in yon flitting cloud ! 

** Freedom, children, or a shroud,’’ 

Choose with British bravery. 

Heroes of the sea, the shore, 

Quit your laurell'd rest once more ; 

Dreadly rouse the battle's roar, 

Vengeance hurl on tyranny ! 

§ ISO. The Lotos of Egypt. T. Maurice. 

Emblem sublime of that primordial power, 
That brooded o’er the vast chaotic wave, 

Accept my duteous homage, holy flower, 

As in thy favorite flood my lunhs 1 lave. 

From .Ethiopia's lofty mountains roll'd, 
Where Nile’s proud stream through glad- 
den’d Egy pt pours, [ old , 

In raptur'd strains thy praise was hymn’d of 
And still resounds on Canges’ faithful shores ! 

Within thy beauteous coral's full-blown hell 
Long since the immortals fix'd their fond 
abode; 

There day’s bright source, Osiris, lov’d to dwell, 
While by his side enamour’d Isis glow’d. 

Hence, not unconscious, to his orient beam 
At dawn’s first blush thy radiant petals spread, 

Drink deep the effulgence of the solar stream, 
And, as he mounts, still brighter glories shed. 

When, at the noon-tide height, his fervid rays 
In a bright deluge burst on Cairo’s spires, 

With what new lustre then thy beauties blaze, 
Full of the god, and radiant with his fires ! 

Brilliant thyself, in store of dazzling white 
Thy sister-plants more gaudy robes unfold ; 

This flames in purple— that, intensely bright, 
Amid th’ illumin’d waters, hums in gold . 

To brave the tropic’s fiery beam is thine, 

Till in the distant west his splendors fade ; 

Then, too, thy beauty and thy Are decline, 
W’ith morn to rise is lovelier charms array’d. 

THub, from Arabia borne, on golden wings, 
The phmnix ou the sun's bright altar dies ; 
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But from bis flamihg bed, refulgent, springs, 
And cleaves, with bolder plume, the sap- 
phire skies. 

What mystic treasures in thy form conceal’d 
Perpetual transport to the sage supply ; 

Where Nature, in her deep designs reveal'd, . „ 
Awes wondering man, and charms th’ ex- 
ploring eye ! • 

Jn thy prolific cup and fertile seeds , 

Arc trac’d her grand regenerative powers ; 

Life springing warm from loath’d putrescence 
breeds, [flowers. 

And lovelier germs shoot forth, and brighter 

Nor food to the enlighten'd mind alone, 
Substantial nutriment thy root bestow'd; 

In famine’s vulture-fangs did Egypt groan, 

From thy rich, bounteous horn abundance 
flow’d. 

Hence the immortal race in Thebes rever’d, 

Thy praise the theme of endless rapture made, 

Tliv image on a hundred columns rear’d, 

And veil’d their altars with thine hallow'd 
shade. 

But, far beyond the liounds of Al’rio borne, 

Thy honors flourish’d mill Thibetian snows; 

Thy flowers the Lama’s gilded shrine adorn, 

And Boodh and Bramah on thy stalk repose. 

Where'er fair Science dawn’d on Asia’s shore, 
Where’er her hallow'd voice Devotion rais'd, 

We see thee graven on the golden ore, 

And on a thousand sparkling gems emblaz’d. * 

Child of the sun, why droops thy withering 
head, 

While high in Leo flames thy radiant sire ? 

With Egypt’s glory is thy glory fled, 

A ml with her genius quench'd thy native fire? 

For, direr than her desert’s burning wind, 

Gaul's furious legions sweep yon ravag’d • 
vale ; [hind, 

Deatli stalks before, grim Famine howls bc- 
Aud zrr&'HN of horror load the tainted gale. 

Nile's crimson'd waves with blood polluted roll ; 
Iler groves, her fanes, devouring fire con; 
sumes j 

But, mark, slow-rising near the distant pole, 

A sudden splendor all her shores illumes. 

Fatal to Gaul, ’tis Britain's rising star, 

That in the south the bright ascendant gains, 

Resplendent as her Sirius shines from far, 

And with new fervors fires the Libyan plains. .. 

A race sjb Egypt’s ancient warriors brave, 

For her insulted sons indignant glows ; 

Defies the tropic. itorm, the faifiwi.rjatavc^ .. 
And hurls destruction on their haughty toesT 

Exulting to bis source, old Nilus hears 
The deep’ning thunders of the British line : 

Again its lovely head the Lotos rears, 

Again the fields in rainbow glories shine. 

Still wider, beauteous plant ! thy leaves exteq^, 
Nor dread the eye of an admiring muse ; * 
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In union with the rising song ascend, 

Spread all thy charms, and all thy sweets 
diffuse. 

Of that bold race beneath the Pleiads born, 

To chant thy praise a northern bard aspires 3 
JNor with more ardor erst at early dawn 

The Theban artists smote their votive lyres. 
For, oh ! can climes th’ excursive genius bound ? 
No 3 'mid Siberia bursts the heaven-taught 
strain ; 

At cither pole the Muse’s songs resound, 

And snows descend and whirlwinds rage in 
vain. 

Four thousand summers have thy pride sur- 
vey’d, [tombs ; 

Thy Pharaohs moulder in their marble 
Oblivion’s wings the pyramids shall shade, 

But thy fair family unfading blooms ! 

Still, ’mid these ruin'd tow're, admir'd, rever’d, 
Wave high thy foliage, and secure expand 5 
These vast, Sut crumbling, piles by man were 
rear'd j 

But thou wert form’d by ail immortal hand ! 
With Nature’s charms alone thy charms shall 
fade 3 

With Being's self thy beauteous tribe decline} 
Oh ! living, may thy How’rs my temple shade, 
And decorate, when dead, my envied shrine 1 


§ 181. Alonzo the lirave^and the Fair Imo- 
gene. M. G.’Ijewis. 

A WAKiiiou so bold, and a virgin so bright, 
Convers’d as they sat on the green : 

They gaz’d on each other witli tender delight ; 
Alonzo the Brave was the name of the knight, 
The inaid was the Fair Imogenc. 

And, ah !’’ said the youth, " since to-morrow 

• I go. 

To fight in a far-distant land, 

Your tears for my absence soon ceasing to flow, 
Some other will court you, and yon will bestow 
On a wealthier suitor your hand/' 

Oli, hush these suspicions,” fair Iruogenc said, 
“ So hurtful to love and to me } 

' For, if you he living, or if you be dead, 

I swear by the Virgin that none in your stead 
Shall husband of Tmogcne be. 
u And if e'er for another iny heart should decide, 
Forgetting Alonzo the Brave, 

Cod grant tliat,to punish my falsehood and pride, 
Thy ghost at my marriage may sit by my side, 
May tax me with perjury, claim mo as bride, 
And bear tnj^away to the grave.” 

lUtesfine hasten’d the warHor so bold : 

His love she lamented him sore j 
But scarce had a twelvemonth elaps’d, when, 
behold, 

A baron, all cover'd with jewels and gold, 
Arriv'd at fair Imogene's door. 

JBhktreasure, his presents, his spacious domain, 
Soon made her untrue to her vows 3 


He dazzled her eyes, he bewilder'd her brain, 
He caught her affections, so light and so vain, 
And carried her home as his spouse. 

And now had the marriage been blest by the 
priest, 

The revelry now was begun 3 
The tables they groan’d with the weight of the 
least, 

Nor yet had the laughter and merriment ceas'd, 
When the boll of the caBtle toll’d — one ! 

'Twas then with amazement fair linogenc found 
A stranger was placed l>y her side 3 
His air was terrific, he utter’d no sound, 

He spoke not, he mov’d not, he look’d not 
around, 

But earnestly gaz’d on the bride. 

His vizor was clos'd, and gigantic his height, 
His armor was sable to view 3 
All laughter and pleasure were hush’d at his 
sight, [affright, 

The dogs, as flicy eyed him, drew back with 
And the lights in the chamber burnt blue. 
His presence all bosoms appear’d to dismay, 
The guests sat in silence and fear 3 
At length spoke the bride, while she trembled 
— “ I pray, [lay. 

Sir Knight, that your helmet aside you would 
And deign to partake of our cheer.” 

The lady is silent — the stranger complies. 

And his vizor he slowly unclos’d. 

Oh gods ! what a sight met fair Imogene’s eyes, 
What words can express her dismay and sur- 
prise. 

When a skeleton’s head was expos’d! 

All present lhe,n utter’d a terrified shout. 

And turn’d with disgust from the 6ccnc 3 
The worms they crept in, and the worms they 
crept out, 

And sported his eyes and his temples about, 
While the spectre address'd Imogcne : 
Behold ine, thou false one ! behold inc !” he 
cried 3 

“ Behold thy Alonzo the Brave. [pride, 
God grants that, to punish thy falsehood and 
My ghost at thy marriage should sit by Ihv side, 
Should tax thee with perjury .claim thee as bride. 
And bear thee away to the grave.” 

This saying, his arms round the lady he wound, 
While lair Jmogene shriek’d with dismay ; 
Then sunk with his prey through the wide 
yawning ground 3 

Nor ever again was fair Imogeno found, 

Or the spectre that bore her away. 

Not long liv'd*the baron j and none since that 
time 

To inhabit the castle presume : 

For chronicles tell, that, by order sublime, 
There Imogene suffers the pains of her crime, 
And mourns her deplorablb doom. * 

At midnight, four times in each year, doeB her 
sprite, 

When mortals in slumber are bound, 
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Array'd in her bridal apparel of white, 

Appear in the hall with the skeleton knight, 
And shriek as he whirls her around. 

While they drink out of skulls newly torn 
from the grave, 

Dancing round them pale spectres are seen : 
Their liquor is blood, and this horrible stave 
They howl: "To the health of Alonzo the 
Brave, 

And liia consort, the false Imogene.” 

$ 182. Sonnet. Shakspeare. 

When 1 do count the clock that tells the time. 
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night 5 
When l behold the violet past prune. 

And sable curls, all silver'd o'er with whit 3 ; 
When lofty trees I sec barren of leaves, 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves, 
Borne on the bier with white and brist ly beard ; 
Then of thy beauty do I question make, 

That thou among the wastes of time must go, 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves for- 
sake, 

And die as fast as they see others grow ; 

And nothing 'gainst Time's sithe can make; 
defence, 

Save breed, to brave him, when be takes thee 
hence. 

$ 183. Sonnet. Shakspeake. 

Fui.l. many a glorious morning have 1 seen 
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye, 


$ 185. Sonnet. Shakspeare. 

That time of year thou may’st in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the 
cold, ' [sang. 

Bare, ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet bird./* 
In mo thou soest the twilight of such day, , 
As after sun-set fadeth in the west, 

Which by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou soest the glowing of such fire, 

That on the ashes ol‘ his youth doth tfe, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 
Consum'd with that which it was nourish'd hv. 
This thou pcrcciv'st, which makes thy love 
more strong, [long. 

To love that well which thou must leave ere 

§ 18(1. Sonnet. S11 akspkviie. 

From you have I been absent in. the spring, 
When proud-pied April, dress'd in all his trim, 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing ; 

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and lcap'd with him. 
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of dillcrcnt flowers in odour and in hue, 

Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluc k them where 
they grow : 

Nor did 1 wonder at the lilies white. 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you, you, pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 

As with your shadow 1 with these did play. 


Kissing with golden face the meadows green, I 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alciiymv 3 
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial fire, 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
E’en so my sun one early morn did shine. 
With all triumphant splendor on my brow j 
But out 1 alack ! lie was but one hour mine, 
The region cloud hat}) mask’d him from me now, 
Yet him for this my love no whit dieidainetli 3 
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven’s j 
sun staineth. 

$184. Sonnet . Shakspeare. 

Thus is his check the map of days out-worn, 
When beauty liv'd and died as flowers do now, 
Before these bastard signs of fair were born, 
Or durat inhabit on a living brow; 

Before the golden tresses of thq dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 

To live a second life on second jbead, 

E'er beauty's dead fleece iftute another gay ; 

In him those holy Antique hours ar$ fean, 
Without all ornaacuft, ifjelf, nod true, 

Making no summqLof another’s green, 
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 

And him as for a map doth Nature store, 

To shew false Art what beauty waj of jure. 


$ 187. Sonnet. Drummond. 

Sleep, Silence' child, sweet father of soft Rest. 
Trincc, whose approach peace to all mortals 
brings. 

Indifferent host to shepherds and to kings, 

Sole comforter of minds which arc oppress'd ; 
Lo, by thy canning rod all breathing things 
Lie slumb'ring, with forgetfulness possess'd; 

And yet o’er me to spread thy drowsy wings 
Thou spar’st (alas!) who cannot he thy guest.* 
.Since 1 am thine, O come, hut with that fare 
To inward light which thou art wont to show, 
With feigned solace ease a true-felt woe ; 

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace, 

Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt be- 
queath : 

I long to kiss the image of my death. s 

$ 188. Sonnet . Drummond 

My lute, be as thou wert when thoirtfWwtgium* 
With thy green mother in some shady grove, 
When immelodious winds hut made thee move, 
And birds their ramage did on thee bestow. 
Since that dear voice which did thy sounds 
approve, • 

Which wonl in such harmonious strains tp flow, 

Is reft from earth to tune those spheres abSMT - 
What art thou but a harbinger of woe 7 


A 
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Thy pleasing notes be pleasing notes no more, 
But orphans' wailings to the fainting ear j 
Each stroke a sigh, each sound draws forth a 
tear; 

For which be silent as in woods before : 

Or, if that any hand to touch thee deign, 
'>ltike widow’d turtle still her loss complain. 

■ $ 189. Sonnet . Sidney. 

Because I oft, in dark abstracted guise, 

Seem most alone in greatest company, 

With dearth of words, or answers quite awry, 
To them that would make speech of speech 
arise, 

They deem, and of their doom the rumor flics, 
That poison foul of bubbling Pride doth lie 
So in my swelling breast, that only I 
Pawn on myself, ami others do despise. 

N et Pride, I think, doth not my soul possess, 
Which looks too oft in his unflattering glass j 
But one worse fault, Ambition, l confess, 
That makes me oft my best friends overpass, 
Unseen, unheard, while Thought to highest 
place 

Bends all his powers, even unto Stella’s grace. 

§ 190. Sonnet. Sidney. 

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb’st 
the skies j 

1 low silently, and with how wan a face ! 

What ! may it be, that even in heavenly place 
That busy Archer his sharp arrows tries '! 
Sure, if that long with love acquainted eyes 
Can judge of love, thou fcel’st a lover’s case j 


Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 
This sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 
And are up-gatliercd now like sleeping flowers ; ’ 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune; 

It moves us not. — Great God ! I'd rather be 
A Pagan, suckled in a creed outworn ; 

So might 1, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 
Ilavo sight of Proteus coming from the sea ; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 

$ 193. Sonnet. Thought of a Briton on the 
Subjugation of Switzerland. 

Wordsworth. 

Two voices are there ; one is of the sea, 

One of the mountains 3 each a mighty voice: 

Jn both from age to age thou didst rejoice, 
They were thy chosen music. Liberty ! 

There came a Tyrant, and with holy glee 
Thou fought’st against him, but hast vainly 
striven ; 

Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art 
driven, 

Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee. 
Of one deep bliss thine car hath been bereft : 
Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is 
left ; [be 

For, liigh-souled Maid, what sorrow would it 
That mountain floods should thunder as before, 
And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore, 

And neither awful voice be heard by tlicc ! 


1 road it in thy looks ; thy languish’d grace, 

To me that feel the like, thy state descries. 
Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me. 

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit ? 
Are beauties there as proud as here they be ? 
Do they above love to be lov ’d, and yet [sess ? 
Those lovers scorn whom that love dotli pos- 
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness 7 

§ 191. Sonnet composed upon U stminstcr 
Bridge t Sept. 3 , 1803. Wordsworth. 

E with has not any thing to show more fair : 

, Dull would lie he of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 

This city now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning 3 silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky 3 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep, 

In his first splendor, valley, rock, or hill 3 
Ne’er saw I, ngyer felt, a calm so deep ! 

•The rh cr J gTiocth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep 3 
And all that mighty heart is lying still \ 

$ 192. Sonnet. The World is too much 
m with us. Wordsworth. 

The wfarld is too much with us ; late and soon 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers 


§ 191. Sonnet. London , 1802. Wordsworth. 

Mii-ton ! thou shouldst be living at this hour: 
^England hath need of thee : she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters : altar, sword and pen. 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower. 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish incn. 

Oh ! raise us up, return to us again. 

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart : 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the* 
sea 5 

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

Mo didst thou travel on life’s common way. 

In cheerful godliness 5 and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 

$ 195. Sonnet. Bowles. 

Whose was that gentle voice, that, whispering 
sweet, 

Promis’d, melhought, long days of bliss sincere T 
Soothing it Btole on my deluded ear 
Most like soft music that might sometimes cheat 
Thoughts dark and drooping. ’Twaa the voice 
of Hope. 

Of love and social scenes it seem'd to speak, 
Of truth, of friendship, of affection meek; 

, That hand in hand along life’s downward 
slope 
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Might walk with peace, and cheer the tranquil 
houn : 

Ah me ! the prospect sadden'd as she sung ; 
Loud on my startled ear the death-bell rung : 
Chill darkness wrapt the pleasurable bowers 
She built— whilst, pointing to yon breathless 
clay, 

She cried , i( No peace be thine : away, away !” 

$ 196. Sonnet. Bowles. 

As o'er these hills 1 take my silent rounds, 
Still on that vision which is flown 1 dwell ! 
On images I lov'd, (alas, how well 1) 

Now past, and but remember’d like sweet sounds 
Of yesterday ! yet in my breast 1 keep 
Such recollections, painful though they seem ; 
And hours of joy retrace, till from my dream 
I wake, and And them not : then I could weep 
To think that time so soon each sweet devours, 
To think so soon life's first endearments fail, 
And we are duped by Hope's amusivc tale; 
Who. like a flatterer, when the happiest hours 
Arc past, and most we wish her cheering lay, 
Will fly as faithless and as fleet as they ! 


$ 197. Sonnet. At a Convent. Bowi.ks. 

If chance some pensive stranger hither led, 
His bosom glowing from majestic views, 

The gorgeous dome, or the proud landscape- 
hues, 

Should ask who sleeps beneath this lonely be d. 
’Tis poor Matilda ! To the cluster'd scene. 

A mourner beauteous and unknown, she came, 
To shed her tears unmark'd, and quench the 
flame 

Of ruthless love : yet still her look serene 
As the pale moonlight in the midnight aisle. 
Her voice was soil, which yet a charm could 
lend 

Like that which spoke of a departed friend, 
And a meek sadness sat upon her smile ! — 

Be the rude spot by passing pity blest, 

Where, hush'd to long repose, the wretched 
rest. 


$ 198. Sonnet. Bowles. 

0 Time, thou know’st a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on sorrow’s wounds, and slowly thence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang stealest unpercciv’d away ; 

On thee I rest my only hope at last, 

And think, when thou hast dried the bitter tear 
That flows in vain o’er all my soul held dear, 

1 may look back on ev’ry sorrow past, 

And meet life’s peaceful evening with a smile — 
As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour, 
Sings in the sunbeam of the transient show’r, 
Forgetful though its wings are wet the while ; 
Yet, ah! how much must that poor heart 
endure, 

Which hopes from thee, and tlieo alone, a 
v Cure ! 


$ 199. Sonnet. Bowles. 

Evening, as slow thy placid shades descend, 
Veiling with gentlest touch the landscape 
still, 

The lonely battlement, and farthest hill 
And wood — 1 think of those that have no friend j 
Who now perhaps by melancholy led, ** 
From the broad blaze of day, where pleasure 
flaunts, 

Retiring, wander mid thy lonely haunts 
Unseen, and mark the tints that o’er thy bed 
Hang lovely ; oft to musing Fancy’s eye 
Presenting fairy vales, where the tir’d mind 
Might rest, beyond the mnrinurs of mankind, 

Nor hear the hourly menus of misery. 

Ah ! beauteous mows, that Hope's fair gleams 
the while 

Should smile like you, and perish as they smile ! 

J 200. Sonnet. Dover CliJTn. Bow i.r.s. 

Ov these white cliffs, that calm alxivc the flood 
Uplift their shadowy heads, and at their feet 
Scarce hear the surge that has lor ages beat. 

Sure many a lonely wanderer Ims stood. 

And. while the distant murmur met his ear, 

Anu uer the distant billows the still eve 
.Sail'd slow, lias thought of all his heart must 
leave 

To-morrow ; ofthe friends he lov’d most dear ; 
Official scenes from which lie wept to part. 
But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all 
The. thoughts that "would full lain the past 
recall. 

Soon would he quell the risings of his heart. 
Aiul brave the wild winds and unhearing tide. 
The world his country, and his God his guide. 

. V' 201. Sonnet. On the Rhine. Bowi i>. 
*T\v \s morn, and beauteous on the mountain's 
brow 

(Hung with the blushes of the bending vino) 
Stream’d the blue light, when on the spark- 
ling Rhine [piow 

We boundtfi^and the white waves round the 
In murmurs parted; varying as we go, 
l.o ! the woods open, and the rocks retire ; 

Some convent’s ancient walls, or glistening < 
spire, [slow. 

Mid the bright landscape’s tract, unfolding 
Here, dark with furrow’d aspect, like despair, 
Hangs the bleak cliff; there, on the wood- 
land’s side, [tide ; 

The shadowy sunshine pours its streaming 
Whilst Hope, enchanted with a scene so fair, 
Would wish to linger many a summer’s day, 
Nor heeds how fast the prospe ^winds awn v. 

$ 202. Sonnet. Lamb. 

O! I could laugh to hear the. midnight wind, 
That, rushing on its way with careless Bweep, 
Scatters the ocean waves. And I could weep 
Like to a child. For now, to my raised mfnd, 
f)u w'ings of winds comes wild-eyed Pfeg- otasy 
And her rude visions give severe delight. 
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O winged bark ! how swift along the night 
Pass’d thy proud keel ! nor shall I let go by 
Lightly of that drear hour the memory, 
When wet and chilly on thy deck I stood, 
Unbounded, and gazed upon the flood, 

Even till it seem’d a pleasant thing to die, — 
resolv’d into th’ elemental wave, 

9 Or take my portion with the winds that rave. 


$ 203. Sonnet written under the Engraving 
of a Portrait of Rafael , painted by himself 
when he was young. L. Hunt. 

Rt fakt. ! It must be he ; we only miss [fair; 
Something which manhood gave him, and the 
A look still sweeter and more thoughtful air; 
Hut for the rest, ’tis every feature his, — 

The oval check, clear eye. mouth made to kiss, 
Terse, lightsome chin, and llush of gentle hair 
Clipped ere it loitered into ringlets there, — 
The beauty, the benignity, the bliss. 

1 low sweetly #ure he looks ! how unforlorn ! 
There is but one such visage at a time ; 

Tis like the budding of an age new born, 
Remembered youth, the cuckoo in the prime, 
The maid's first kiss, or any other thing 
Most lovely, and alone, and promising. 


§ 201. Sonnet. The Xile. L. Hunt. 

It flows through old hushed /Egypt and its 
sands, [dream, 

Like some grave, mighty Thought threading a 
, And times and things, as in that vision, seem 
Keeping along it their eternal stands, — 
Caves, pillars, pyramids, the shepherd bands 
That roamed through the young world, the 
glory extffemc 

Of high Sesostris, and that Southern beam, 
The laughing queen that caught the world's 
great hands. 

Then comes a mightier silence, stern a nd strong, 
As of a world left empty of its throng, 

And the void weighs on us ; and then we wake, 
And hear the fruitful stream lapsing along 
} Twixt villages, and think how we shall take 
Our own calm journey on for human sake. 

$ 205. Sonnet . On a sequestered Rivulet. 

Cornwall. 


There is no river in the world more sweet, 
Or fitter for a sylvan poet’s dream, 

Than this romantic, solitary stream, 

Over whose bankB so many branches meet, 
Entangling : — a more shady bower or neat _ 
Was never fashioned in a summer dream, 

. Where Nymph* 8r Naiad from the hot sunbeam 
Might hide, or in the waters cool her feet. 

— A lovelier rivulet was never seen 
Wandering amidst Italian meadows, where 
Clitumnus lapses from his fountain fair; T 
Nor in that land where gods, ’tis said, have 
* jieen; 

IjBMhM Cephisus ran through olives green, 
And on its bonks Aglaia bound her hair. 


$ 20(1. Song. Love. Coleridge. 
All thoughts, all passions, all delights, , 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 

Are all but ministers of Love, 

And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o’er again that happy hour, 

When midway on the mount I lay, 

Reside the ruin’d tower. 


The moonshine, stealing o’er the scene. 
Had blended with the lights of cvc ; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy, 
My own dear Genevieve \ 

She leant against the armed man, 

'The statue of the armed knight ; 

She stood and listen’d to my lay, 

Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 

My hope ! my joy ! my Genevieve ! 

She loves me best, whene’er I sing 

The songs that make her grieve. 
I play’d a soft and doleful air, 

I sang an old and moving story — 

An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes and modest grace, 
For well she knew, K could not choose 
Rut gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight that wore 
1 7 pon his shield ;l burning brand ; 

And t hat for ten long years lie woo’d 
[ The Lady of the Land. 


I told her how lie pin’d ; and, ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
Witli which 1 sail g another’s love, 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me, that 1 gazed 
Too fondly on her face ! 


But when I told the cruel scorn 
That craz'd that bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he cross’d the mountain-woods, 
N or rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 
And sometimes from the darksome shade, 
And sometimes starting up at onco 
In green and sunny glade, 

There came and look’d him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And that he knew it Was a fiend, 

This miserable Knight ! 

And that, unknowing what he did, 

He leap’d amid a murderous band. 

And sav’d outrage worse turn death 
The Lady of the Land 1 


And how she wept, and clasp’d his knees 
And how she tended him in vain; 

And ever strove to expiate • 

The scorn that craz’d his brain ; 
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And that she nursed him in a cave j 
And how his madness went away, 

When on the yellow forest-leaves 
A dying man helay 5 — 

His dying words— but when I reach'd 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturb'd her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrill'd my guileless Genevieve } 

The music, and the doleful tale, 

The rich and balmy eve 5 
And hopes, and fears that kindle hope, 

An undistinguishable throng, 

And gentle wishes long subdued, 

Subdued and cherish'd long ! 

She wept with pity and delight, 

She blush'd with love and virgin shame ; 

And, like the murmur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heav'd— she stept aside, 

As conscious of my look she stept — 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye 
She fled to inc and wept. 

She half enclosed me with her arms, 

She press'd me with a meek embrace ; 

And, bending back her head, look’d up. 

And gazed upon my face. 

*Twas partly love, and partly fear, 

And partly ’twas a bashful art, 

That I might rather feel, than see, 

The swelling of her heart. 

I calm'd her fears, and she was calm, 

And told her love with virgin pride. 

And so I won my Genevieve, 

My bright and beauteous bride. 

$ 207. Eclogue. The Old Mansion- Ifouee. 

South ky. 

Stranger. 

Old friend 1 why, you seem bent on parish duty, 
breaking the highway stones,— and 'tis a task 
Somewhat too hud, methinks,for age like yours! 

Old Man. 

Why yes ! for one with such a weight of years 
Upon his back— I've lived here, man and boy, 
In this same parish, well nigh the full age 
Of man, being hard upon threescore and ten. 

I can remember, sixty years ago, 

The beautifying of this mansion here, 

When my late Lady’s father, the old Squire, 
Came to the estate. 

Strafiger. 

■ Why then yop jgt£* outlasted 
All his improvements; for yotCsfee they're 
making * 

Great alterati^Mwiip. * * ‘ 

' OtiL Man. vV? 

* AyHjrcat Indeed ! ■■ 
And if my poor Old Lady coeldtfse up — 

God rest her soul !— -'twould grieve her to behold 
The wicked work is here. 


1 Stranger. 

| They've set abftfet it 

In right good earnest. All the front is gone ; 
Here's to be turf, they tell me, and a road 
Round to the door. There were some y «#*' 
trees too JS- 

Stood in the court— ’ 

Old Man. « 

Ay, Master '. fine old trees ! 
My grandfather could just remember back 
When they were planted there. It was my task 
To keep them trimm'd, and 'twas a pleasure 
to me'; [wall ! 

All straight and smooth, and like a great green 
My popr old Lady many a time would route 
And tell me where to shear, for she had play'd 
In childhood under them, and ’twas her pride 
To keep them in their beauty. Flaguc, 1 say. 
On their new-fangled whimsies! we shall have 
A modern shrubbery here stuck full of firs 
And your pert poplar trees ;— 1 could as soon 
Have plough’d my father’s grave as cut them 
down ! 


Stranger. 

Rut ’twill be lighter and more cheerful now ; 
A fine smooth turf, and with a gravel road 
Round for the carriage,— now it suits my taste. 
I like a shrubl»ery too, it looks so fresh ; 

And then there’s some variety about it. 

In spring the lilac and the snow-ball flower. 
And the laburnum, \vith its golden strings 
Waving in the wind : and when the autumn 
comes 

The bright red berries of the mountain-ash, 
With pines enough in winter tp look green, 
And show that something live# Sure this is 
better 

Than a great hedge of yew that makes it look 
All the year round like wintex, and for ever 
Dropping its poisonous leaves, from the under 
houghs 

Wither’d and bare ! 


Old Man. 

Ah! so the new Squire thinks. 
And pretty work ho make! of it! what ’tis 
To have a stranger come, .to an old house ! 

Stranger. 

It seems you know him not ? 

Gf& Man. . 

No, sir ; not I. 

| They teH m $ he’s expected daily now j 
| But in my Lady^rtimehe never coine 
But; once, for tllipWere very distant kin. 

If he had play’d about here wbwi.a child 
In tbat foip eourt, and eat the yew-berries, 
And. sate itt the porch threading the jessamine 
flowers ~ 

¥ ftbich fell so thick, he had not had the heart 
o mar all. thus! 

Stranger. • 

Come— come ! all is nofraHKE#; 
Those old, dark windows— 
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.. Old Mm. „ , v 
WiMiM, They’re too, 

ft«irj|%Sdd ootoee tteda^osMaintgUa* ! 
The mji wd-breasts, that “ ' 

Came to my lady for her j) fc ymma^ jg; 



^o'n ; t know the window 

And then 00 darken’d roiind 
Harboring the vennfiiH*-yet 
wish’d ” ' * 

That jessa&inehfdbeen sa^ 
And tower'd and lined the 




To pan within ten yards when ’twi 
There was a sweet briar, too, that 
My Lady loved at evening to sit I . 

And knit ; owUpr old dog lay at lfcc# iHetf- 
And slept i& £0 sun 5 7 twas 
dog,—* - 

She did not love him leu that 
And feeble, and he always had 
13y the fireside ; and when he die 
She made me dig a grave in tho garden for him. 
Ah ! she was good to all ! a woeful day 
T was for the poor when to her grave she went ! 

Stranger . 

They lost a friend then ? 

Old Man. 

You’re a stranger here, 
Or you wouldn’t ask that question. Were 

She had waters, and for herbs 

She could hk&.tepght the doctors. Then at 
winter, 

When Weekly she distributed the bread 
In the, poor old najJ&L to see her and to hear 
The btesidngsdti^^^and I warrant them 
They wew l B l w m ngm her when her wealth 
Had been no cotiftrt efte. At Christmas, sir ! 

It would have vdMP’dyour heart if you hod seen 
Her Christmla.klfoBp^bow thWblasing fire 
Made her iatf JOUIgifcjMne, and holly boughs 
So cheerful UwV njMgpjB for mistleoer*- 
The finest boogb v ^^jprew in the oonntry 
round 

Was mark’d for ’ 

So bountiftd about J 

“fiS iftaai 

Thing. majJWjbeti#, 

And you ahoukthope t 

SRSSP&: 

Old bountvifeknaw^bueesv T1 
Albthat my Lady Wed ! her favorite walk* 

"r^BEsacs^KSKtr 1 

Voi. yi. Nos. 91 Si 92. 


They must fall too. Well! well! 1 did not think 
To Uve to see all this, and ’tia perhaps 
A comfort I sha’tftlive to see itfoaig. 

. % .^Bbmgir. -Afff ■ 

But sttxwik Ranges ore not needs for the worse, 
My Wendt 

Old Men. 

Mayhap they mayp^t, sir j— for all that, 
like what I’ve been used to. I remember 
Udns from a child up Mil' now to lose it r 
® losing an old friepd^There’s nothing left 
J *twas j — I go abroad, and' obly meet 
Vith men whose father* I remember boys y' > 
brook that used to run before my door, 
it’s gone to the great pond $ the trees I learnt 
climb are down ; and I see nothing now 
it tells me of old times, — except the stones 
In the church-yard. You are young, airland, I 
hope, 

Have many years in store, -^hut way to God 
You mayn’t be left the last gfjf * “ * 


Stranger, 

Well! Wf&i you’ve one friend moge than 
yonta aware of. {Warrant 

If the Square’s taste don’tsuitwjtlL yours, I 
That’s all you’ll quarrel with : waj£inand taste 
His beer, old friend ! and see if your old Lady 
Ere broach’d a better cask. You did not know 


Rut we’re acquainted now. ’Twould not be easy 
To make you like the outside; but within, 
That is not changed, my friend! you'll always 
find 

The same old bounty and old welcome there. 

$ 208. To H. C. — Six yean old. 

Wordsworth. 

O thou ! whose fancies from afar are brought ! 
Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel. 
And fittest to unutterable thought 
The breeze-like motion and the self-born carol; 
Thou fairy voyager ! that dost float 
In such clear water, that thjg-jpat 
May rather seem 

To brood on air than on aft earthly stream ; 
Suspended in a stream a»*p ter at sky, [gery ; 
Where earth and heayen/ do niike one f 


reyears; 
l aught be thy 

SiKSSa. 

of thee. 
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What hast thou to do with sorrow, 

Or the injuries of to-morrow 7 [forth, 

Thou art a dew-drop, Which the mcwii brings 
Not framed to. undergo unkindly show , . . 

Or to be trailed qjang the soiling. eai§y/ 

A gem that glitters while it lives, 

And no forewarning gives ; 

But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife. 
Slips in a moment out of life. 

$ 209. Lines wHtmwhiU mUxng in ft Boat 
at Evening. ^Wordsworth. ’’ 

How richly glows the water's breast 
Before us, tinged with evening hues, 

While, facing thus the crimson west, 

The boat her silent course pursues ! 

And see how dark the backward stream ! 

A little moment pass'd so smiling ! 

And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam, 

Some other loiterers beguiling. 

Such views tfceyoulhful bard allure ; 

But, heedless of the following gloom, 

He deems their colours shall endure 
Till peace go with him to the tomb* 

— And let him nurse his fond deceit, 

And what &he must die in sorrow!” 

Who would Rot cherish dreams so sweet, 
Though grief and pain may come to-morrow 7 

■ *tV 

$ 210. Remembrance of Collink, composed 
upon the Thames, near Richmond. 

Wordsworth. 

Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 

O Thames! that other bards may sec 
As lovely visions by thy side 
As now, fair river ! come to me. 

O glide, fair stream ! for ever so, 

Thy quiet soul on all bestowing. 

Till all oar minds for ever flow, 

As thy deep waters now aro flowing. 

Vain thought ! — Yet be as now thou art, 

That in thy waters may be seen 
The image of a poet's heart, 

How bright, how solemn, how serene ! 

Such as did once the poet bless, 

Who, murmuring here a later ditty, 

Could find noreragn fVom distress 
But in the qujder grief of pity. 

Now Ietuiuye iWnEjgf* ' ■ 

For him efeopend the f " 

And pray til 
May know that i 
Ho* calm » how Mill ! the < 

The dripping of the onr I 
—The evening darkness 
By virtue’s (tidiest ptrivetj i 


■^m^mter. 




A month or more hath she been de?d 
Yet canned! by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed, 
Altogether. 

A spring^ her gait, 

A rising step, did indicate 

rate, 

rby what name beside 
: — if *twas not pride, 

* %at allied. " „ 
iherit. “ 


the Quaker rule, 
human feeling coed, 
train’d in Nature's school \ 
lure had bless ’d her. 

A wfckingcye. a prying mind, 

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind, 

A hawkin keen sight ye cannot'bt&nd, 
not Hester. , ■» 



My spright^neighbor, gone before 
To thdt qnknown and silent shore. 

Shall we not meet, as heretofore, 

Some summer morning, 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet fore-warning 7 

§ 212. The old familiar Faces. Lamb. 

% ''i^ 

I have had playmates, I havej^companions. 
In my days of childhood, iu^nr joyful school- 
days, — , 

All, all arc gone, the old fatnfili* Buses. 

I have been laughing, I carousing, 

Drinking late, sitting my bosom cro- 

nies, 

All, all are gone, the did familiar faces. 

I loved a love once, faittwt among women ! 
Closed are her doom or me, I must not see 
her,— 

All, all are gone, thc^d^kmiliar faces, 
a friend*. a 



. ^ bound to traverse, 
familiar faces. 

than a brother, 
in my fether’s dwell- 

Sq might w^^t efthe pld familiar faces— 

How some they have died, and iome they have 
left me, < , •* 

And some are taken from mg j pll are i __ 

All, all are gone, the old fjmuttv ftceaT 
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Me common Lot. MwigQXSRY. 
Onck, in the flight of ages peat, 

There lived a roan awt wbo>*aWW 7 ; 
— Mortal ! howe'er thy lot ;«afc ■ 

That roan resembled thee. _ 

*7 Tn^nown the region of hie birth, -? 

B The land in which he died ■UalfilliW'Sfc 
t Hie name h*a perished from the earth, . 
This truth Sutoft* alone ^ jtfm 

That joy and^ef. and hope 
Alternate triupphtf in his bnitrt(B^/Sj 
His bliss and woe,— a smile, tt t^f f 
— Oblivion hides the rest. • ;■ 

The bounding pulse, the languid 
The changing spirits' rise and fall 3 * •' "‘'P? 

We know that these were felt by him, • 

For these are felt by all. 

He suffer'd,— trot his pangs are o'er 3 
Enjoy'd, — but his delights are fled f 
Had friends, -*-his friends are now*Jii?i^ptto 3 
And foes, — hit foes are dead. . *>* *.■, 

He loved,— but whom he loved the grave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb: 

O she was fair • — but nought could save 
Ilcr beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever tliou hast seen j 
Encounter'd all that troubles thee : 
lie was — whatever ihou hast been; 

He is— what thou shalt be. 

The rolling seasons, day and night, 

Sun, moon, aod stars, the earth and main, 
Erewhile Ids portion, life and light, 

To him exist' 

The cloud* a 
That once 
Have left in 
No vestige 

The annals of the human race, 

Their ruins since the world began, 

Of him aflbrd Ho other trace 
Than this , — therk liyk&a kan ! 


II. 



kbeains, o’er his eye 
lea and glory threw, 
silent sky 
flew. 


^ 214. Ode to tie Wed W*d. 
O, WILD Wflft Wi 


Sb^llrt. 



*> •'MS* 

mce the roaves 
an enchanter flee; 

red,; 


Thou, from wl 
Are driven, like 
ing, 

Yellow, and block, 

Pestilence-stricken' 

Who chariotest Jo their' 

The winged seeds, where 1 
Each like a corpse witifttf 

Thine azure sister of the 

Her clarion o'er the dreaSafcg and 
(Driving sweet built like flocks io feed in air): 
With living hues and odours plain and hill : 
W 5 M-i|drit which $rt moving every where 3 
Destroyer and preserver 3 hear, O hear ! 



Thou on whose stream/ 'mid the steep sky's 
commotion, [shed. 

Loose clouds tike earth's decaying leaves are 
Shook from the tangled boughs of heaven and 


Angels of rain and lightning : there arc spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
Of some fierce xnxnod,ev$tirom the dim verge 
lOf tho horizon to the zenith’s height, [dirge 
?|The locks of the approaching storm. Thou 
] Of the dying year, to which this dosing night 
I Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted with all thy congregated might 
Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
[Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst : O, 
hear ! 

III. 

Thou who didst waken fromhls summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, w&ce he lay, 

Lulled by«thft coil of his crystalline streams, 
Beside * torifoice isle in Baiae's bay, 

And saw In deep old palaces and towers 
Quivering tfitbin the wave's intenser day, 

All overgiWn with azure moss and flowers 
So sweety tbb sense faints picturing them! thou 
For whpsej^h the Atlantic's level powers 
Cleave tfiei^elves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
Tho sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear. 
And tremble, and despoil themselves : O, hear ! 

IV. 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear 3 
If I were a swill cloud to fly with thee; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O, uncontrollable ! if even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision 3 I would ne'er have 
striven 

As thus with thee in prayer ifc my sore need. 
[Qhi Mfcme as a wsye/tfteaf, a cloud ! 

" ~ -^rthe tlim^of Ufe ! I bleed: 

Atfeftyy t^ght ofhbhrs has chained and bow- 
fe Jv : etf j v^’’5 . [flww**- 

[Oite thb qM thee : tameless, and swift, and 

> ^ Vv ■ ' . 

Make me « the forest is: 

What ifmjmevps ng like its own ! 

The tumult Oftby mighty harmonies 
fWill takeftom bbth *d*te autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 
My spirit bethoiMUe* impetuous one ! 
iDrive my dditHb^jghts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to^uickefc a new birth ! 
And, by the incantation" of thro veins, 

p 2 
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Scatter, as, from an unextinguished hearth, 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 
Be through my lips toiinawokened earth 
The trumpet of a prophecy ! 0 wind, 

If winter comes, can spring be for behind ? 

$ 215. Stanza* written in Dejection, mar 
Naples. Siiklley. 

The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright, 
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purple npon> transparent light 
Around its unexpondedbuds j 
Like many a voice of one delight, 

The winds, the birds, the ocean floods 
The 'City's voice itself is soil, like Solitude's. 

I see the Deep's untrampled floor 
With green and purple sea-wceds strown j 
I see the waves upon the shore, 

Like light dissolv'd in star-showers thrown : 
I sit upon the sands alone, 

The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a lone * 1 ‘ h 

Arises from its measur'd motion f v . 

How sweet ! did any heart noW sty&re in my 


Alas ! 1 baye nor hope nor health, 

Nor peace within, nor calm ai 
Nor that content surpassing w< 

The sage in meditation found, y S \ 

And walk'd with inward glory crown'd — 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 
Others I see whom these surround — 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure ; 

To me that cup has been dealt in another 
measure. 

Vet now despair itself is mild. 

Ev'n as the winds and waters are ; 

I could lie down like a tir'd child, 

And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne, and yet must hear, 

Till death, like sleep, might steal on inc, 
And I might feel in the warm air 
My check grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony. 

Some might lament jthat 1 were cold, . 

As I, when this sweet day is gone^ . ‘ p _ 
Which my joet heart, too soon growiM^ V' 
Insults With this un&tfelymoan i ' . ^ . 

They might lament, — for I am one^N ** 
Whom men love not ; and yet regret, 
Unlike this day, which, when the ion ' 

Shall on its stainless glory set, 

Will linger, though enjoy'd* l& 4 ‘joy in me* 
moryyet. 


$216. 


A Song to Sir Philip Sidney, 

Tkurlow. 


Spirit, whose bliss beyond thi*'tfoi&y sphere 
Is with the rising and threettimfght, 

Who, far removM ftom all that grieves ns here, 
For ever happy, and for eter bright, 


"f f 


tpgsjR*-. 

Yet lookest down with pity from on high, 
'Midst *179 of immortality : ' 

O, with what pure and never-ending song, 

Song that| uplift upon the wings of love, 

May gain m&m to that celestial throng, 

Shall I now soar above, 

And in the silver flood of morning play,* . 

And view thy&ce, and brighten into day? * , 

Forgive me, then, O love-e&l&rgcd soul, 

Or fovb itself in pure tfelicity^W * 

If, question^ tty nature's flm^infrol, 

I slip my bonds, and wander auto thee 5 
Bufr, too well I know 
That this may not be so, 

Till that prefixed doom from heaven be spent : 
Then for a little while, 

If measure may brguilc, 

Let thy sweet deeds become my argument 5 
That all the wide hereafter may behold 
Thy mind more perfect than refined gold. 

But t&i» ft to enlarge the liberal air. 

And pour fresh light into the diamond. 

To herald that the fragrant rose is fair, 

And that the sun in beauty doth abound ; 

So vain, and so excessful id the thought 
To add to Sidney aught : 

Yet cannot I forego the sweet delight. 

More sweet to me than music or the spring. 

Or than the starry beams of summer's night, 
Thy sweetest praise, O Astrophcl, to sing; 

Till the wide woods, to which I teach the same. 
Shall echo with thy name ; 

And ev'ry fount, that in the valley flows, 

Shull stay its fall, and murmur at the close. 

■■f 

Nor yet shall time, a thing net understood. 
Nor weary space, forbid meth^ desire ; 

The nimble mind can travelwherfe it would, 

31 ore swift than wiuds, or than the greedy fire; 
So shall my thoughts aspire 
To that eternal scat, where thou art laid 
In brightness without shade ; 

Thy golden locks, that in wide splendor flow. 
Crowned with lilies, and with violets, 

And amaranth, wjticli that good angel sets 
With joy^fcpon thy radiant head to blow ; 

(Soft flow’ll, unknown to woe, 

Thatin the blissful meads of heay 'n are found ;) 

TheWUst full qutres around 

With, silver hymns, afrd dulcet harmony, 

Make laud unto the glorious throne of grace, 
And fill tby can with true felicity ; 

Such ism happy place, 

Which thou by thy h&oic toil hast won, 

Such is the p^ 0 /%yhich my sacred verses run. 

The* J Alim, that at thy Tiirth was set 

JM* loft ? 

ie did on earth beget ; 


Which a Mv ^.ymuBusv urn on earui uegei > 
That all the sVepherdswhich on ground did lie. 
Beholding there that uneicampled light, 

That mode file day the fright 
Were fill'd with hope and great expectancy, 
That Pan himself would on the eait hf bp p s a r, 
To bless th' unbounded year. ' 
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$ 5fct 7. Ode to a Nightingale. K*AT9. 

Mr heart ache*, and a drpwsy numbness pains 
My sense as though of Imm&dk I had drunk, 

Or emptied eome dull opiate to the drains 
— One minute past, and lethe-wards hod sunk : 

ms not through envy of thy happy hat. 

But beiratoohappy in thine happiness, — 
That thoi^ .fight-winged dryad of the trees, 
In sonU melodious plot 
Of beecheng^sen, and shadows numberless 
Singest ofsdmmer in full-throated ease. 

O, for a draught of vintage ! that hath been 
Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth, 

Tasting of Flora and the country green, 
Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt 
mirth! 

O, for a beaker full of the warm south, 

Full of the true, the blushful llippocrenc, 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth ; 

That I might drink, and leave the world un- 
seen. 

And with thee fade away into the forest 
dim : 

Fade far aw&y, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves hast never 
known, 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear each other 
groan; 

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectrc-thin, 
and diets 

Where bufto think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs, 

Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new love pine at them beyond to-mor- 
row. 


Away ! away ! for I will fly to thee. 

Not charioted by Bacchus and bis bards, 

But on the viewless wings of poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards : 
f Already with thee ! tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on he^ throne, 
Cluster'd around by all her starry %*) 
But hero there is no light, 

Save what from heaven la with the breezes 
blown 

Through verdurous glooms and winding 
mossy ways. 

1 cannot see what flowers at* at tny, (feet, 

Nor what soft lficense hangs upon the boqghs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, 

Wherewith the seasonable ttoitthWoowf * 
The grass, tho thicket, add the fruit-tree wild ; 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 
Fast fading violets cover’d 0 * in leaves ; 

* And mid-May’s eldest child, 

Thtf coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
.The murmurous haunt of flics on summer 
eves. 


Darkling I listen ; and, for many a time, 

I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
To take into the air my quiet breath; 

Now, more than ever, seems it rich to die, 

To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul ab roa d 
In such an ecstasy ! [vain — 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have earn in 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice 1 hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown : 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick 
for home, 

She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 
The same that oft-times hath [foam 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the 
Of perilous seas, in fairy lands forlorn. 

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is film’d to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu ! adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up tho jfeUl-sidc ; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades : 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music : — do I wake or sleep ? 

§ 218. The last Song. Cornwall. 

Mpst it be ? — then farewell, [long : 

Thou whom my woman’s heart cherished so 
Farewell, and be this song 
The last, wherein I say u I loved thee well.” 
Many a weary strain 

(Never yet heard by tlicc) hath this poor breath 
Uttered, of love and death, 

And maiden grief, hidden and chid in vain. 

Oh ! if in after years 

The tale that I am dead shall touch thy heart. 
Bid not the pain depart; 

But shed, over my grave, a few sad tears. 
Thlh^qf me— still so young, 

Silent, though fond/whb cast my life away. 
Daring to disobey , 

The passionate spirit that around me clung. 
Farewell^ again) and yet, ■ 

Must it indeed be so ?— and on this shore 

Shall you wad l op more 

Together see the sub of the summer set ? 

For me, my day! are gone : 

No more shallX in vintage times, prepare 
Chaplets to bind my hair, 

As I was yro$M for aloae - 

But on rey hier Vft lay 
Mo down in froxbu. beauty, pole and wan, 
Martyr of love te man, 

And, like a broken flower, gently decay. 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. frikiff 


$219. The Genfa$,qf Death. Crow. 

What is death t ' *Tis to be free! 

No more to love, or hope, or fear 5 
To join the great equality : 

All, all alike are humbled there ! 

The mighty grave 
Wraps lord and slave ; 

Nbt pride nor poverty dares come 
Within that refuge-house — the tomb ! 

* 

Spirit with the, drooping wing, 

And the ever-weeping eye, 

Thou of all earth's kings art King ! 
Empires at thy footstool lie ! 

Beneath thee strew’d 
Their multitude 
Sink like waves upon the shore 5 
Storms shall never rouse them more ! 

What's the grandeur of the earth 
To the grandeur round thy throne ! 
Riches, glory, beauty, birth, 

To thy kingdom all have gone. - 
Before thee stand 
The wondrous band, 

Bards, heroes, sages, side by side, 

Who darken’d nations when they died ! 

Earth has hosts, but thou canst show 
Many a million for her one : 

Through thy gates the mortal flow 
Has for countless years roll’d on : 

Back from the tomb 
No step has come : 

There fix’d till the last thunder’s sound 
Shall bid thy pris’ners be unbound ! 


$ 220. The Treasures of the Deep. 

Mrs. Hoans. 

What hid’st thou in thy treasure-caves and 
cells. 

Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious Main ? 

Pale glistening pearls, and rainbow-colour'd 
shells, 

Bright things whidh gleam unreck'd of, and 
in vain j 

Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy Sea, 

We ask not such from thee ! 

Yet more, the depths have more ! what wealth 
untold 

Far down, and shining through their stillness 
lies ! 

Thou hast the starty gems, the bunting gold, 
Won from ten thousand royal Argosies. 

Sweep o’er thy spoils, thoq wild and wrathful 
Main; 

Earth nofjthesc again ! 

Vet more, the- depths have mere! thy waves 
have roll’d ' r" 

Above the cities of a wofld gofee by ! 

Sand hath fill’d up the palaces of pM, 
Bea-weed o’eigrown the halls of revtflty ! 

Pash o’er flpto, Ocean ! in thy scornfiil play ! 

Man yields them to decay ! 


Yet more, the billows and the depths have 
"more ! [breast! 

High, hearts end, brave are gather’d to thy 
They hetifqot n^W the booming waters roar, 
The battle-thunders will not break their rest. 
Keep thy red gold and gems, thou .stormy 
grare-r , „ 

Give back tkf JjgM».$nd brave ! 

Give back the lost and lovely Imse for whom 
The place was kept at bmP end hearth so 
long 5 ' {less gloom, 

The prayer went up through itddnight’s breath- 
And the vain yearning woke *teid festal song ! 
Hold last thy buried isles, thy towers o’er- 
thrown, 

But all is not thine own ! 

To thee the love of woman hath gone down, 
Dark flow thy tides o’er Manhood’s noble 
head — [crown ; 

O’er Youth’s bright locks and Bqauty’s flowery 
Yet must thou hear a voice — Restore the 
dead ! [thee : 

Earth shall reclaim her precious things from 
Restore the dead, thou Sea ! 

$ 221. To the Winds. Barton. 

Ye viewless Minstrels of the sky ! 

I marvel not, in times gone by. 

That ye were deified : 

For, even in this later day, 

To me oft has your -power, or play. 

Unearthly thoughts supplied. 

Awful your power ! when, by your might. 

You heave the wild waves, crested white, 

Like mountains in your wrath ; 

Ploughing between them valleys deep, 

Which, to the 6caman rous’d from sleep, 

Yawn like Death’s op’ning path ! 

Graceful your play ! when, round the bower 
Where Beauty culls Spring’s loveliest flower 
To wreathe her dark locks there. 

Your gentlest Wlj&spen lightly breathe 
The leaves between, flit round that wreath 
And stir her silken hair. 

Still, thoughts like these are but of earth, 

L. And you can give far loftier birth ; — 

Yd come !— we know not whence ! 

Yc go 1— can mortals trace your flight? 

All imperceptible to sight, 

Though audible to sense. 

The Sun, — his rise and set we know ; 

The Sea/— we mark its ebb and flow ; 

The Moop,— her,wax and wane ; 

their courses well, 

The Gttty&’s fftgxfcttt paths can tell;— 

But you his search oudain. 

Ye restless, homeless, shapeless things ! 

Who mock till our imaginings, 

Like Spirits ih a dream; ^ * 

What epithet can words supply • • 

Unto the Bard who takes such high, 
Unmanageable theme ? 



SENTIMENT^, LYRICAL, AND LUDICROUS 

Bat one:— to me, when Fancy stirs 
My tttdtights, ye stem Heaven's Messengers, 

Who leave no path untrod ; 

And when, as now, at midnight's hear, 

1 hear your voice in' all its power, 

It seems the Voice or .God. 


$ 222. Lines written in the £kwrcfcyard qf 
Yorkshire. Know '£**. 

“ It i»'j^pl|^s to be 4. 

MET-mx§:^i« good to be hero* 

If thou'lt retvOS build — but for wmmf 
Nor Elias nor Moses appear, 

But the shadows of eve that encompass the 
gloom, [tomb. 

The abode of the dead, and the place of the 

Shall we build to Ambition ? ah, nol 
Affrighted he shrinketh away : 

For, see ! they would pin him below, 

In a small, yarrow cave, and begirt with cold 
clay, 

To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty ? ah, no ! she forgets 
The Charms which she wielded before, 

Nor knows the foul worm, that he frets 
The skin which, but yesterday, fools could adore 
For the smoothucss it held, or the lints which 
it wore. 

Shall we build to the purple of Pride, 

The trappings which diken the proud 7 
Alas ! thoy are all laid aside : 

And here's nejiher dress nor adornment al- 
low'd/T- ?1 [the shroud. 

But the long winding-sheet, and the fringe of 

To Richest afarf His in vain — 

Who hid, ihrtheft turns have been hid : 

The treasures are squander'd again ; 

And here in the grave are all metals forbid 
But the tinsel that shines on the dark coffin-lid. 

To the pleasures which Iffijffa can afford, 
The revel, the laugh, an$tjjpieer 7 
Ah ! here is a plentiful tarot, ■ , 

But the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer, 
’ And none but the worm Is .a^** 8 |r|tere,.; ' 


Shall we build to Affection and LoVe^ 

Ah, no ! they have wither'd and died. 

Or fled with the spirit above ; (side 
Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid ,ride by 
Vet none have saluted, and hone have replied. 

Unto Sorrow t the dead, con not grieve— 

Not a sob norji sigh pto. 

Which compassion 

Ah, sweety they slhmta^ ndf W 

Peace, peace is the ^N^lct^wwdj the only one 

Unto Death, to %loih ^oh&l|(^s must bow? 
Ah, no ! for his empire (tjubOHU, 

Andhere there are trophies enow : [stone! 
Bene/tth, the cold dead, and around, the dark 
Anfthe signs ofasceptre that none may disown 
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The first tabernacle to Hope we will build, 
And look for the supers around us to rise ! 
The second to Fmth which ensures it ful- 
, fill'd 5 

| The third to the Lamb, on whom virtue relies 
For a glorious abode with himwfllf in the skies. 

223. The Hindoo Widow on the Eveqfya* 
crificing herself at her Hwband'e fmmi 
File. Anonymous. • -V 

Where is thy dweUing,4py early love? 

Is it where those clouds are dancirig I 
Is it where those stars are glancing ? 

Is thy home in the bright blue sky above ? 

Ves, thou art gone to those starry bowers, 
Where the golden waves are glowing 
Over gems in music flowing, 

Where never storm ruffles the summer flowers. 
But is not thy bright home sad to thee ? 1 
Can another world give bliss 
Dearer than our love in this ? 

Dost thou n^ sigh in thy bower for me ? 
Think htw-WS dwelt in the desert place ; 

How I lo^d the setting sun, 

When thetoH of day was done, , 

And you come with the spoil of the hunter's 
race. . 

But our lovew&s like the dawn-flower's bloom, 
In the mors, like that morning's light, 
Faded when all else is bright ; 

Yet a memory's led in its lone perfume. 

We were too happy to be so long j 
We were so blest in our lonely bower : 

But the storm hangs over the suunicst hour, 
And the serpent follows the sweetest song. 
Yet again our hour of meeting’s nigh 5 
I left my father's halls for thee : 

Death for thy sake is sweet to me ; 

Our love was form'd for eternity. 

My only child is sleeping there, 

With smile too young for aught of grief, 
Like Love upon a lotus leaf, 

Calm as spring, as summer fiur. 

My boy, the kiss I give 's the last 
, Thy lips will ever have from me ; 

Now 1 have said Farewell to thee, 
fTbe bitterness of death is past. 

Come, give the bridal rpbe> and, twine 
The crimson blossoms round my brow : 


Jty Step is on the pile; and now, 

My lovely life, I’m eyer thine. 

„ 1 , • . 

} 224. By-pa# Time. Anonymous. 

The sky is tJh®i ij^Nftrard is green. 

The leaf upon. the4>oegh ujpen, 

The wind comm&am the belay west, 
The little eongs^abnilda its nest. 

The bee^mhmt^ uotb flower to flower, 
Till twilight?* im aittd pensile . 

The joyous year *r$yes ; but wjjfflt 
Shall by-past timet eome back again ? 
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I think on childhoods glowing years-* ■ 
How soft, how brigl&tbe mene appeals 
How calm, how dotting, away 
The long, long summer holiday ! 

I may not muse— >1 must not dream— 
Too beautiful then visions seem 
For earth and mortal men j but when 
Shell by-past times come back again 1 
sunny eyes so soft, 

W» deeply felt, enjoy’d too oft, 

When through thejjoomy fields I rov’d 
With hgr, the ea^M,. garnet <ov r d 5 
Around who^ tfam I yet survey 


In thougfr a lright celestial ray 
To present scenes denied ; and when 
Shall by-ptst times come back again f 

Alas ! the world, at distance seen, 
Appear’d all blissful and serene, 

An Eden, form’d to tempt tho foot. 

With crystal streams, and golden fruit ; 
That world, when tried and trod, is found 
A rocky waste, a thorny ground l r 
We then revert to youth; but 
Shall by-past times come back; 

ftm“W<Bukri 

The season now is all delight) *; * 

Sweet smilo the passing hours, y 
And summer’s pleasures, at thei^W*bt, 
Are sweet as are her flowers; 

The purple morning waken’d soon, 

The mid-day’s gleaming din, 

Gray evening, with her silver moon, 

Are sweet to mingle in. 

While wakiug doves betake to flight 
From off each roosting bough ; 

While Nature’s locks arc wet with night, 
How sweet to wander now ! 

Fast fade the vapors cool and gray. 

The red sun waxes strong, 

And streaks on labor’s early way 
His shadows lank and long. 

How strange a scene hath come to pass, 
Since summer ’gan its reign ! 

Spring flow’ra axe buried in the grass, 

To sleep till spring again : 

And clover heads, with ruddy bloom, 
That blossom where they fell, 


EXTRACTS. 
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When with the past my bfrifigtifet; 

Still summer suns shall shine j 
And other eyes shall see them rise, 

When detMh has darken'd mine ! • 

$ 226. An Indian at Iks Butying-pktte o/hjg. 
Fathers. Bi$AWT. ^ " 

It is gtt^ppt I. to i * . 

My fishers* ancient burial-p 
Ere fr&n these vales, oahained 
Withdrew our wasted reciS*.,. 

It is the *g£~rl know it wejjiiA 1, ; ‘ 

Of which our old traditions toil* „ 

For here the upland bank sends out 
A ridge toward the river side ; 

I know the shaggy hills about, 

The meadow smooth and wide; 

The plains, that, toward the southern sky, 
Fenced cast and west by mountains lie. 

A white man, gazing on the scene, 

Would say a lovely spot was here, 

And praise the lawns so fresh and green 
Between the hills so sheer. 

1 like it not — I would the plain 
Lay ia its tall old groves again. 

The sheep are on the slopes around, 

The cattlo in the meadows feed, • 

|/\nd laborers turn the crumbling ground 
Or drop the yellow Bccd, 

And prancing steeds, in trappings gay. 

Whirl the bright chariot o’er the way. 

Mcthinks it were a nobler j 
To seo these vales in' u 
Their summits iu the golden ,] 

Their trunks in gn 
And herds of deer, that l 
O'er rills and prostrate trees} 

And then to mark thalord of all. 

The forest feeif, tg&ed to wars. 

Quivered and r*“ — 


Ere autumn’s .lading ratfWfis come. 
Shall me^ ffijtirpaiilMis well. 
Life’s every beauty fcdes away, 

And short its earthly race j 
Change leads us round its varied day, 1 
And strangers take our piece ; 

On summers past, how VUftUg. eyes 
Have waken'd into bM)* ' ' 

That Deatifffe&pring band defile* 

To view the fikarms Of ijjjjiiij * 

The fields gfcuddett gi^fa,. 

Were hLooiaia^Kn the ggj* $9 now, 
•0 And so will bloom again 


And seamed 
Walk forth; 



’and lithe and tall, 
scan, 
rqtgn, to dare 


pile wolf, g n ip pl e ifjth the bear. 

Ms banl^MimlMlte dead were laid, 
t £ Wi a mOrrowlfen its soil was oyrs j 
(mhei the artless Indian maid 

Brought wreaths of beads and flowers, 

And the gray chief and gifted seer 
Worshipped the God of thunders here. 

*i, l|iut now the wheat is green and high 
f On clods that hid the warrior's breast, 
And scattered intbefarrows He 
W* waapw^ 

And fhkxlt^.tiie'iMl^Md, is thrown 

lAh ! little thtojfct tfcef%w»g and brave, 

'* Who boro’t j^ lff^sm ebieft ain fWfch; - 
* s- 1 Or the youngwlfc^tbat weeping gave • 
Her first-born to the earth, ^ * 
.That the pale race, who waste us now, * 

I Among their bones should guide the plougn. 



217 



SENTIMENTAL, LtlttCAti/ ANtfttUDICROUS. 


April snow 

In tl M woimwoda, we shrink away $ 

And fast they foteif* M we go 
Towards the setting day,— : - ' 

Till they shall fill the land, and Ww 

Are driven into the western sea^ , * 

- • 

§ But I behold a fearful sign, , . t- L ; 

To whictraf- white men's eves M ; 
Their race jftfManish hence, uke nodii^ 

An, 4 teWIP behind, 

Save luu& tfipmi region spread. 

And the White Stones above the deed* ^ 

Before these fields were shorn and tilled, 

Fall to the brim our rivers flowed 5 
The melody of waters filled 
The fresh and boundless wood ; 

And torrents dashed, and rivulets played, 

And fountains spouted in the shade. 

Those grateful sounds are heard no more, 
The springs are silent in the sun, 

The rivers, by the blackening shore, 

With lessening current run ; * ' ** 

The realm our tribes are crushed Co get 
May be a barren dcseH yet. 


( 227. Song qf the Grecian Amazon. Bryant. 
I buckle to my slender side 
The pistol and the scimetar, 

And in my maiden flower and pride 
Am come to share the tasks of war. 

And yonder stands my fiery steed, 

* That paws th^mwpiuL and neighs to go, — 
My chafer efU^pplhbreed, — 

I took him from ine routed foe. 

My mirror is tl^M^ain spring, 

At which I dw ij fty ruffled hair; 

My dimmed aftd'flusty arms, I bring, 

And wash away the blop&etoin there. 

Why should I gifaid, ffog£rofn4 and sun, 

This cheek, whose vi q j| fflq fe Is Add 5 
It was for one— oh, only 0 i * 

I kept its bloom, and he 

But they who stow 
Of coward murderers liirki 
‘And left him to the fowls of 1 

Arc yet alive— and they must die. ‘w 

They slew him — and my virgin years *' " 
Are vowed to Greece and vsftge* nee flfl w ; 
And many an Othman dame, ip tears, % 
Shall rue the Grecian maiden's vow. 


I touched the lute in better days, 

I led in dance the joyous band ;— 

The march of hosts thtthutd pb viklpfii*** 
Seems gayer than rim dance k^inel v ' W 


The lute’s sweet toneaWnet, i» sweet 
As the fierce shout *. . 

fzp.^ong qfi O* S$r»‘ % Botant. 
WHWthe radiant morn of creation broke, 
And die world in the smilo of God awoke. 


And the empty realms of darkness and death 
Were moved through their depths by his 
mighty brefcty,^ ‘ 

And orbs of beauty, and spheres offlsme> 
From the void abyss, by myriads came, 

In the joy of youth, as they darted away, 
Through the widening wastes of space to play, 
Their silver voices in chorus rung, 

And this wag the song the bright ones sUttg ? 

" Away, away, through tltetWde, wide sky, * 
The fair bite fields that before us lie : 

Each sun with the worlds that round us roll, 
Each planet poised on her turning pole, 

Wit^h her isles of green , and her clouds of white, 
And her waters that lie like fluid light. 

“ For the Source of glory uncovers his face, 
And the brightness overflows unbounded space ; 
And we drink, as we go, the luminous tides 
In our ruddy air and our blooming sides; 

JiO, yonder the living splendors play ! 

Away, on our joyous path away ! 

“ Look,;io^^ougli our glittering rankB afar. 
In tbp id|^||^4zUre, star after star, [pass ! 
How f tjbey and bloom as they swiftly 

How tha verdhos reps o'er each rolling mass ! 
And the path ef the gentle winds is seen. 
Where the. smadV Waves dance, and the young 
woody lean. 

And see, wfctae the brighter day-beams pour. 
How the itijjpows hang in the sunny shower; 
And the morshuid the eve, with their pomp of 
hues. 

Shift o’er the bright planets and shed their dews; 
And 'twixt them both, o'er the teeming ground, 
With her shadowy cone, the night goes round. 

“ Away, away ! — in our blossoming bowers. 

In the soft air wrapping these spheres of ours. 
In the seaB and fountains that shine with morn. 
See, love is brooding, and life is born. 

And breathing myriads are breaking from night, 
To rejoice, like us, in motion and light. 

**Glide on in yonr beauty, ye youthful spheres ! 

weave the dance that measures the years. 
'Glide on in the glory and gladness sent 
To the farthest wall of the firmament, 

The boundless visible smile of Him, 

To the veil of whose brow our lamps are dim/' 

(229. The Tonbridge SekoobBoy. Spoken 
by 3 fr. Thomas Knox at the annual Viri- 
^tqtionqf Tunbridge School. 

S w ef.t is thy month, O Maia ! nor less sweet 
Life's earliest prints, when roseate blossoms 
blow . “ 

In Fancy's faiij' melds, the Elysian fields 
Of infantine illusion, on the breast 
Of boys, who court, like us r {he classic Muse, 
And daily sip the dews of Castalie. 

Happy the school-boy ! did be prise his bliss, 
'Twer© ill exchang'd for all the dazzling gems 
That gaily sparkle in ambition’s fly C$ „ 
llis arc the joys of nature, his the finite, 
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Mimm?- EXTRACTS. 


1 W* W* 


The cherub smile, of innocence and health, 
Sorrow unknown, * A * ' 11 

Me wipes it soon ; 


d the cheerful voice 
Of comrades calls himtot^top, or ball. 
Away ho hies, and clamors as he goes 
With glee, which causes him to tread on air ; 
Bounding along, elastic, to the field# [orb 
Or play-ground, scarce the well-stuffi leathern 
SMnge from the earth so light, so awiftos he ; 
£|ftwell he cams the sport he wejl enjoys ; 
For, from the m<>ti$tog’* dawsi, o'er teaching’s 
page 

His steady eye has por’d till eventide. 

Early he woke ; and scarce had chanticleer 
Announc’d Aurora’s orient blushing beams, 
When from the turret of the clanks dome 
The bell, importunate, rang shrill and lond, 
And call’d him from his pillow ; up he sprang, 
Shaking soft slumbers from his shining eyes, 
And eager to renew his daily task. 

First, lowly on his knees, with orisons 
His Father high in heaven he supplicates 


him, 

:$fc$ious| 



tUUd fresh 


Nor seldom does the . 

And strike the deep-tdn'd*stjj$i Ateftts note 
He emulates; whose sineng&jtermn lines .* 
Pour forth, like Handel’s strains, full hafmony ; 
And now hf sings with Sapphonoftly .sweet; 
The liquid treasures flow like honieddrops^ 
That trickle from the daedal cells of be&, ’ 


Adoi 

Wit 


oiiis closing the mellifluent ley 
th gentlest cadence. Listen wt 


ouoe more l 


To bless his earthly sire, her 
Friends, tutors, ah that wat 
care 

To guide his footsteps in 
Then to the limpid spring 
In the cold clement his nxpfpsfkg 
His flowing locks well kempt, iuln _ . v 
As vernal violets wash’d with ik^Kt pf dew, 

He takes his seat upon the classic' bjgncli, 

With Lily’s volume duly op’d him, 

And cons the task to memory a|fi$n'd, 
Repeating rules of grammar o’er'and o’er 
With patience unsubdued ; but now and then 
He sweetens toil with gingerbread’s nice calcs. 
Or apples par’d, unseen, beneath the form, 

Or conversation softly interchang'd 
Of nests, and slides, and marbles; weighty 
cares, 

Yet not unpleasing. Soon the busy school 
Glows with a general hum, us when in May 
The bees go forth to rifle honied flowers; 

They buz* and murmur, yet no labor slight, 
But bring home luscious loads to enrich the] 
hive. J f 

The morning part well said, new cares suc- 
ceed ; 

For now the authors of a golden age, 

Virgil and Horace, Tully’s copious page, 

And Homer’s manly melody, invite 
The ear attnn’d, by nature and by art, 

To revel in the luxury of verse, 

Or prose well measur’d, fraught with sense and] 
sound 

Harmonious ; polish’d is his ear, and keen 
His intellect ; he hears, he tastes, he feels, 

Till his whole soul, elate with ecstasy, 
Catching the flame of genius, boldly dares 
To emulate the beauty he admires : 

Hence in the evening exercise the theme 
Pregnant with moral truth, express’d in style 
Purely Augustan ; one day sure to grace 
The bar, the pulpit, or the author’s page, 
"iimself to aggrandize, and serve mankind. 


brtnttestc 

Tis e% I hear ; the mourn 
Is simple ; yet 'tis Nature’s, mih tept comes 
Directly from the heart; and to^je heart 
It deeply pierces. 1 could woefp, and smile 
To think I wept. How plaintive are the notes I 
Like such as oft I hear the nightingale • 
Modestly warble from the thickest shade, 
Concealment seeking, yet betray’d by toues 
Softer and sweeter titan Italia’s sons 
Strain from their throats to raptur'd theatres. 
But not to ode and elegy alone 
His ardor lends ; his emulative skill 
In epigram lie tries; and many a’point 
Inserts which Martial might not blush to own. 
With classical expression neat and terse. 

Oft en tbl banks of Medyray, near the dome 
Of Sydney’s noble race, he sits reclin’d, 

And meditates the verse where Waller sat. 
And sung his Saccharissa ; by his side 
Horace and Ovid. While the trembling reed 
With fly appendant lures the golden chub, 
llis pencil in his hand, lie studious notes 
Some bright idea, oytome polish'd phrase 
Suggested by the Mune that haunts the groves 
Of Penshurst, classic. {uo^mM if Britain’s isle 
Can iniast such ground^ tlpllttuishurst’s is the 
claim, 

Though solitude now J te jgns, and the heron’s 
scream - 

Drowns with the din each sflfkg of Philomel. 

The task well finish’d, to the master’s eye 
The stripling burdf^jbinits with anxious heart. 
Happy, thrice happj&Could it meet with praise. 
His bosom throbs, tfU soon the judge’s brows, 
That frown'd terrific, gentler looks assume : 
He coIIb tlio Urchin with a friendly voice, 

And, stroking curl’d locks, “’Tis good,” 
he cries, 

“ And, to k reward thy well-done task, I grant 
A holiday.” Straight all the air resounds 
" A holiday i” Loud shouts from infant lips 
Proclaim a holiday ! they eager rush 
To snatch the licens’d joy ; each moment lost 
Seems like an hour. Then take, O take, your 
fill, 

Yc innocent tribes, sor let severity 
Too rigorous rob you of the Reeling day : 

’Tis brief at best, and hardly shall ye know. 

In life’s moft boasted years, a purer bliss, 

Or mm exalj tedU- fly^hen o’er the lawn, 
Climb yonder hHl, expatiate through thegrove, 
Or from the gotten bank^ungp into the wave. 
Why need I luge? Already they are gone ; 
Some, in the Iiidted stream already meig’J, 
Their pastime take, and cloave tfife ambient 
wave, \ 
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xxwt^.l ■ ' SENTIMENTAL, LYRICAL, AND LUDICROUS. 


i float supine, | 
__ w . ion the smooth expanse. I 

s nerv’d with Added strength, they urge the | 
baU 

At cricket, manly game ! the boast of Kent ; 
Tunbrigia’a sons against all England's race ; 
'NorMast/ though least, the sprightly boys of 

• Judd r *>: 

Scorning take surpass'd in scliool or field. 

Others; as seuons urge, with wary eye 
Search every tl&fcet for the mossy nest; 

And, thoqghtkss of the wrong, the eggs de» 
*poiI» ^ 

Bind as the ethereal concave, streak'd or rein'd, 
By Nature's pencil, with a thousand dyes. 

Oh, my companions ! rob not the poor bird, 
For many a pang she fools ; but bo content 
With viewing the fair prize, and leave it there. 
Sweetly the song from yonder hawthorn busli 
Shall pay your generous pity ns you pass ; 

And conscious virtue shall a bliss bestow, 
Which rapine, though successful, never tastes. 
Though India's gems enrich the plunderer. 
Trust not in wrong and robbery for h&ppi- ; 
ness; 

Nor, when autumnal suns the pensile fruit 
Mature, and on the southern garden-wall 
Blushes the nectar’d peach like Hebe’s check, 
O’crloap the fence. Oh, turn thy roving eye 
From orchards rich with vegetable gold, 

The pippin and the pear*, and learn, like me, 
The ripen'd cherry, shining, sleek, and plump, 

# To view with all the stoic’B apathy. 

I hate the purpHyriuNteftof the grape 
When, out fW|T Peeps between the 

leave* , [more. 

Half shown and hal&donceal’d, to tempt the 
Insidious beauty f#$oinradc , touch it not : 

If e’er, in evil hour, thou pluck the fruit 
I Unlawful, thou shalt ruo it; short-liv’d sweet, 
Follow’d by bitterness ! The owner sees 
Unseen, and tells the master of thy theft. 
Then, lo, the birchen fasces — hateful twigs ; 
Down go the galligaskins ; Biota end sobs 
Too plainly toll what ponaUicjft ajad woes 
(’•rings disobedience, and the tempting fruit 
•Of that forbidden tree. Then learn content : 
A little weekly stipend is thine own, 

And freely use it, as it was given for use. 

Docs thy mouth water? See the matron's 
stall; 

Plums, nuts, and apples, rang'd in shining 


Invite, nor rigid Prudence bids forbear; 
There purchase, paying ready cash, and cat; 
Welcome as nutato thee thy mite to her. 
Enjoy thy feast/poor imp, and fVeely table, 
No fears or qualms empoit'mng the rega&s 
Then, with light heart, and pockets light* 
■till,. 

Eas’d of thy monoy-^eet of every harm ! 
Awqy again to drive tbl circling hoop, 

Or spin ttyo-top, or knucfcltf down at taw. 

/ 

*' • (Ur Ari1.u. TnAJ 


But now the shades of eve and turret bell 
Proclaim the holJ4^JU>o,|M>pn expir’d— 

* In, boyB ! all in^ys!?* Instant to the school 
Repairing, low tfisybend to that high Pow'r 
That guards them from the sultry noon-tide 
heat, 

The pestilence that walketh in the night, ' 
And out of mouths of sucklings and of babes 
Ordained pndse. The choral hymn and pray'r 
Ascends like incense to th^throne of Ileavcfil, 
And' now, all weary, And with eyes half- 
closed, 

Down on the couch they sink; nor sooner 
down, 

Than sleep seals up their lids. How hush'd tho 
din, 

The merry noise, that echoed o’er the field 
The live-long day ! ’Tis silent all and still 
Along the chambers of tho dormitory. 

Save where a gentle breathing soothes the ear, 
Or, now and then, a voice that talks in sleep : 
For mauy ft vision, or fantastic dream, 

I Io vers^ i r pillows; rivers, groves, 

of tallest trees are seen, 
i WitftnaUpVf youAg, or eggs of varied hue; 

typt linnets, lim'd with twigs. 
Or Stflrid inJf^m^or^idgeons on the hook. 
The orchard^ t^nSl£ with added lures ap- 

v*HLk'* im 

Already up the tree they seize the prize ; 
There pippins, pears of freshest hue. 

Clusters offpnbes, no longer out of reach, 
Distil nectajpwis juices on their lips, 

Which seem to smack again : so strong and 
true 

Imagination’s pencil paints the 6cene. 

Thus cheer'd by slumbers and a holiday. 

With double diligence they ply the task 
L T i>on the morrow : tlicn vacation’s good. 
When to ingenuous minds allow’d it gives 
A spur to industry, and to genius fire. 

Rest and alternate labor, these, combin’d 
With discipline, shall form the emulous youth 
To high accomplishments in liberal arts ; 

And when his friends and country call him 
forth 

To generous services in busy life, 

With energetic force he acts his part, 

And strict propriety, in every place, 

However arduous, in the social sphere. 

Happy and honor’d, prominent he stands 
Among the Bons of men; and lustre flings 
Back on the place where education stored 
BRs mind with arts that taught him to excel. 

Pardon my daring, if, amid this group 
Of school-boys, who, beneath your fostering 
smiles, 

The muses, graces, virtues, cultivate, 

I venture to foretell, that, spurniug case, 

Some shall emerge, and add to the renown 
Of Tunbridge School ; an ancient, hoary seat 
Of classic institution, favor’d long 
By patronage of men, whose liberal souls. 
Amid tho cares of gain, commcrais3bjdi|s ( 
Chief cause of Britain’s proud priNimnjDdce, 


* Sir Arthur Judd, the founder. 
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Still find on hour to Ijgt^n to the Huso. 

And honor arts w hftfe j ftfr bo sordid pelf, 

But add a grace ta|Sta& build up man. 

Oh, His a noble edije^ ridhere * 

The solid basis must be firmly laid 
In elemental lore. The pious Judd, 

Some centuries past, here placed the corner- 
, stone: 

Hji S ofia, disdaining to degenerate, /. 

Support and deck the pile. Tis noMrdkone 
Alid merits praise/ which, thought hearts 
can feel, i 

°“ r to ^^ e * "*•* Wori » to apeak in language 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 



A school-boy !— y 
tale; 

Tis a true picture of my aipp lil^ if 

Then how should I, in language adtittoate 
Deaoribe your merits 1 «Ti. a copioStbe’me, 
And ask* a guniua, aa your bounty., lame 
But this I know,— instructed in t&ibrtf ' 

Of elegance and taste beneath this roof. « 
And cherish’d by your smiles, the day may 
come J J 

Wlren I may strike the lyre Womanly grace, 

. And justify the favor which o’# low ’ “ 

[Indulgence, blinding judgment, has bestow’d. 
Tunbridge, May <J, 1803. T. It 



ELEGAJVT EXTRACTS 


POETICAL. 


HOOK THE FIFTH. 


EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, AND OTHER LITTLE 

PIECES. 


The Art qf making one s own Sermons, Ulus 
tooted by Example 

J ACK stole hie discourse from the fain d 
Doctor Brown, 

But reading it wretchedly, made it lus ows 

Ignotum omne pto magnifico 

A v * rsi. to pamper’d md high mettled steeds, 
llis iwn upon chopp d straw Aviro feeds 
Bn d in hu stable, in his paddock born, 

W h it vast ideas they must have ol corn 1 


On the Phrase " Killing Time ” Translated 
from Voltaire 

Tiif r* 's scarce a point wherein mankind 
agree 

So well is m their boast of killing me 
1 boast oi nothing but w hen I ve a mind, 

I think I can be even with mankind 


Till- gay Hirtilh show d her mimic bust. 
And ask d blunt Sento if 'tw ere fashion’d just 
“ Ma im, he replied, * m this ’tis much, like; 
you, 

The face is pointed, and thit badly too ”* 


On a Lady who squinted 

4 Ii ancient poets Argus prize, 

^ ho boasted of a hundred eyes, 
s «rc greater praise to her is due 
W ho looks a hundred ways with two 1 


As Will along the floor had laid 
His lay limbs m solemn show, 

1 You’re ill, ’ quoth Sal, " I’m sore afraid ” 

" Indeed,” says Will, “ I’m rather low.” 

To a Lady with a Print qf Venus utHrs&by 
the Graces . 

T'h V fer wpenor iqflhy state, 

Dven Envy must agrees 
On thee a thousand Graces wait, 

On Venus only three. 


" Mv wife’s so ver> bid, ' cried Will, 

1 l tear she ne’er will hold it — [Phil, 

She keeps her bed •’ — u Mine’s worse,” quoth. 
{i The jade has just now sold it.” 

The Clown s Reply Goldsmith 
John Trott was desired by two witty peers 
To tell them the reason why oases had ears 
u An’t please you," quoth John, " I’m not giv- 
en to letters, [betters 

Nor dare I pretend to know more thin my 
Howe’er, from this time, I shall ne’er see your 
graces, [asses ” 

As I hope to be sav’d 1 without thinking on 

An Elegy on the Glory qf her Sex 

Goldsmith. 

Good people all, with one accord, 

Lament for Madam Blaize, 

Who never wanted a good word-*- , 

From those who spoke her pnu^C. 


m 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


The needy seldom pass’d her door, 

And always found jMffclHii “ 

She freely lent to 
Who left a pledge \ 

She strove the neighborhood to please. 
With manned .wondrous winning 3 
And never folW’d wicked ways — 
Unless when she was sinning. 


At church, with silks and satins new, 
With hoop of monstrous size 5 
She never slumber’d in her pew — 
But when she shut her eyes. 


Her love was sought, I do aver, 

By twenty beaux and more 5 
The king himself has follow'd her — 
When she lmsSvalk’d before. 


But now, lier wealth and finery fled, 

Ifcr hangers-on cut short all, 

The doctors found, when she was dead, 

1 ler last disorder — mortal. . ■ 

Let us lament in sorrow sorC$ 

For Kent-street well may say> 

That — had she liv’d a twelyemoutfi taore-* 
She had not died to-day. ' : r 

On Mr. ChurcI^bM*^ 

Says Tom to Richard, ° ChurCbBTs dead !’’ 

Says Richard, “ Tom, you lfe : 

Old Rancor the report 1 ms spread, " 

But Genius cannot die.” ^7 


Jack brags ho never dines at. home, 
With reason too, no doubt — 

In truth, Jack never dines at all, 
Unless invited out. 

To Chloe. Peter Pindar. 
Dear Chloe, well I know the swain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain, 
And who, alas ! can blame him ? 
Affect not, Cldoe, a surprise : 

Look but a moment on these eyes, 
Thou’lt ask me not to name him. 



A doctor there is of S 
That the case he diS 
But little he says, and i 
His knowledge you’ll £ 

Then sure you will say he’s deficit il'bi&n 3 
Or hie head* to a still you’ll comp 
That does little or nothing butskapmli kilt, 

And yields them by drops th*tafe 1 

A Distich written by Mr. Co 
quest of a Gentleman whQ{ 
to write something in hie Pi 

I were indeed indifferent to tone,' 
Grudging two lines t’ immortalize my nsinS. 



To nn unfortunate Beauty. 

Say, lovely maid, with downcast eye, 

And cheek with silent sorrow pale, 

What gives thy heart the lengthen’d sigh. 
That heaving tells a mournful tale ? 

Thy tears, which thus each other chase, 
Bespeak a breast oferwhclm’d with woe ; 
Thy sighs, a storm which wrecks thy peace, 
Which souls like thine should never know. 
Oh ! tell me, doth some favor'd youth, 

Too often blest, thy beauties slight 3 
And leave those thrones of love and truth. 
That lip, and bosom of delight ? 

What though to other nymphs he flics. 

And feigns the fond, impassion’d tear, 
Breathes all the eloquence of sighs 
That, trcach’roiitiftwon thy artless ear? — 
Let not those nymphs, thy anguisfymove, 

For whom his hcart'may seem w> pine ; 
That heart shall ne’er be blest, Jove, 

Whose guilt can force a pang from thine. 

Conscience. 

The Chartreux wants the warning of a bell 
To call him to the duties of his cell 3 
There needs no noiso at all t’ awaken sin : 
Th’ adulterer and thief his ’larum has within. 


Lines sent to Mr. Coeway , while Lady C. 
Pawlet was sitting to him. 


On the Death qf dpromising Youth qf Eighteen. 

Though death the virtuous young destroy, 
They go to rest, and heavenly joy : 

Life is not to be judg’d by days 3 
Virtue endures when time decays 3 
And many old we falsely call, 

Who trnly never liv’d at all ; 

For what is time, if not employed 
In worthy deeds, but all a void ? 

Then think not, though abridg’d by fate, 

Too short this youth’s allotted date 3 
With dignity be fill’d his span, 

In conduct .m$ in worth a man. 

So spent &p$pto Heaven appears 
As full aa Jpflgtpr’s length of years. 


Cosway, roy Cath’rine sits to you 5 
And, that the col’ring may be true, 

’Phis nosegay on your pallet place, 

Replete with all the tints that grace 
The various beauties of her face. 

Her skin the snow-drop’s whiteness shows, 
Her blushing cheek the op’ning rose : 

Her eyes the modest violet speak, 

Whose silken fringes kiss her cheek. 

The spicy pink, in morning dew, 

Presents her fragrant lips to view. 

The glossy curls that crown her head, 
Paint from the gilt cup of the mead. 

Long may her image fill my eye, 

When these fair'i&hlertfljade anddie 3, 
Placed on my faithful breast, and pTbvel 
’Tis Cosway paints the Queen of Love. > 
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tp near hie Master. 
feel ’at no woe, . 

that sweetly flow, *' 
an^rest. • 

^ lord — affliction’s heifr ! 
only son! 

Nildfcve to ev'ry care, 
art flave to none. 


Thy 

Manner 
A:'* 

•W1 
A: 

Blest, t^^^^aeter thus to lie, 

An4 Ki^wlh him to rove ! 

Unstal^d^y gSilt thy moments fly 
On ftfdg* of gratefhl love. 

Obffhfci my heart, like thine, could taste 
The sweets of guiltless life ! 

Beyond the reach of passion placed, 

Its anguish and its strife. 


Learn then tho vanity of birth : 

Condition, honors, name, 

Are all but modes ofcumipon earth, 

The substance jui$ the nine* 

&d Av’rwb and Ambition view 
Th’ extent of all their gains ; 
Themselves, and their possessions too, 

A gallon vase contains. 

Haste, lilt thy thoughts from earthly things 
To more substantial bliss ; 

And leave that grov'ling pride to kings, 
Which ends in dirt like this. 

Let virtue he thy radiant guide; 

'Twill dignify thy clay, 

And raise thy ashes glorified, 

When suns shall fade away* 

The Negro’s Complaint. 


On a Waiter , once at Arthur’s , and a Fellow - 
servant of his there, both since Members qf 
Parliament , "and Vie last a Nabob. 

When Bob M-ck-th, with upper servant's 
P^de, [cried, 

■' Here, sirrah, clean my shoes/ 7 to Ruinlnrd 
He humbly answer’d, “ Yea, Bob : 77 
But since return'd from India’s plunder'd land, 
The purse-proud Iturnb — d now, on such com- 
mand, 

Would stoutly answer, 44 Nay, Bob.’ 7 


To rob the nation two contractors come, 
•On© cheats in com, the othet cheats in rum : 

The greater rogue 'tie hardto ascertain ; 

The rogue inspirits, or t$# rogue in grain. 

Verses written bp a Gentleman on finding an 
. Urn. 

Trifling mortal, tell me why 
Thou hast disturb’d my urn j 

Want’st thou to find out what am I ? 

Vain man ! attend, and learn : 

To know what letters spelt my name 
Is useless quite to thee; 

A heap of dust is all I am, 

. And all that thou shalt be. 

(io now, that heap of dust explore, 

Measure its grains, or weigh ; 

Cunst thou the title which I bore 
Distinguish in the clay ? 

What glitt’ring honors, or high trust, 

Once dignified me here, 

Were characters impress'd on duet. 

Which quickly disappear. 

Nor will the sparkling atoms show 
A Claudius or a Guelph : 

• v ain search, if here the source thou'dat know 
Of nobles or thyself. 

The mould will yield no evidence 
By. which thou insist divine 

If lords or V.ggars issued thence, 

And form'd the ancient line. 


Wipe over the tremulous sea 
The moon spread her mantle of light. 

And the gale, gently dying away, 

Breath'd soft on the bosom of night. 

On the forecastle Maratan stood, 

And pour'd forth his sorrowful talc; 

His team fell unseen in the flood, 

HU sighs pass'd unheard on the gale. 

44 Ah, wretch’.” ix% wild anguish he cried, 

“ From cduntryadd liberty tom ; 

Ah, Mar&taai HvouIdst thou had died, 

Ere o'er the salt waves thou wert borne ! 

“ Through tbqfgrovea of Angola I stray'd. 
Love Und Hope made my bosom their home; 
There I talk'd with my favorite maid, 

Nor dreom'd of the sorrow to come. 

44 From the thicket the man-hunter sprung. 
My cries echo'd loud through the air ; 
There was fury and wrath on his tongue ; 

He was deaf to the shrieks of despair. 
u Accurs'd be the merciless band. 

Who his love could from Maratan tear; 
And blasted this impotent hand, 

That was sever’d from all I held dear. 
u Flow, yc tears, down my cheeks ever flow. 
Still let sleep from my eye-lids depart, 

And still may the arrows of woe 
Drink deep of the stream of my heart ! 

14 But hark ! on the silence of night 
My Adila's accents I hear, 

And mournful beneath the wan light 
I see her lov'd imago appear ! 

44 Slow o'er the smooth ocean she glides, 

As the mist that hangs light on the wave ; 
And fondly her lover she chides, 

That lingers so long from the grave. 

44 4 O Maratan, haste thee !’ she cries, 

* Here the reign of oppression is o'er, 

The tyrant is robb’d of his prize, 

And Adila sorrows no more.' 

44 Now, sinking amidst the dim ray, 

Her form seems to fade on my view; 

O stay then, my Adila, stay — k 

She beckons, and I must pursue. * ■ 
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*< To-morrow, tlie white man in vain 
Shall proudly accmmtmbiq slave ; 
My .shackles I , , 

And rush to the Jw«£ 


B, Dr. rtf'] 

As in smooth oil th« raiti iie(^l^Vb^ •. 

So wit is by politeness ibsrpertset * . y V; ** 
Their wont of edge from their crfjfeii£$1t $een. 
Both pain ns least when exquisHely Veen. 

Advice to Mr. Pope, on hit intended Trans 
lotion of Homer, 1*714. 

O thou who, with a happy genius born, 
Const tuneful Verse in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown’d on tby Windsor’s plains with early 

. fcw v 

Be early wise, nof trust to barren praise. 

Blind was the Bard that sung Achilles’ rage j 
He sung, and begg’d, and curs’d th’ ungiving 
age: 

If Britnin his translated song would hear, 

First take the gold— then charm the listening 
ear; 

So shall thy father Homer smile to see 
ilis pension paid, though late— and paid to thee. 

£ 

Th’ inspiring muses, t 
Which most should grace th^ Jdr. . 
strove. 

Love arm’d her with his 
The muses more enrich’d her i 
Though Greece in shining te 
Did Venus’ and Minerva’s ] 

The ancients thought no Bingle goddess fit 
To reign at once o'er beauty and o'er wit ; 
Each was a septate claim ; till now we find 
The different titles in Melinda join’d. 



An opera, like a pill'ry, may be said 
To nail our ears down, but expose our head. 


Lucia thinks happiness consists in state ; 
She weds an idiot, but she eats in plate. 

To the Hon. Mre. Perceval, with Hutcheson ’a 
Treatise on Beauty and Order. Grierson. 

* Th’ internal senses painted here we see : 
They’re born, in others, but they live in thee. 
O ! were our author with thy converse bleaa’d, 
Could he behold the virtue* of thy breast ; 

His needless labors with contempt he’d view, 
And bid the world not read— but copy you. 


Jack, eating rotten cheese, did say, 

“ Like Samson, I my thousands slay 
" I vow,” quoth Roger, “ so you do, 

And with the self-same weapon too.” 

SimiU Ms gaudet. 

When Chided pfc&re was to Chloc shown, 
rlnr " *d with charms and beauties not her own ; 



Where Hogarth, pit; 

Such lips, such eye*; 

g rods !” she 

near can-nature 
it. is wondrous like! 
iry pouting lip, thl _ 
and severe as Manly 
Downright replies : " Like; 
The picture bears this likem 
The canvass painted is, and 


My sickly spouse with mtdkfmwm *> 
Oft tells me — “ Billy, 1 shell dte^rfe :* 
I griev’d, but recollected straight . 

’Tis bootless to contend with fate ; '' f 

So resignation to Heaven's will i 

Prepar'd me for succeeding ill. 

’Twas well it did ; for, on my life, 

’Twas Heaven’s will — to spare my wife.’ 


As Sherlock at Tefnple was taking a boat. 
The waterman ask’dJjim which way he would 
float. 

“ Which way ?” says the Doctor: "why, fool, 
with the stream.” — 

To Paul’s or to Lambeth, ’twas all one to him. 


By fav’ring wit M.ecenas purchas’d fame ; 
Virgil’s own works immortaliz’d his name : 
A double share of fame is Dorset’s due, 

At once the patron and the poet too. 


Pollio must nrtifetp pcnijteRpe excite ; 
For see, his scarves a re richi^jd gloves arc 
white. . ' ■' t \ 

Behold his notes display’d, hirt&dy rais'd : 
With what a zeal lie labors to be prais'd ! 

No stubborn sinner able to withstand 
The force and reasoning of his wig and band : 
Much better pleas’d, so pious his intent, 

With five that laugh, than filly who repent. 
On moral duties when his tongue refines, 
Tully and l’lato arc his best divines : 

What Matthew says, or Mark, the proof buj 
small ; [all. 

What Locke or Clarke asserts, good scripture 
Touch’d with each weakness which lie docs 
arraign, 

With vanity he talks against the vain ; 

With ostentation docs to meekness guide, 
Proud of his periods levell’d against pride ; 
Ambitiously the love of glory slights, 

And damns the love of fame— for which he 
writes. 

The World. 

The world’s a book, writ by th’ eternal art 
Of the great Author; printed in man’s heart ; 
’Tis falsely printed, though divinely penned; 
And all th’ errata will appear at tfiC end. 

\ 
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RAMS, EHTAPHS, AND OTHER LITTLE PIECES. 


Summer's hot drought in thy expression glows. 
And o'er each page a tawny ripeness throws, 
.dwfwmn'arich fruits th’ instructed reader gains, 
Who tastes the meaning purpose of thy strains. 
Winter — but that no semblance takes from thee: 
That hoary season yields a type of me. 
Shatter'd by Time's wreak storms I with’ring by. 
Leafless, and whiteniug in a cold decay ! 

Yet shall my propless ivy, pale and bent. 

Bless the short sunshine which thy pity lent. 

The Fan. Atterbury. 

Flavxa the least and slightest toy 
Can with resistless art employ : 

This fan, in meaner hands, would prove 
An engine of small ibrcc in love : 

Yet she, with graceful air and mien, 

Not to be told, or palely seen, 

Directs its wanton motions so, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's bow 5 
Gives coolness to the matchless dame, 

To ev'ry other breast a flame. 


- " ■ ait Englishman disputed, | 

\ Which < 8 fth# lands maintain'd the greatest 
' > v^ier'V; , /***,- {toted, 

, the Welshman quite con 

''Sfce Welshman yet would hot his vaunts 
Tjdiate* [ding sees” 

" Ten eooks^Jquoth he, u in Wales, one wed- 
“ Ah/’ quothHieotlicr, " each man toasts his 
/ dhbgjj.” 

- On^ Fmtfal of Vulture Hopkins. 
WffAT muh’rtms lights this wretch’s corpse 
attend.' 

Who, In his lilb*tghe, sav'd a candle's end ! 

The Humorist. Imitated from Martial. 

In all thy humors, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt such a touchy, testy, pleasant fellow, 
Hast so much wit, and mirth, and spleen, 
about thee, 

Thero is no giving with thee, nor without tliec. 


TCHaughty courtier, meeting in the streets 
A scholar, him thus insolently greets : 

“ Base men to take the wall I ne'er permit.'' 
The scholar eaid, u I do;" and gave him it. 


Thus with kind words Sir Edward clieer'd 
his friend: [pend: 

“ Dear Dick ! thou on my friendship mayst de- 
I know thy fortune is hut -very scant ; 

Rut, be assur'd, PIL ne'e* see Dick in want." 
Dick's soon confin^dr^b friend, no doubt, 
woujd [see him. 

His word he. k^^lh ; _WaHt he ne’er would 

Wiikn men of iii&tfty to grandeur soar. 
They light a torch to show their sliame the 
more. 

A Country Parson's Answer to a young lady 
who sent her Compliments on the Ten of 
Hearts. 

Your compliments, dear lady, pray forbear; 

< >ld English services are more sincere : 

You scud ten hearts, the tithe is only mine ; 
Give me but one, and burn the other nine. 

By Dr. Donne. 

I am unable, yonder beggar cries, 

To stand or go/ If he says true, he lies. 

To a Writer of long Epitaphs. 
Friend, in your Epitaphs I'm griev'd 
So very much is said : 

One half will never be believ'd, 

The other never read. 


To the Author of an Epitaph on Dr. Mead . 

Hack ext. 

Mead’s not dead then, you say, only sleep- 
ing a little 1 

Why, egad 1 sir, you've hit it off there to a 
tittle^ 

I Yet, awaking I very much doubt— 

Pluto kno^:%bom he’s got, and will ncVr let 
* UM' 

/v Y.*Fo Mr. Pope. 

While malice, Pope, denies thy page 
. Its own celestial lire ; 

While critics anil while bards in rage. 
Admiring, won't admire : 

While wayward pens thy works assail. 

And envious tongues decry ; 

These times, though many a friend bewail, 
These times bewail not L 
But when the world’s loud praise is thine. 

And spleen no more shall blame ; 

When with thy Homer thou shalt shine 
In one establish’d fame : 

When none shall rail, and ev’ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee : 

That day (for come it will) — that day 
Shall 1 lament to sec. 

British Economy . 

In merry Old England it once was a rule, 
The king had his poet, and also his fool : 

But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to know 
it, [pojt. 

Poor Cibber must serve both for fool and tor 


To Mr? Thomson, who had procured the Au- 
thor a Benefit Night. Dennis. 
Reflecting onjb^ftorth, roethinks I find 
Thy various S^bna in their Author's mind. 
Spring opes her blossoms various as thy muse, 
1 And, like thy soft compassion, sheds her dews, 
vi. Nos. ill & 1/2. 


When Jack was poor, the lad was frank and 

Of late he's grown brimful of pridc^nd pelf. 
You wonder that he don't remember me : 
Why so ? You see he has forgot himself. - 

it '' - * 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


By Prior. 

To John I owed great obligation 5 
But John, unhappily, thought fit 
To publish it to all the Hatton i 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 

Good Mu tic and bad Dancers. 

How ill thegnotion with the music suits! 
So Orpheus play'd, and like them danc'd the 
brutes* 


Ye little wits, that gleam’d a while, 

While Pope Vouchsafed a ray ; 

Alas ! depriv'd of his kind smile, 

How soon yc fade away ! 

To compass Phoebus' car about, 

Thus empty vapors rise , 

Each lends his cloud to put him out, 

That rear'd him to the skies. 

Alas ! these skies are not your sphere ; 

There he shall ever burn ; 

Weep, weep, and fall j for earth ye were, 

And must to earth return. 

By Harrington. 

The golden hair that Galla wears 
Is here ^ who would have thought it ? 

Sho swears ’tia hors j and true she. swears, . 

For I know where she bought It* 

To Lady Isabella Thynne f cutting Tree s in 
Paper. Waller. 

Fair hand, that can on virgin paper write, 
Yet from the stain of ink preserve it white ; 
Whose travel o’er that silver field does show 
Like tracks of leverets in morning snow : 
Love's image thus in purest minds is wrought, 
Without a spot or blemish to the thought. 
Strange, that your fingers should the pencil foil, 
Without the help of colors or of oil ! 

For, though a painter boughs and leaves can 
make, 

'Tis yours alone to make them bend and shake, 
Whose breath salutes your new-crcated grove 
Like southern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the forest dance, but you 
Can make the motion and the forest too. 

A poet, when he would describe his mind, 

Ts, as in language, so in fame, confin’d 5 
Your Works are read wherever there are men : 
So far the scissors go beyond the pen. 

By Prior. 

Thy nags, the leanest things alive, 

So very hard thou lov'st to drive, 

1 heard thy anxious coachman say, 

It more in whips than hay. 

jjkil Cure for Poeti'y. 

Seven y^althy towns contend for Ilomcr 

Tliroudfilfcch the living Homer begg’d his 


[BpqjKT. 

The French Pod. ■ 'T : ' ^ 4. 
When old Elijah, as the Scripjtar&s&y, 
Triumphant mounted to the realms of day, 

His spirit doubled, and his cloak beside^ 

He gave Elisha, by long service tried. 

Tristan from hence would fain example take. 
For honest Quinault his disciple^ sake; 

But this, alas ! injurious Fatp a«nied> * 

For Tristan poorer than a prophetdied 
To Quinault thus the bard, expiring,Bpokc^ 

“ My wit I leave thee — but 1 hav& no cloak/' 

Dr. Aldrich's Five Reasons for Drinking* 
Good wine ; a friend} or being dry j 
Or least we should be by and by 3 — 

Or any other reason why. 

By Waller. 

Thyrsis, a youth of the inspir’d train, 

Fnir Saccharissa lov'd, but lov’d in vain ; 

Like Phoebus sung the h® less air.’rous boy ; 
Like Daphne she, as lovely and as coy. 

With numbers he the flying nymph pursues, 
With numbers such as Phoebus’ self might use 3 
Ail, but the nymph who should redress his 
wrong, 

Attend his passion, and approve 1 his song : 

Like Phoebus thus acquiring unsought praise. 
He catch'd at love, and fill'd his antts with ba> 

By Prior. 

On his death-bed poor Simon lies. 

His spouse is in dtisg$ir : 

With frequent sobs ah&tnutual cries. 

They both cxpre^h&EOigp, , 

* A different cause, "says Faraoa §ly, 
u The same effect may give 5 . 

Poor Simon fears that he shall die, 

His wile — that he may live." 

Written on the Bed-chamber Door of 
Charles II. Rochester. 

Herf lies our sovereign lord the King. 

Whose word no man relics on j 
lie never says a foolish thing, 

Nor ever docs a wise one. 

To Phyllis. 

That little patch upon your face 
Would seem a foil on one less fair ; 

On you it hides a killing grace, 

And you in pity plac’d it there. 

By Prior. 

As, afternoon, one summer's day, 

Venus stood bathing in a river } 

Cupid Rebooting went tliat way, 

New-strung his bow, new-fill’d his quiver 
With skill he chose h*s sharpest dart 5 
With all his might his »«'w he drew * 

Swift to his beauteous parent b beau * 

The too well guided arrow flew. 



Bowri Epigrams, epitaphs, and other little pieces. 


I feint f I din the goddess cried ■ 
p/ cruel ! couldst thou fii)d none other 
r A wreak thy spleen on, parricide'? ■. . 

fjifcte Nero; thou hast slain thy mother.** 
FofflNCupid, sobbing, scarce coiild speak ; 

“ InabsfL mamma, I did not know ye : 

Alas ! howV«v my mistake ! 

I took you fofe^gpr likeness, Chloe,” 

P)rom the Greek . Prior. 

-Venus, take my voti\o glass, 

Since I am not what I was; 

What from this day I shall be, 

Venns, let me never see ! 

On Lady Manchester. Addison. 
WHttST haughty Gallia's dames, that spread 
O’er the pale checks an artful red, 

Beheld this beauteous stranger there, 

In native charms divinely fair, 

Confusion in their looks they show’d, 

And with upusual blushes glow’d. 

^ Suicide. Dr. Sf,w el. 

W^ien all the blandishments of life are gone, 
Tim coward sneaks to death, the bra\c live on. 

By Pope. 

Muse, ’tiAenough ; at length thy labor ends, 
And thou shalt live — for Buckingham com- 
mends. 

Let crowds of critics now my verse assail, 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail ; 
This more than pays whdle years of thankless 
pain, # 

Time, pain, and fortune, are not lost in vain; 
Sheffield approve,. Consenting Phoebus bends, 
And I and Malieefrom this hour are friends. 

My Waller. 

Were men so dull they could not see 
That Lyce painted ; should they ileo, 

Like simple birds, into a net 
So grossly woven and ill-set 5 


Thy fame with nature a self shall end, 
lid future times but know 
That Atterbury was thy friend, 

And Bentley was thy foe. 

The Manchester Millers named Bone and Skin. 

Byron. 

Bone and Skin, two millers thin, 

Would starve us all, or near it : 

But lie it known to Skin and Bone, 

That flesh and blood can’t bear it. 

By Sir G. Lyttelton. 

None without hope o’er lov’d the brightest 
fair, 

But love can hope where reason would despair. 

True wit is like the brilliant stone 
Dug from the Indian mine; 

Whicli boasts two diff'rent pow’rs in one, 

To cut as well as shine. 

Genius, like that, if polish’d right, 

With the same gilts abounds ; 

Appears at once both keen and bright, 

And sparkles while it wounds. 

The Difference between the Ancients and 
Modems. 

.Some for the ancients zealously declare ; 
Others our modern wits are fools aver : 

A third affirms, that they arc much the same, 
And diifer only as to timo and name ■ 

Yet sure one more distinction may bo tohl; 
Those once were new, but these wil 1 ne’er be old. 

To Mr. Popc f oji his Epitaph on Mr. Gay. 

Lord Okkekv, 

Entomr’p with kings though Gay’s cold 
ashes lie, 

A nobler monument thy strains supply. 

Thy matchless muse, still faithful to thy friend, 
By courts unaw’d, his virtues dare commend. 


Her own teeth would undo the knot, 
Ami let all go that site had got. 

These teeth ray Lyce must not show , 

If she would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birdB they stoop at seeming grapes, 
Are disabus’d when first she gapes : 

The rotten bones discover’d there, 

Show ’tis a painted sepulchre. 

To Mr. Pope. 

Depend not upon verse for fame, 
Though none can equal thine : 

Our language never rests the same; 

’Twill rise, or ’twill decline. 

Thy wreaths, in coure^of fleeting hours, 
Too soon will bo decay’d; 

* But story lasts, though modern flow’re . 
Of poetry must fade, 

•A sur$fwjky, then^W£uldst thou And 
Thy glory to ptfong, 
.Whilb/tta^ttfnmins amongst mankind 
The sdnse of right and wrong ; 


Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment past. 
Look down, anil see thy merit crown’d at last. 
A destiny more glorious who can hope ? 

In life belov’d, in death bemoan’d, by Pope, 

Milton. Dry den. 

Three poets in tlitcc distant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn : 

The first in loftiness of thought surpass’d, 

The nest in majesty, in Imlli the last. 

The force of Nature could no farther go . 

To make a third, she join’d the other two. 

On the Duchess of Marlborough's Offer of 
£500 for the best Poem on the Duke's Ac- 
tions. 

Five hundred pounds ! too small a boon 
To put the poet’s muse in tune. 

That nothing might escape her : 

Should she attempt th ; heroic story 
Of the illustrious Churchill’s glory. 

It scarce would buy the paper. 

<1? 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. fro** V* 


By Prior. 

Tm us to the Muses spoketjheCypn&h dante: 
'* Adorn my altars, and reveto my uainC; 

My son shall else assume fc& potcnt darts : ' 
Twang goes the bow! my girls, have at, yttyr 
hearts !” 

The Muses answer’d — “ Venus, we deride' 

The vagrant’s malice, and his mother’s pride, 
tSend him to nymphs who sleep in Ida’s shade, 
To the loose dance and wanton masquerade: 
Our thoughts are nettled, and intent our ldok 
On the instructive verse and moral book ; 

On female idleness his power relies, 

But when he finds us studying hard he dies.” 

By Pope. 

(jRK at Villicrs’ fate sage Cutler could foresee; 
And, well lie thought, adus’d him— “ Live 
like me.” 

Ab woll Ids Croce replied — u Like you, Sir 
John 1 

That 1 can do when all I havo is gone. 

The Giant angling. -i 
1 fis angle-rod made of a sturdy oak, 

Mis line a cable which in storms ne’er broken 
1 1 is hook he baked with a dragon’s tail,, 

And sat upon & rock, and bobb’d for whale. 

To o noted Liar. 

Lik on ! while my revenge ehaftbe, 

To speak tlic very, truth of thee^;", 

On Michael Angelo's famoutPiec* qf the 
Crucifixion, who stabbed a Person that he 
might do it more naturally. Dr. Young. 
Whilst his Redeemer on the canvass dies, 
Stubb’d at his feet his brother welt’ring lies; 
The daring artist, cruelly serene, 

Views the pale cheek, and the distorted mien j 
He drains ofl'lifo by drops; and, deaf Lo cries, 
Examines ev’ry spirit as it flies ; 

He studies torment, dives in mortal woe, 

To rouse up ev’ry pang repeats the blow ; 

Each rising agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm transplanting to his Saviour's face; 
Q glorious theft l O nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature 
fraught ! 

Such wondrous force the magic .colors boast, 
From his own skill he starts, in horror lost. 

On the Death qf a Lady’s Cat . Harrison. 

And is Miss Tabby from the world retir'd ? 
And are her lives, all her nine lives, expir’d 1 
What sounds so moving as her own can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play sho fell ? 
Begin, ye tuneful nine, a mournful strife, 

And ev’ry muse shall celebrate a life. 

A Receipt for Courtship. Swift. 

Two or three dears, and two or three sweets; 
Two oRtkree balls, and two or three treats ; 
Twftjg' three serenades, giv’n as a lure ; 

|lhntor oaths how much they endure; 


Two or three messages sent inoim d&yfc ^ 
Two or three times led out from thepfoi^; ' 
Two or three soft speeches made by the, wfy $ 
Two or three tickets fbjr ; two or %e« timel; ‘ 
Two or three love-tetter^ writ aft in rhyxres; 
Two or three mouths keeping Strict a.o these 
rules ■ . " . ‘ ' 

Can never fail making a con 


To a Lady who used Bj^ttheSf-- 
Your homely face, FI ipp&n% y pudu^iee, 
With patches numerous arf^^j^ eyes) • 

I owu that patching’s requisite tot you/ 1 
For more we’re pleased the hto» ^ybttr.fatef we 
view: \ i ' v ' * 


Yet I advise, since my advice you askj' j ' 
Wear but one patch, and be that patch a mask. 


To Mr. Addison, on his Tragedy qf Cato, 
The mind to virtue is by verse subdued, 
And the true poet is a public good. 

This Britain feels: while, by y^ur .Hues In- 
spir’d, \\ ^ 

Her free-born sons Urgtbrious thoughts are fir’d, 
fn Rome hod you espous’d the vanquish’d cause, 
Inflam’d her senate, and upheld her laws, 

Your manly scenes had liberty r^tor’d, 

And giv’n. the just success to Cato’s sword ; 
O'er Crosar’a arms your genius hai prevail’d, 
And the muse triumph’d where the patriot 
fail’d. 

Jealousy. :.v;> * 

To Bedlam withhold ikjfeo eputtiHn mind. 
Who still is find t 

By LsoNAB^SSr*^^!;^ . 

“1 owe,” says Th0m%^li^|o'Petcik 

Once only seen, he chose me fbr his heir.” 

“ True, Thomas ; hence your fortunes take 
their rise : 

His heir you were not, had he seen yon twice.’’ 


By Dr. Kznrick, 

The great, good man, whom Fortune will 
displace, 

May into scarceness fall, but not disgrace. 

His sacred person none will dare profane; 

He may be poor, but never can be mean. 

He holds his value with the wise and good. 
And, prostrate, seems as great as when he stood . 
So ruin’d temples holy awe dispense, 

They lose their height, but keep their reverence; 
The pious crowd the piles, though fitll’n, deplore, 
And what they foil to raise they still adore. 

By Defy Swift. 

You beat your pate^md fancy wit will eome : 
Knock a* yeti Will* trie's nobody at home. 

A Y#rtfsL Pn 

When foj^ 

Flora vouchsafed the grofci. <? work W tiifte. 
Finding t)ie painter's science iu .'iland; * . 
The C oddess snatch’d tho pencil fronrhiababd • 
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aobK vj , EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, AND OTHER LITTLE PIECES. 


i Andj;fimiWhg the piece, she smiling said, 

one work of mine that no’er shall 
/fode”. V v 

BySir Samuel Garth, 

Ca^ou count the silver light* 

That decide skies, and cheer the nights 3 
Or tlie leaves Jlwtstrew the vales, 

When graves 4trcTOpp*d by winter gales 5 

Or the drops that in the morn 

Ilang wtth transparent pearl the thorn ; 

Or bridegroom’s |6ys, or miser’s cares, 

Or gamesters oaths, or hermit’s prayers 3 
Or mvy’a pangs^dr love's alarms, 

Or Marlbro’s acts, or Molly’s charms 7 

By Aaron Hill. 

IIow is the world deceiv’d by noise and allow ! 
Alas! how diff’rent, to pretend and know ! 
Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs load 3 
Hustling, bat shallow, dirty, weuk, and proud 3 
While, like some nobler stream, true know- 
ledge glides, 

•Silehtly strong, and its. deep bottom liidOs. 

\ 

The Royal Knotter . Sir Ch. Skdley. 
Ah, happy {people ! ye must thrive, 

While thus the royal pair docs strive 
Both to advance your glory ! 

While he by ’« valor conquers France, 

She manufactures does advance, 

And makes thread-fringes for ye. 

£ , " v s 

Blest WgJ! whp frotii sUch queens are freed, 

But hc^ls A^^thahks to God ! 

Who, Wh6h in coach abroad, 

Is alwajfc shotting threads. 

Then haste, victorious Nassau, haste 3 
And when the summer show is past, 

Let all thy trumpets sound : 

The fringe which this campaign has wrought, 
Though ’t cost the nation scarce a groat, 

Thy .conquests will surround. 

WhaVs Honor? 

Not to be captious, not unjustly fight 3 
Tis to confess what's wrong, and do what’s 
right. 

By Prior, 

Yes, ev’ry poet is a fool ; 

By demonstration. Ned can show it. 

Happy, could Ned V inverted rule 
Prove ev’ry fool to be a poet. 

Dean Smft’a Curate K 
I march’d thjpt^milesthrougfe scoring 

With $£aU* 4 ieart, apd Rotes in hand 3 
1 rdd more tojsjtttt St. Mary, 
UAngJfur.legs,»^bqA two were weary. 

To three^Mt* virgins I did tie men. 

In the tfose bands of pleasing Hymen 3 


I dipp’d two babes in holy water. 

And purified theip mothers oftor. 

Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach’d three Congregationsdeaf 3 

I chopp’d so fast that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious sun, 

Saw all these mighty labors done 
Before, one race of his was run ! 

All this perform’d by Roliert Hewit : 

What mortal else could 1 e’dr go through it ? 

On Sir Godfrey Knellcr’s painting, for the 
Author , the Statute cf Apollo, Venus, and 
Hercules . Por». 

What god, what genius did the pencil move, 
When Knellcr painted these 7 [Love, 
’Twos Friendship — warm as Phosbus, kind as 
And strong as Hercules. 

Verses occasioned by Mr, Aikmans Death. 

Thomson . 

As those we love decay, we die in part 3 
String after string is sever’d from the heart 3 
Till loosen’d life, at last but breathing day, 
Without one pang, is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he who latest feels the blow, 

Whoso eyes have wept o’er every friend laid I0W3 
Dragged Ung’ring on from partialdeath to death, 
Till, dying, all he can resign is breath. 

To the Ren. Mr. Murdoch, Rector of Strad- 
, dUfrtiUy in Suffolk . Thomson. 

THUs sdfefy few, my friend, thou canst not 
falljf. 

Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all 5 
No noise, no care, no vanity, no strife 3 [life : 
Men, woods, and trees, all breathe untroubled 
Then keep each passion down, however dear 3 
Trust me, the tender are the most severe. 
Guard, while ’tis thine, with philosophic ease, 
And ask no joy but that of virtuous peace ! 
That bids defiance to the storms of fate : 

High bliss is only for a higher state. 

The Power tf Time . Swift. 

If neither brass nor marble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time’s destructive hand : 
If mountains sink to vales, if cities die, 

And less’ning rivers mourn their fountai us dry 3 
u When my old cassock,” said a Welsh divine, 

“ Is out at elbows, why should I repine 7 ” 
Epigram by Dr. Doddkipgf., on kis Motto, 

DUM VIV1MUS, VIVAMU*. 

“ Live while you live,” the epicure will say, 
“ And take the pleasure of the present day.” 

II Live while you live,” the sacred preacher 

cries, 

lt And give to God each moment as it flies.” 
Lord, in my view let both united be ! 

I live in pleasure when I live to Thee. 

By Lord LinMiowhij. 

Bej.ievk me, Chloe, those perfumes that cost 
Such sums to sweeten thee, is treasure lost 3 
Not all Arabia would sufficient , [thee. 
Thou smell’st not of thy sweef&j^&y stiuk of 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. [ioo* r. 


By Prior. 

When Topewell thought At from the world 
to retreat, 

As full of Champagne as on egg’s full of meat, 
IIo wak ? d in the boat, and to Charon he said, 
He would bo row’d back, for he was' not yet 
dead. 

11 Trim the boat, and sit quiet/’ stern Charon 
replied : [you died.” 

"You may hare forgot ; you were drunk when 
. By Dean Swift. 

Deaf, giddy, helpless, left alone, 

To all my friends a burthen grown : 

No more 1 hear my church’s bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell ; 

At thunder now no more I start 
Than at the rumbling of a cart ; 

Nay, what’s incredible, alack ! 

1 hardly hear a woman’s clack. 

On a Fan which bore Vie Story of Cephahis 
and Procris, with this Motto : 

AURA, ▼Bill. 

Come, gentle Air, th’ /Eolian shepherd said, 
While Procris panted in the secret shade ; ‘ 
Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries. 
While at her feet licr swain expiring lies 
Lo ! the glad gales o’er all her beauties stray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her bosom play. 

In Delia’s hand this toy is fatal found . $ 

Nor could that fabled dart more sturdy wound. 
Both gifts destructive to the givers prove, 
Alike both lovers fall by those they love : 

Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound she 
gives : 

She views the story with attentive eye9, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

On an Epigram. 

One day, in Chelsea meadows walking, 

Of poetry and such things talking, 

Says Ralph, a merry wag, 

“ An epigram, if smart and good, 

In all its circumstances should 
Be like a jelly-bag.” 

“ Your simile, I own,, is new j 

But how wilt make it out ?” says Hugh. 

Quoth Ralph, “ I’ll tell thee, friend ; 
Make it at top both wide and lit 
To hold a budget-full of wit, 

And point it at the end.” 

Treason docs never prosper: what’s the 
reason ? [son. 

Why, when it prospers, none dare call it trea- 


Too proud to take counsel, too wise to titk/ 
warning, ' [monyfcg! 

That he sent to all three a challenge lost 
He fought with all three j thrice ventur’d^ his 
life; jWWe. 

Then w*cnt home, and was cudgeUisragaiii by 


On Mr. Butlers Monvmmt/in Westminster 
Abbey. &. West ley. 

Whilst Butler, needy wretch ! was yet alive, 
No gen’rous patron would a dinner give : 

See him, when starv’d to death, and turn 'd to 
dust, 

Presented with a monumental bust. 

The poet’s fate is here in emblem shown ; 

He ask’d for bread, and he receiv’d a stone. . 


By W. Congreve. 

See, see, she wakes ! Sabina wakes ! 

And now the sun begins to rise ; 

I-ess glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than hef bright eyes. 
With light united, day they give; f* 00 ' 
But diff’rent fates $1-0 night fulfil:,. ' 

How many by his warmth will live fi 
How many will her coldness kity 1 

Under a Picture of Mr. Poyntz. ‘Lyttelton. 
Such is thy form, O Poyntz! but who shall 
find 

A hand or colors to express thy mind ? 

A mind unrnov’d by ev’ry vulgar fear; 

In a false world, that dares tube sincere;-. 
Wise without art, without ambition great ; 
Though firm, yet pliant ; active^ though sedate ; 
With all the richest stores of tearoing frauglit, 
Yet better still by native prudent taught; 
That, fond tho griefs of the distress’d to heal, 
Can pity frailties it could never feel; (know 
That, when misfortune sued, ne’er sought to 
What sect, what party, whether friend or foe ; 
That, fix’d on equal Virtue’s temp’rate laws, 
Despises calumny, and shuns applause ; 

That, to his own perfections singly blind, 
Would for another think this praise design'd. 

The Commons’ Petition to King Charles tin 
Second. Rochester. 

In all humility we crave 
Our sovereign may be our slave; 

And humbly beg that he may be 
Betray’d by us most loyally : 

And, if he please once to lay down 
His sceptre, dignity, and crown. 

We’ll make him, for the time to come, 

The greatest prince in Christendom. 


By Dr. Swift. 
v As Thomas was c udgell’d one day by his wife, 
Sle took to his heels, and he ran for his life. 
^Torn's three dearest friends came by in the 
squabble, 

And&preen’d him at once from the shrew and 
" * the rabble ; [advice : 

Thertjgatur’d to give him some wholesome 
But a fellow of honor so nice. 


FheKirfsAnswer. 

Charles, at this tiaS^Kjwing no need. 
Thanks you as much as if yott/lid, * 

On riutarck’s fetatueS, From BifGteek^ 


Wise, honest Flataretr! deathless 

praise ' \ . 

The sons of Rome this grateful statue liaise: 
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V Eor why? both Greece and Rome thy fame 
“ hive shar’d ; 

Their-herocs written, and their lives compar’d. 
But thod thyself couldst never write thy own : 
Their lives had parallels, but thine has none ! 

On the Sights qf Niohe. From the Greek. 

To stone the godptove changed her, but in 
vain; 

The sculptor's baa made her breaths again. 

Ulyiw' Dog- Pope. 

When wise Ulysses, from his native coast 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tost, 
Arriv’d at last, poor, old, disguised, alone, 

To all his friends, and e'en his queen, unknown 5 
Changed as he was with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furrowed hi&rev’rend lace, and white his hairs, 
In his own palace forced to ask his bread, 
Scorn’d by those slaves his former bounty fed, 
Forgot of sSl his own domestic crew ; 

The faithful dog alone his master knew ! 
Unfilb^yteis’d, neglected, on the cloy, 

Like airold servant now cashier'd, he lay j 
And, thoifch e’en then expiring ou the plain, 
Touch’d with resentment of ungrateful man, 
And longing to behold hiB ancient lord again, 
llim when he saw, he rose, and crawl’d to 
meet, — [feet, 

’Twas all he could,— and fawn'd, and kiss’d his 
Seiz’d with dumb joy : then, falling by his side, 
Own’d his returning lonf, look’d up, and died. 

** mr . t tihvie Spectator. 

When frrittheTatler to a mute was turn’d, 
Great-Britafo fother censor’s silence mourn’d ; 
Robb’d of bis. Rightly beams, she wept the 
night, 

Till the Spectator rose, and blaz'd as bright. 
So the first man the sun’s first setting view’d, 
And sigh’d till circling day his joys renew’d ; 
Yet doubtful how that second snn to name, 
Whether a bright successor or the same : 

So we — but now from this suspense are freed ; 
Since all agree who both with judgment read, 
’Tis the same sun, and does himself succeed. 


Written in a Lady's Milton . Prior. 
With virtue strong as yours had Eve been 
■arm’d. 

In vain the fruit had blush’d, or; serpent charm’d; 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been bright— 
Nor had. frail Adam fell, nor Milton wrote. 

Dr. Wynter to Dr. Cheyney, on his Boohs in 
Favor qfa Vegetable Diet. 

Tell me from whom, fat-headed Scot, 

Thou didst thy Bystem learn : 

From Hippocrate thou hadst it not, 

Nor Cclsus, nor Pitcairn. 

Suppose we own that milk is good, 

And say the same of grass; 

The one for babes is only food, 

The other for an ass. 

Doctor ! one new prescription try; 

(A friend’s advice forgive;) 

Eat grass, reduce thyself, and die : 

Thy patients theu may live. 

Dr. Cheyney to Dr. Wynter . 

My system, doctor, is my own ; 

No tutor I pretend : 

My blunders hurt myself alone, ' 

But yoUra your dearest friend. 

Were, yon to milk and straw confin’d. 

Thrice happy might you be ; 

Perhaps you might regain your mind. 

And fypap your wit get free. 

I can't you*' kind prescription try, 

But heartily forgive ; 

’Tis natural you should bid me die. 

That you yourself may live. 

A smart Repartee. Swift. 

Okies Sylvia to a reyerend Dean, 

" What reason can be giv’n, 

Since marriage is a holy thing, 

That there is none in hcav’n ?” 

“ There are no women,” he replied. 

She quick returns the jest : 
u Women tlierc are, but Pin afraid 
They cannot find a priest.” 


To the Lord Chancellor King ; aUuding to 
his Motto, 

LA2WB IMS V0LUPTA8 ! 

’Tis not the splendor of the place, 

The gilded coach, the purse, the mace, 

And all the pompous train of state, 

With crowds which »i the levee wait, , 

That make you happy, make you great : 

But when mankind vyu strive to bless, 

With all the ta&£$yeu possess; • r \X j ] 
TOfcfen all thojjflys yeu can receive ■ V 
FlpiyfoqxRr 1 ^ benelitByou give ; '* 1 I 

This talcs the heart^thas Conquers spite, 

And Hokes th$h£eyy burden light ; 
TitkrpU^t&are, rightly understood, 

U onW'labor to do good. 


On a bad Translation. 

His work now done, he’ll publish it no doubt : 
For sure I am that murder will come out. 

On Sir John Vanbrugh's Device of a Lion 
and a. Cock, at Blenheim. 

Had Marlb’rough’s troops in Gaul no better 
fought, 

Than Van, tograce his fame, in marble wrought, 
No more in arms than lie in emblems skill'd. 
The cock had drove jtbe lion from the field. 

The Antidote. 

When Lesbia first I saw, so heavenly fair, 
With eyes so bright, and with that awful air ; 
I thought my heart, which durst. 59 high aspire, 
As bold as his who snatch’d cqfet&ti fire. . 
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EUSG4 lNT extracts. 




But, soon as e’er the beautcousidiot « 

Forth from her coral Ugk iftfp fciU^, 

Like balm, the tricfcliim tophi (Rife be&< 

wound; v „. [h(»w«.i 

And what her eye# her,tQs^ue^ 

% ' , A tj 

Of all thepene which my poefr rhymes molest, 
Cotin’e the sharpest, and succeeds ttje hast y 
Others Outrageous scold, and rail downright 
With serious rancor and true Christian ‘spite ; 
But he, more sly, pursues his tell design, . 
Writesscoundrcl verses, and then says thdy^rej 


Owr« Regiment sentto Chford, and a Frseetui 
' ofBophsto Cambridge, by KingGeorgcL 

171$ v DjvTrapp, 

The king, observing with judicious eyes ft 
The state of both his universities, ’ : - J 

To one he sent a regiment f for why f 
That learned body wanted loyalty. 

To th’ other he sent books, as well discerning 
How much that loyal body wanted jee^ng. 

iw w rt i U r etf 

The king to Oxford sent 



For Tories own no 
With equal care, to . ^ 

For Whiga allow no force Imt arg^hmbt i 

Against L\fe. From the Greek ofjpjde 
What tranquil road, unvex’d Stagtl 
Can mortals choose through hupg^ltfe ? 
Attend the courts, attend the bajrp • 

There discord reigns, and endlOss jar ; 

At home the weary wretches find 
Severe disquietude of mind : 

To till the fields gives toil and pain 5 
Eternal terrors sweep the main : 

If rich, we fear to lose our store ; 

Need and distress await the poor : 

Sad cares the bands of Hymen give j . 
Friendless, forlorn, th* unmarried live: 

Are children bonk, we anxious groan ; 
Childless, our lack of heirs we mooh • 

Wild, giddy schemes our youth engage ; ■ 
Weakness and wants depressaWUge. * ■ 
Would fate then with my wish' comply, . V; " 
I’d never live, or quickly die. 

For Life. Front the Creek (f Mefrodorut. 
Man kind may rove, unvex’d by strife, , 
Through ev’ry road of human life: ‘ 

Fair wisdom regulates the baT, 

And peace concludes the Wordy war's \ 

At home auspicious mortals find 
Serene tranquillity of mind: '/ ’ 

All-beauteous uature decks the plain ; - 
Anc^merchants plough for gold the main ; 
Mfefcct arises from our store; 

‘Security from being poor : 

More joys the bands of Hymen give j - . 
Th' unmarried with more freedom live", 

Jf parents, pur blest lot we own 5 
Childlc j^^ ^avc no cause to moan 1 


Firm vigor crowns our youthful® fcage, ? > 

And venerable hairs old ago> — ■' X"'' 

Since all is good, then who would Ciy, , 

“ Fd never live, our quickly die ^ : \ 

: t r 

Tom, ever jpyfol, ever gay, ' ;> > 

To appetite 11 sl aye, , 

In riot throws nay, ,j y;J$£^ 

And laughs-^ ^ grave;. ' 

Tis thus thatf^&lo idisatfMg^ ‘ £ .;w- 

Skder the Status of a WMertfyrnph, at Stour-- 
head, tiometpetshm. From the LmM Pbr*. 

. WYMPH-of the grot, these sacked springs $ 

- kecppN *, - -?*> ' 

And to the murmur of these waters sleep; 

Ah, spam my' slumbers ! gohtfy tre^d the cave, 
Or drink in r silence, Cr ‘ 

. - ; * 

Thou who shalt ^|Whe^Thaa^^ttans- 
lucetitwave - t jp&ve: 

Shines a brood minor through tgd shadowy 
Where ling’ring drops from min*r$ roofs distil; 
And pointed crysta&brekkthe striding rill; 

Unpolish'd gems ho ra 

And latent metals inpi 
Approach i great Nati 
And eye the mine witk&rt 
Approach, but awfully ^ J 
Where, nobly pensive;! 

WhereBritishsighs Fr© 

And the bright fiame Wfija 
mont’s soul. \jj.p 
Let such, such only; 

Who dare to love th^r fcouhtry, t 

A prudent GKoite. \ r \ £■ 
When Lovelew marifed Lady Jenny, 

Whose beauty was thefeady penny ; ■ 
u I chose her,” Says fc, ^ fige olid plate, 

Unt fur fhfi AiAinll’ mtt'thA ttiniolit 


Not for the ihf&ien; ji 
, On a 

^H^|j^^^^^eserv^t 8 thin ; 

Ond tifaty ifemagf r /‘' v ' c ^ 
Married ! 'tis well \ a h%hty bl«wing 1 
But poor ’s the jpy; n^.mimpomesriug. 

In ancienttitoes/whefifett didwed, 

Twas to be oh^Atfbb^l‘affltl^ s* 

Buthand^in 

HisobairUgint^ ‘ 

' 

, . SoME saV t? 

I Compar’d to t 
Others aver that? ^ 

Is scarce!/ fit tb lmld'it^ 

Strange! that such difibi 

’Twixt Tweedledum and ■ 
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<5 ; Tht httppy Physiognomy. 

' ^ouask why Koome* diverts you with his 
' . ; 
Vet, if ho prints, is dull as Other folfcp 
You wonder at it ir-TfciS, sin is theca#© r 
The jest is lost unless ho prints im faqe, . . 

, On certain Fastorahfcy / * < , 
So ri&N tod tuneless Sfiftbtf ■ V l ;S' 
Thoweary audience *e&Q- , v * 

’Tw ^ . 

On a 0endemh&f^ espmdedtiia JForftne 
'V'' ^ in Jnctffc-Itaeitig. 

Jon » tp& so lbng, and ran so fast, .. f 
No vtfbqdar he ran .Out at last j ‘ v* c 
Ho xto in debt } and then, to pay, * *«v - , 
He distanc'd all— and ran away . m - % ~ \ 

; j^rom the Greek, 

A nLOpnfi^ ^Outh liea buried he» j 
Kuphemiysj to his country dear': ' ^ 4 - 
NuDire qdtufi'd his mirfd ^ad face ^ V\' r 
With e^MiweL and ev'^ grace; V ' 
Prepared tf^marriage state to prove, 

But Death had quicker wings than Love. 

On Sophocles, 

Wind, gentte evergreen, to fhrm a shade 
Around the tototywWe Sophocles is laid : 
Sweet ivy, wind thy houghs, and intertwine 
With Washing rtfes agd the. clustering vine : 

^leaves, with beauties 



A»a»8® 
On the 


. of the lays he sung: 
iftEitngcdOfwit, 
d.ij» graces writ. 
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O ! next him, skill’d to draw the tender tear, 
For never heart ifclt passion more sincere; 

To nobler sentiments to fire the brayje. 

For never Briton more disdain'd, a slnVe; 

Peace to thv gentle shade, and endless rest; 
Blcss'd in thy genius, in thy love too blck’d ! 
And blesa’d, that, timely from our scene re* 
mov’d. 

Thy soul enjoys the liberty it lov’d. 

Oh Mr, Fenton. Pope. 

* This niodest stone, what few vain marbles ’ 
? Can, 

Afey truly say, "Here lies an honest man 

tybless’d beyond a poet’s fate, [great. 
Heaven kept sacred from the proud aiut 
„ feud praise, and friend to learned ease. 
Content with science hi the vale of peace, 
Calinlyhe look'd on either life, and here 
feSiw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 

From nature’s template least rose satisfied. 
Thank’d Heaven that he had liv’d, and that lie 
‘ dij#^- ' . ' 


Ovr: 

In wit' 
With 
Form’d 
Above I 
And ui 
A safe 
I Unblam’d 



Ben Jonbon. 
Underneath this sable hearse 
Lies the subject of all verse, 

Sydney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother: ‘ 

Death, ere thou hast slain another, 
hair, and wise, and good as she) * 

Time shall throw hia dariatthee. - ! 

By Bto JotoON; ‘‘ ■ * j 

Underneath this stone doth lie v a 
As much virtue as could die ; - ' l .s Ni ' ' 

Which, when alive, did vigorgive 
To as much beauty as coqld five. 

If she had a single fiudt, * ; 9 
Leave it buried in thia v^uht, ' . 

Intended farjfyyfyn, -V'l’OPR, 

This Sheffield rais'd* 
low 

Was Dryden oncpi the " ‘ * ' 

. Oh Mr,'' 


thy honor'd 

led Fasquin, reflecting on 





'ftotfriGay. ‘Pope. 
v vgentie, 6f affections mild; 
licity a child ; 
j temp^ring virtuous rage, 
V&nce and lash the age : 
i a low estate, 

’on among the great : 
j and an easy friend, 

^Jiife, lamented in his end : 

These are thy honors ! not that here thy bust 
Is mix’d with he&es, or with kings thy dust ; 
But that tho worthy and the good shall say. 
Striking' their pensive bosoms — Here lies day. 

Prior on himself. 

To me ’tie given to die, to thee 'tie given 
To live ; alas ! one moment sets us even ; 

Mark how impartial is the will of Ileavcn ! ' 

To the Pie-house Memory of Nell Batchelor , 
the Oxford Pie* Woman. 

Hebe, into the dust 
L 'The moulderiUg Crust 
Of Eleanor Batchelor’S shaven ; 

Well vers’d hi the arts 
Of mes, custards, and tarts. 

And the iterative skill of the oven. 

When she’d liv’d long enough, 

% / She made her last puff— 

A pdff by her husband much prais’d : 

Now here she doth lie, 

And makes a dirt-pie, 

In hopes that her crust shall be rais'd. 
v 

Posthumous Fame. 

” A 'Monster, iu a codtlse of vice grown old, 
ves to his gaping heir his ill-giiin’il gold : 
breathes fiis bust, now are his virtues 
shown, 

Their date commencing with the sculptur'd 
stone. 
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IKnhi specious maihle we rely, 

( iy i worth like liis should ever die 1 
It udit to his n il hie we give, 
i’it} a wietch like him should ever live 1 

On Mi Ciagg8 Poi> 

Siam shun, yet fnend to truth 1 of soul 
since rt , 

In iction fuithful, and m honor clear 1 
Who broke no promise, scrv d no private end , 
Who g un d no tith and who lost no frw nd 1 
Lnnobh d by lnin«olf by ill ipprov d , (lov d 
Fraud, wept and honoi d, by the muse he 

On »Su haat A eu ton 
Aipboach, jc wise of soul, with iwodi 
vine [shrine 1 

I is Nowtous 11*11110 lint conn nits this 
r lhit sun of knowledge, whotc meridian ny 
Kindh d flic gloom ot u ituie into day 
*1 Jr it si ul oi ecu nee tint uuhoui ded mind 
'J h it gi nius whu h ei noble d hum in kind • 
(uu s il si prcim ot ineu his c ountry s p ide , 
And h ilf esteemed iu angel — till lie dud 
W bo m tin eye of Heaven like booth stood 
Aid through tlu paths ot knowledge will d 
with (iod 

V We fime c\ti nds a s*a without a shore » 
W ho but forsook one world to know the laws 
ol more 

On the same Pol » 

N v it m ind n iture s law t> 1 ly W in nndit 
God said, u 1 el Newton be ’ and all was light 

Ttom. Cowl *\ 

III- 1 1 he the great Iilc mublc, tell nit 
where 

Nothing but pool ind hoidid dust Jits hete 
(hi a 1 oj«ig J tidy M u L»- r 
7 ills humble gnu, lhou e h no proud tint 
tnre crace, 

^ 1 1 truth and jroodness «nnctily the pi we 
\ <. t lil uni h ss \ irt u that adorn d thy 1 loom 
1 amentrd inaid * now wt epu upon thy tomb 
) sr Lp d finm death, O safe on that c dm shore 
\\ ht rt sin and paiu ind passion, ui no moie 1 
1\ h it noei wealth could hu} > nor pow r dc 
cnc 

Ilepinl uid p ty w ut sincere on thee ' 

1 o 1 soft rcm< nibraw e drops a pious tc ar. 

And holy fuendslup sits a mourner here 

On Mi Aikman and hu Son Mhiit 
Di vi to the wise and good, bcneith this 
jdont 

Hi rO Bleep in peace the lather ind the son 1 
B> virtue as by nature, close allied , 
r I hi punter s nonius but without the pride 
\\ orth un imbitioub wit ifrud to shine, 
Honors cleir light, md friendship’s warmth 
divine 

7 he son fur rising, knew too short a d ite * 
But 0 1 how more severe tho parent’s fate 1 
11* siw lnm torn untimely from his side, 
tell all a lather u anguish we pt, and died 


On an Infant 
Ti the dirk and silml tomb 
^oon 1 h isti d from the womb, 

•sc iree the dawn of life began 
1 re I mcaour d out my spin 

I no smiling pleasures knew, 

I no gav delights could view , 

Joyless sojourner wJk 
Only bom to weep and die 

Happy infant early blest 1 
Best m peaceful slumber rest, 

1 arly rcscu d from the cares 
Which increase with growing ye us 

No delights aie woitli thy siiy, 

Smiling as thev seem uid g ly , 

Shmt and sickly ire they ill, 
ilxtdjy tasted tie they pall 

All our pajety is vnn 
Ml our laughter is but pam 
I isnhg, only and diviilc ® 
la an innocence lik* th»nt 

Iptlaihon Wiv Mason in the fftUhtdial at 
Jinstol Mvsqn jf 

1 vk f hr ly caith * ill that ray soul hold* dt u 
lake th it best gilt wlm h Jtcivin so I itily 
•O'* % 

1 o Bristol s fount I boro with troubling < fie 
Her fidcd hum She bow d to taste the 
w i\c — • [line l 

And died Docs jouth, does bCSuttv reul the ( 
Does sjmpit hctie fc ir their brews dam 1 
Spe ik dt id A1 irw 1 breathe a steam divine , 
ben hum the grave thou shall have powci 
to rhaim 

Bid them be chaste, be innocent, like thee 
Bid them in duty’s sphere is meekly move 
Ynd if so 1 ur, iu ra vanity as free. 

As firm in fuendship, ind a* fond m love 
T< 11 them though tis in iwiul thing to die 
( T was o cn to thee,) jet, the dri ul pith 
once tiod, 

Heaven lifts its everlasting portiU hg,li 
And bids 1 the pure in heart behold the n 
God * 

Epitaph on Mtse Drummond, in the ( hutch 
qf Brodswoith, Yorkshire Mason 

Hfre sleeps what once was beauty, once was 
grace, [bind 

Graco, that with tenderness and sense tom 
To form that harmouy of soul and face, 

B here lieauty shines the mirror of the mind 
Such was the fnaid, that, m the morn of youth, 
In virgin iimoccriqfi in nature s pride 
BleBs’d with each owes its eh inns to 

truth, “ ^**0 

Sunk m her father’s fond ebd^vco, and died 
He weeps , O venemtp th£ holyl&r 1 
Faith lends her aid to ease dllit flan 9 toad , 

I he parent mourns his Child upog th\bior, 

1 he Christian y cldi> an angel to^iw God 
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* Epitaph on Mrs. Clarke. Gkat. 

Lo ! where this silent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother, sleeps ; 

A heart, within whose sacred cell * 
The peaceful virtues lov’d to dwell. 
Affection warm, and faith sincere, 

And soft humanity, were there. 

■* In agony, in death rcsig^J, ; f 
She felt the wound she left behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

Sits smiling on a father’s woe * 
Whom what awaits, while ydfjc. strays 
Along the lonely vale of days 7 
A pang to secret sorrow dear ; 

A sigh, an unavailing tear, 

Till time shall ev'ry grief remove, 

With life, with mem'ry, and with love. 


The. Prayer of a wise Heathen. 

Cheat Jove, this one petition grant; 

(Thou knowest best what mortals want;) 

Ask'd or unasfi’d, what’s good supply; 
k What's evil, to our pray’rs deny ! 

Incident in high Life. 

The Bucxk had din'd, and deep in council 
sat; * [flat: 

Their wine wan, brilliant, but their wit grew 

Up starts his Lordship, to the window flics. 

And lo! “A race ! a race !” in rapture cries. 

“ Where 7” quoth Sir John. “ Why, see ! two 
drops of rain 

Start Rom the summit of the crystal pane : 

•A thousand pofriftfe, which drop with nimblest 
fnrfcft* ‘ - 


Performs. its current down the slippery course !” 
The bets were fix'd ; the dire suspense they wait 
For victory pendent oq the nod of Fate. 

Now down the sash; unconscious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll — like pearls from Chloe’s eyca. 

But, ah ! the glittering joys of life arc short ! — 
How oft two jostling steeds have spoil’d the 
sport ! 

Lo ! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 

TIP approaching drops into one bubble draws. 
Each curs’d his fate, that thus their project 
cross’d ; 

1 low hard their lot, who neither won nor lost ! 
A Court Audience ., 

Oj.d South, a witty churchman reckon’d, 
Was preaching once to, Charles the Second ; 
But, much too serious for a court, 

Who at all preaching made a sport, 
lfc soon perceiv’d his audience nod, 

Deaf to the zealous man of God, , 

The doctor stopp’d, began to call, 

" Pray wake the Earl of Lauderdale : ; , 

My lord ! why, *tis a n^.irftrous.lhing !" v. 
XettWsre so loud L’&ni’ll wake the king l” 

On a pi^faJwweeii Dr ; Radctiffe and Sir 
# y Godfrey KneUet. 

Sir Godfrey and RadclifTe had one common 
way * 

Into one q^mmon garden — and each had a key. 


Quoth Ivncllcr, “ I'll certainly stop up that 
door, 

Tf over 1 find it unlock’d any more.” 

“Vour threats,” replies Radcliflb, " disturb 
. not my easo ; 

And, so you don't paint it, e’en do what you 
please.” 

“ You’re smart,” rejoins Kncllcr; “but say 
what you will : 

I’ll take any thing from you— hut potion or pill.” 

On Mr. Nash's Picture at full Length, be- 
tween the. Busts of Sir Isaac Newton and 
Mr. Pope, at Path. Ch lsteufi ki.d. 
The old Egyptians hid their wit 
In hieroglyphic dress, 

To give men pains in search of it. 

And please themselves with guess. 

Moderns, to hit the sell-same path, 

Anti exercise their parts, 

Place figures in a room at Bath : 

Forgive them, God of arts ! 

Newton, if I can judge aright, 

All Wisdom does express ; 

His knowledge gives mankind delight. 

Adds to thqir happiness. 

Pope is the emblem of true Wit, 

The sunshine of the. mind; 

Read o’er his works in search of it. 

You’ll endless pleasure find. 

Nasli represents man in the mas 3 . 

Made up of wrong and right ; 

Sometimes a king, sometimes an ass. 

Now blunt, and now polite. 

The picture, plac’d the busts between. 

Adds to the thought much strength ; 

Wisdom and Wit arc little seen. 

But Folly’s at full length. 

EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. 
Booki. Ep. II. 

Curmudgeon the rich widow courts; 

Nor lively she, nor made for 6porls ; 

’Tis to Curmudgeon charm enough, 

That she has got a church-yard cough. 

Book i. Ep. 14. 

When Arria from her wounded side 
To Pastas gave the reeking steel, 

“ ] feci not what I’ve done,” she cried ; 

“ What Pastus is to do, I fed.” 

Book iii. Ep. 43. 

Before a swan, behind a crow, 

Such sclf-dcccit ne’er did 1 know. 

Ah ! ceaso your arts— ’Death knows you’re gray. 
And, spite of all, will keep his day. 

Book iv. Ep. 78. 

With lacc bedizen’d comes the man, 

And I must dine with Lady Anno. 

A silver service loads the hoard, 

Of eatables a slender hoard. 

“ Your pride and not your victuals spare , 

I came to dine, and not to stare.” 
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Book vli. Ep. 75. 

When dukes in town ask thee to dine, 

To rule their roast, end smack their wine j 
Or take thee to their. country scat, 

To mark their dogs, and bless their meat j 

, dream not on preferment soon ; 

Thou’rt not their friend, but their buffoon. 
Book i. Ep. 40. 

Is there V enrol amongst the friendly few, 
Whose names pure faith and ancient fame re- 
new j 

Is there, enrich’d with virtue’s hdnest store, 
Deep Yers’d in Latian and Athenian lore 5 
Is there, who right maintains, and truth pur- 
sues, 

Nor knows a wish that Heaven can refuse ? 

Is there, wlio can on his great self depend 7 
Now let me die, but Harris is this friend. 

Book ii. Ep. 80. 

When Fannius Bhould have ’scap'd his foe, 
His own hands stopp'd fais breath : 

And was ’t not madness, 1 would know, 

By dying to ’scape death 9 - 

The some. 1 ? V , 

Himself he slew, when he the Joe would fly 3 
What madness this— for fear of death to die ! 
Book i. Ep. 16. 

Thou, whom (if fhith or honor recommends 
A friend) 1 rank amongst my dearest friends, 
Remember you are now almost threescore 3 
Few days of life remain, if any more : 

Defer not what no future time ensures 3 
And only what is past, esteem that yours. 
Successive cares and troubles for you stay 5 
Pleasure not so 3 it nimbly fleets away : 

Then seize it fast 3 embrace it ere it flies 3 
In the embrace it vanishes and dies. 

*' I’ll live to-morrow,’’ will a wise man say 7 
To-morrow is too late— then live to-day. 

From Martial, literally translated. 

A landlord at Bath put upon roe a queer 
hum : [mere mm.* 

I ask'd him for punch, and the dog gave me 

Bookii. Ep. 41. 

Yes ; I submit, my lord ; you’ve gain’d your 
end: [friend, 

f 'm now your slave, that would liave been your 
I'll bow, I’ll cringe, be supple as your glove, 
Respect, adore you — every thing, but love. 
Book viii. Ep. 19. 

II * l says he’s poor, in hopes you'll say he's 
not 3 [groat. 

But take his word for’t : Hal’s not worth a 
Book ix. Ep. 82. 

My \p the reader and the hearer praise; 
They’rd^Srcorrect, a brother-poet says : 

But let him rail; for when I give a feast, 

Am i to please the cook, or please the guest 7 
Book i. Ep. Si. 

Her father dead, olone no grief she knows; 
Th’ obedient tear at ev’iy visit flows. 

* Merum is not translated at all. 


No mourner he who must by praise bo fee’df 
But he who mourns in secret, mourns indeed ! 
Book i. Ep. 39. 

TnE verses, friend, which thou hast read, 
are mine 3 [thine. 

But, as thou read’st them, they may pass for 
* Book ii. Ep. 3. .4 

You say, you notbTftg owe ; and so Isay : 

He only Owes, who something has to pay^ 

, Jkjokii. Ep.. 68 . 

You ? s$ w&ycmd ridteqjumy thread-bare 
gown: ' '*?**;". 'v" ‘ 

Threadbare indeed ittisyhiaft ’tfo my own. 

I dropp’d a thing in verse, without a name 3 
I felt no censure, and 1 gam’d no famCj 
The public saw the bastard in the cradle, 

But ne’er inquir'd* bo left it to the beadle. 

A certain nobleman takes up the child 3 
The real father lay perdu, and smil’d. 

The public .now enlarges ev’ry grace ; 

What shining eyetft has ! how foir,a^ace f 
Of parts wliat symmetry ! what strepgth divine ! 
The noble brat is sure of Pelopa’iuie. 

An Epitaph to the Memory of Lucy Lyttelton. 
Made to engage all hearts^) and charm all 
eyes; [wise; 

Though meek, magnanimous; though witty, 
Polite as all her life in courtahad been, 

Yet good as she the world had never seen ; 

The noble fire of an exalted 1 udnd,^ # 

With gentle female tenderness edpbinM ; 

Her speech was the melodious ' ift&e of love ; 
Her song the warbling of the Vernal grove 5 
Her eloquence was sweeter than her song. 

Soil as her heart,, and as hex reason strong ; 

Her form each beauty of. her mind express’d; 
ller mind was virtue by the graces dress’d. 

Epitaph an Mm Stanley . Thomson. 
Here, Stanley! rest, escap’d this mortal 
strife, 

Above the joys, beyohit the woeis of life. 

Fierce pongs no more thy lively beauty stain, 
And sternly try thee with a year of pain : 

No more sweet patience, feigning ofl relief, 
Lights thy sick eye, to cheat, a parent’s grief: 
With tender art to save her anxious groan, 

No mote thy bosom presses down its own : 

Now well-eara’d peace is thine, and bliss sin- 
! cere 

Ours be the lenient, not unpleasing tear ! 

O ! born to b%ro, then .sink beneath the 

MtCtyt* y.% 

To shog un Virtue, in her; fairest form ; 

To show us artless Itaram’s moral reign, 

What boastful Science Spates in rrnr» , ,< 
Th’ obedient passions, know^mushtheir.pe?t; 

Calm light the hcad,nnd harmoby th& fiedrt ! 

Yes, wc must follows jiqon, willed obey, 
When h few suns have roll’d their c&rcs away J 
Tir’d with vaiu lifi*., will close tho wining eye; 
Tis the great birthright of mankind^) die. 
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•ftlest be the bark that walls us to the share 
Where death-divided friends shall part no 
more ! 

To join thee there, here with thy dust repose, 
Is all the hope thy hapless mother knows. 

Mv heart still hovering round about you, 

I thought I could not l» v c without you : 
NoWwc have liv’d three months asunder, 

How 1 liv’d with you is the wonder. 

Dialogue^ uteefcbn, old -fa&mbeni and the 
Person* pronuietf, the next Presentation. 

“ I’m glad tds^you welL” — a O faithless 
breath ! [death !” 

What, gla4>'to sec me well, and wish my 
“ Nomore,*’ replies the you^h, “ sir, this mis- 
giving: 

I wish not for your death, but for your living 5” 
To Chios. 

swore I lov’d, and you believ’d. 

Vet, trust me, we were both deceiv’d, 

Though all I swore was true. 

1 lov’d one, gen’rous, good, and kind, 

A form created in my mind ; 

And thought,that form was you. 

She who in secret yields her heart, 

Again, nmy cloimit from her lover 5 
Rut she "who plays the.trifler’s part, 

Can ntfejrjms jwuander’d fame recover. 
Then |hl^feD<^n for which I pray ; 

’Tis throw away. 

S ^ *?4 — — 

We thp^ht you without titles great, 

And wealthy wfttfV small estate 5 
While by your humble self alone 
Yon seem'd unrated and unknown. 

But now oh fortune’s swelling tide 
High borne in all the pomp of pride, 

Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf, 

Tis plain, my lord, you knew youwwlf. 

1 - .nj. r,n - , - — ; f . _<■ ■ 

On Shakspean’s Monument at Straffbrdapon 
Avon . Seward. 

Great Homer’s birth seven rivSt cities 
Too mighty such monopoly of fame, [claim, 

Yet not to birth afrifodid Homer owe [stow, 
His wondrous worth r what Egypt could be- 
With all the schools of Greece ana Asia join’d, 
Enlarg’d th’ immense eapeqseforf oOus mind. 
Nor yet unrivallU tlfoA^nianitraitt : 

The British Eagle* tod the Magtdto Swan 
Tow’r equal heights.! But happier Stratford, 
thou; • , . 

^YiirMicomested iaurels deck thy brow : 

Thy bard was t«me oaschooVd, and from thee 
brought y w - 

Mom than all JEgypl^Greece, or Asia, taught. 
^ * * Milton- 


Not Homer’s self such matchless honors won; 
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakspcarcnonc, 

A Sonnet. Imitated from the Spanish of 
Lopez de Vega : Menagiana, tom. jv. p. 176. 

Edwards. 

Capri emus Wray a sonnet needs must have ; 

I ne’er was so put to’t before — a sonnet ! 

Why, fourteen verses must be spent upon it : 
’Tis good, howe'er, t’ have conquer’d the first 
sta^c. 

Yet I shall ne’er find rhymes enough by lmlf. 

Said I ; and found myself v the midst o’ the 
second : 

If twice four verses were but fairly reckon’d, 

I should turn back on the hardest part aiul 
laugh. [bled, 

Thus far with good success I think I’ve scrih- 

And of the twice seven lines have clean got 
o’er ten. 

Courage ! another ’ll finish the first triplet. 

Tliauks to thee, muse, my work begins to 
shorten. [driblet : 

There’s thirteen lines got through, driblet by 

’Tis done ! count how you will, I warr’ut 
there’s fourteen. 

Why the Universities abound in Learning. 

No wonder that Oxford and Cambridge, pro- 
found, 

In learning and science so greatly abound 5 
When all (forty thither a little each day. 

And we meet With so few who bring any away. 

As Quin and Foote 
One day walk’d out 
To view the country round. 

In merry mood 
They chatting stood 
Hard by the village pound* 

Foote from his poke 
A shilling took, 

And said, " I’ll bet a penny 
In a short space, 

Within this place, 
l’U make this piece a guinea.^ 

Upon the ground, 

Within the pound, 

The shilling soon was thrown r 
a Behold,” says Foote, 

“ The thing’s made out 5 
For there is one pound one .’ 7 
M I wonder not,” 

Says Quin, “ that thought 
Should in your head be found. 

Since that’s the way 
Your debts you pay— 

One shilling in the pound.” 

"O let me die in peace !” Eumencs cried 
To a hard creditor at his bed-side. [evade T 
“ How ! die !” roar’d Gripus ; " thus your debts 
No, no, sir ; you shan’t die ’till 1 am paid.” 
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On Sleep. 

A 1 1 hough soft sleep death's aad resemblance 
wears, 

Still do I wish him on my couch to lie. 
Come, balmy sleep 3 for sweetly it appears, 
Thus without life to lire, thus without death 
to die. 


Upon some hasty errand Tom was sent. 
And met his parish-curate as he went ; 

But, just liko what he was, a sorry clown, 

It seems he pass'd him with a cover'd crown. 
The gownman stopp'd, and, turning, sternly 
said— [fed !" 

“ I doubt, my lad, you're far worse taught than 
i{ Why, ay !” Bays Tom, still jogging on , ° that’s 
true : [you." 

Thank God ! he feeds me 3 but I'm taught by 

Designed for the Monument of Sir Isaac 
Newton. 

Mo rk than his name were less — *t would 
seem to fear [it here. 

He, who increased Heaven's Tame, could want 
Yes ; when the sun he lighted up shall fade, 
And all the world he found at first decay'd j 
Then void and waste eternity shall lie, 

A ud Time and Newton f s*naino together die ! 

Upon a young Gentleman refusing to walk 
with the Author in the Park , because he 
was not dressed well. Garrick. 

Friend Col. and I, both full of whim, 

To shun each other oil agree ; 

For Fm not beau enough for him, 

Aud he’s too much a beau for me. 

Then let ua from each other fly, 

And arm in ami no more appear 3 
That I may ne'er olfcnd your eye, 

That you may ne’er oliend my ear. 

Written soon after Dr. Hills Farce , called 
The Rout, was acted. G a kk tc k. 

For physic and farces 
llis equal there scarce is j 
If is farces are physic, 
llis physic a farce is. 

To Dr. Ilill , upon his Petition of the Letter 1 
to Mr. Garrick . Ga mac k . 

Ik ’tis true, as you say, that I’vo injur’d a 
letter, , [better 5 

I’ll change my note soon, and I hope for the 
May the right use of letters, as well as of men, 
i lc realtor be fixed by the tongue and the pen 5 
Mo^t devoutly I wish they both had their due, 
And thatjjimay be never mistaken for U. 


To the Author tf the Farther** Letters, which 
were^rittmin Ireland^ in the Year of the 
RebeUton f by ZUntyJteooke, Esq. 1745 . ' 

O THOU- UwhOfiA JLdftfeMjl 

Whose 



[boor y. 

Pursue the glorious task, the pleasing toil ; * 
Forsake the field, and till a nobler soil 5 
Extend the Farmer’s care to human kind ; 
Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind : 
There plant religion, reason, freedom, truth, 
And sow the seeds of virtue in our youth ; 

Let no rank weeds corrupt, or brambles choke, 
And shake the vermin from the British oak : 
From northern blasts protect the vernal bloom, 
And guard our pastures from the wolves of 
Rome: 

On Britain' v .hbferty ingraf^thy name, 

And reap the harvest of immortal fame ! 

Death and the Doctor.' Occasioned by a 
Physician's lampooning a Friend of the 
Author. Garrick. 

As Doctor — musing sat, 

Death saw, and came without delay ; 

Enters the room; begins the chat. 

With “ Doctor, why so thoughtful, pray ? r 
The doctor started from his place j 
But soon they more familiar grew 3 ^ 

And then lie told his piteous case, 

Ilow trade was low, and friends were fc 1 

11 Away with fear," the phantonvsaid, 

As soon as he had heard his tale : 

“ Take my advice, and mend your trade : 

YVe both are losers if you fail. 

11 Go, write ; your wit in satire show. 

No matter whether smart or true 3 

Call names, tfie greatest f$e 

To dulness, folly, ^ pride, imd yom 

“ Then copies spread,— there lies lbe trjck,— 
Among your friends be sure you send ’em 3 
For all who read will soon grow sick 5 
And, when you're call’d upon, attend ’em. 

" Thus, trade increasing by degrees. 

Doctor, we both shall have our ends 3 
For you are sure to have your fees. 

And I am sure to have your friends." 

Upon seeing Mr. Taylor’s Pictures of Rath, 
and hearing a Connoisseur declare that 
11 they were finely painted for a Gentleman 
7 . Garrick. 

Tele me the meaning, you who can, 

Of“ finely for a gentleman !" 

Is genius, rarest gift of Heaven, 

To the hired artist only given ? 

Or, like the Catholic salvation. 

Paled in for any class or station ? 

Is it bound ’prentice to the trade, 

Which work?, and.ae it work* is paid 1 
Is there nosfctU fobuild, invent. 

Unless ifciptf'd hyjlbip&cent. ? 

And shaltithou, Taylor, ^paint iq vain, 
UaWhtopelVd byhbpkof^foKt 
Bb wise^ my IHend^^t^ W 
that Claude Lunger v 
From the 

For me my fair a wreathbasa 
Where rival flow’ra in unioil 
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As oft she kiss’d the gift of love, 

Her breath gave swectucss to the sweet. 

A bee within a damask rose 
Had crept, the nectar’d dew to sip; 

But lesser sweets tho thief foregoes, - 
And fixes on Louisa’s lip; 

Where, tasting all tho bloom of spring, 

Waked by the ripening breath of May, 

Tlf ungrateful spoiler left his sting, 

And with the honey flew away. 

An Epitaph upon t iho celebrated Claudius 
Philipp, Musician, who dudvery poor . 

Garrick. 

Philips^ whose touch harmonious could re> 
move 

rho^jangs of guilty pow’r and hapless love, 
Rest here, distress’d by poverty no more; 

Here find that calm thou gav’st so oft before ; 
Sleep undisturb’d within this peaceful shrine, 
'fill angels w^ke thee with a note like thine. 

Epitaph on William Hogarth , t in Chiswick 
Church - Yard. Gar rick. 
Fuiuwjxl, great painter of mankind, 

YVho reach'd the noblest point of art ; 
Whose pictur'd'inorals charm the mind, 

And through the eye correct the heart ! 


Verses occasioned by seeing a Grotto built by 
nine Sisters. Herbert. 

So much this building entertains my sight, 
Nought but the builders can give more delight : 
In them the masterpiece of Nature’s shown ; 
In this I see Art’s masterpiece in stone. 

O Nature, Nature ! thou hast conquer'd Art ; 
She charmB the sight alone, but you the heart. 

Lines written by the celebrated Thomson, to 
his Amanda ; with a Copy of the Seasons. 
Acckpt, dear Nymph ! a tribute due 
To sacred friendship, and to you : 

But with it take, what breath'd the whole, 

O ! take to thine the Poet's soul \ 

If fancy here her pow’r displays. 

Or if a heart exalts these lays, 

You fhirest in that fancy shine. 

And all that heart is fondly tiune 1 

An Epigram. 

A member of the modern great 
Pass’d Sawney with his budget ; 

The peer was in a car of state, 

Tho tinker forc’d to trudge it. 

But Sawney shall receive the praise 
His lordship would parade for : 

One’s debtor for his dapple grays. 

And th’ other’s shoes arc paid for. 


If genius fire thee, reader, stay ; 

If nature touch thee, drop a tear : — 

If neither move thee, turn uway ; 

For HogarthVhondr’d dust lies here. 

<r\ 

Epitaph bn Paul Whitehead !, Esq. 
Hebe lies a man'misfortune could not bend ; 
Prais’d as A poet, honor’d as a friend. 

Though his yonth kindled with the love of fame, 
Within his bosom glow’d a brighter flame : 
Whene’er his friends with sharp affliction bled, 
And from the wounded deer the herd was fled, 
Whitehead stood forth, the healing balm ap- 
plied. 

Nor quitted their distresses till he died. 


On a Bowl of Punch . 
Whene’er a bowl of punch wo make, 
Four striking opposites wo bike ; 

The strong, the small, the sharp, the sweet 
Together mix’d, most kindly meet ; 

And, when they happily unite, 

The bowl u is pregnant with delight.” 

In conversation thus we find, 

That four men, differently inclin’d; 

With talents each distinct, and each 
Mark’d by peculiar pow’rs of speech ; 

With tempers, too, as much the same 
As milk and verjuice, frost and flame 5 
Their parts by properly sustaining, 

May all prove highly entertaining. 


Inscription on a Grotto of Shells, at Crux - 
Easton, t the Work of nine young Ladies .§ 

Pope. 


Here, shunning idleness at once and praise, 
This radiant pile nine rural sisters raise ; 

'flic glittering emblem of each spptlesa dame, 
Clear as her soul, and shining as her frame 5 
Beauty which nature only can impart, 

And such a polish as dh^ACCs art x 

But fate dispos’d there in tW^ bumo^e Bort, 

And hid iu deserts wliat would charm^cqurt^ 


*$Ms. epitophhw been asciih^l to Div Johnson, 
reaUy vviftt^^yJ^ tiarridr. See Bujo- 

tlic seat of Edward 
in of Edward Lisle, Esq. 



A Description of London. 
Houses, churches, mix'd together; 
Streets unpleasant in all weather ; 
Prisons, palaces contiguous, 

Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous; 
Gaudy things enough to tempt ye ; 
Showy outsides, insides empty ; 
Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and dart* 5 
Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, 

Lords of laundresses afraid; 

Rogues that nightly rob and shoot men, 
Hangmen, aldermen, and footmen ; 
Lawyers, poets, priests, physicians, 
Noble, simple, all conditions; 

Worth beneath a threadbare cover, 
Villany bedaub’d all over; 

Women black* reddfoir, and gray ; 
Prudes, and such Sr never pray ; 
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Handsome, ugly, noisy, still, 

Some that will not, some that Will 5 
Many a beau without a shilling, 

Many a widow not unwilling, 

Many a bargain if you stride it : . 

This is London ^how d'ye like it? 

Reflections over a Pipe of Tobacco and a 
Pinch o/Bnyff. 

Whilst smoke arises front my pipe, 

Thus to myself I say : 

41 Why should I anxious be for^fc, 

Which vanishes away ?” '■ ‘ ) 

Onr social snuff-boxes convey 
The same ideas just i 
As if they silently would say, ' 

11 Let’s mingle dust' to dust.” 

Epigram. 

Cries Ned to his neighbors, os onWard they 
press'd, 

Conveying his wife to hCr place of long rCst; 

“ Take, friends, L beseech you, a little more 
leisure, [pleasure?” 

For why sliould wo thus make a toil of a 

On six Sorts of People who keep Fasts . 
T111: miser fasts because he will not eat ; 
The poor man fasts because he has no meat 5 
The rich man fasts with greedy mind to spare ; 
The glutton fasts to cat the greater share 5 
The hypocrite he fasts to seem more holy, 

The righteous man to punish sin and folly. 

Epitaph on a Blacksmith. 

My sledge and hammer lie declin'd, 

My bellows, too, have lost their wind 5 
My fire’s extinct, my forge decay'd j 
My vice is in the dust all laid j 
My coal is spent, my iron gone, 

My nails arc drove, my work is dono. 

My fire-dried corpse here lies at rest. 

My soul, smoke-like, soars to bo blest. 

A whimsical Epitaph , taken from a Stone in 
a Church. 

Here lies the body of Sarah Sexton, 

Who as a wife did never vex one j 
Wc can’t say that for her at th’ next stone. 

To morrow. An Epigram . 
Tn-MOMiow you will live, you always cry : 
In what far country does to-morrow lie, 

That 'tis so mighty long ere it arrive? 

Beyond the Indies doth this morrow live ? 

’Tis so far-fctch’d, this morrow, that I fear 
’Twill be both very old, and very dear. 
u To-morrow I will live,” the Tool does say. 
To-day’s too late : the wise liv’d yesterday. 

Spoken extempore by the Earl of Rochester to 
a parish Clerk. 

Slj&jiNHoi.i) and Hopkif$ had great qualms, 
W%& they translated thrift's Psalms, 


To make the heart full glad : 4 

But had it been poor David’s fate 1 ' " 

To hear thee sing, and them translate. 

By Jove, ’tWould have made him mad. 

Rhyme to Lisbon . By the same . 

Here’* a health to Kate, 

Our Sovereign’s mate, 

Of the Royal House of Lisbon : - 

But the devil take Hyde, 

And the Bishop beside 
That moderher bond of his bone. 

The disappointed Husband. 

A scolding wife so long a sleep possess’d. 
Her spouse presum’d her soul was now at rest ; 
Sable was call’d to hang the room with black.*- 
And all their cheer was sugar, rolls, and *kck ; 
Two mourning staffs stood'sentry at the door. 
And Sjleftce reign’d, who ne’er was there be- 
fore j [par’d . 

The cloaks, and tears, and handkerchiefs pre- 
They march’d in woeful pomp to the c]iup?fc^‘ 
yard, [come ! 

When, see, of narrow streets what mischiefs 
The very dead can't pass in quiet home $ 

3 y some rude jolt the coffin lid was broke, 

And madam from her dream of death awoke. 
Now all was spoiled ! The undertaker’s pay, 
'Sour faces, cakes and wine, quite thrown away. 
But, some years alter, when the former scene 
Was acted, and the co{fo^itil r d again, 

The tender husband took especial care 
To keep the passage froifr dtst^hancc clear, 
Charging the bearers that they tread aright, 
Nor put his dear in Ouch andtherfHght. 

Epigram by the Rev. Francis Blackburns, 
M. A. late Archdeacon of Cleveland. 
LVCIDAS io P&UDKNTIA . 

Descend, fair Stoic, from thy flights j 
From Nature learn to know. 

Our passions are the needful weights 
That make our virtues go. 

PRUDKNTIA to LYCIDAS. 

True, Lycldas 5 but think not so 
Another truth to shun ; 

Our passions make our virtues go, 

But make our vices run. 

The Biter bit. 

A certain priest had hoarded up 
A secret mass of gold j 
But where he might bestow- it safe, 

By fancy was not' told. 

At last it came into his head 
To lock it in a chest 
Within the chancel } and he wrote 
Thereon, Hie Dens eel. 

A merry grig, whose greedy mind 
Long wish'd for such a prey, .. 

Respecting not the sacred words 
That on the casket lay, 
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-Took out the gold ; anti, blotting out 
The priest’s in script thereon, 

Wrote, Rena rr exit, non e st hie, 
tm Your god is ris’n and gone.’’ 

I'piferam, occasioned by the Words 11 One 
Prior, ” in Burnet’s History . 

One Prior ’ — and is this, this all the fame 
The poet from th' Instorian can claim ? 

"No; Prior’s verse posterity shall quote. 

When ’tis forgot one Burnet ever wrote. 

The First Pair. 

Aoam alone could not be easy. 

So he must have a wifb, an‘ please ye ; 

And how did he procure this wile. 

To cheer his solitary life l 
' .Qut of a rib, sir, from his side, 

WaV* form’d this necessary bride. 

Rut how did he the pain beguile ? 

I low ! — he sh'pt sweetly all the while. 

And when this rib was re applied, 
la woman’s ibrni, to Adam’s side, 

»i«nv then, 1 pray you, did it answer ? — 

Ifr never slept so sweet again, sir, 

Similes to Molly. 

Mv passion is as mustard strong ; 

I sit all sober sad ; 

Drunk as a piper oil day long, 

Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
l drink, yet can’t forgetr her j 
for, though as drunk as David’s sow', 

I !o\o her still the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger I’d be, 

If Molly were but kind ; 

Cool as a cucumber could see 
The rest of womankind, 
lake a stuck pig I gaping stare, 

A ml eye her o’er and o’er ; 

I.o.m as a rake with sighs and care, 
sleek as a mouse belbre. 

Plump as a partridge w-is 1 known . 

And soil as silk my skin; 

M\ checks an fat as butter grown ; 

Ihit as a groat now thin ! 

I, melancholy a* u cat. 

Am kept awake to weep; 

But she, insensible of that, 
fSomid as a top can sleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or stone, 

She laughs to see me pale ; 

And merry as a grig is grown, 

And brisk as bottled ale. 

The god of love, at her approach. 

Is busy as a bee ; 

Heart** soundr as any bell or roach 
Are sm^fand sigh like me. 

Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail 
TNie fine men crowd about her : 

Rut soon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 

Vof,, vi. Nos. ‘j:l A: VI, 
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Straight as my leg her shape appears; 

O ! were we join’d together, 

My heart would be scot-free from cares, 

And lighter than a feather. 

As fine as fivepcnce is her mien. 

No drum was ever tighter ; 

Her glance is as a razor keen. 

And not the sun is brighter. 

As soft as pap her kisses are, 

Methinks I taste them yet ; 

Brown as a berry M her hair, 

Ilcr eyes as M.ick as jet. 

As smooth as glass, as white as curds, 

Her pretty hand invites ; 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 

Iler wit like pepper bites. 

Brisk as a body-louse she trips. 

Clean as a penny dress'd ; 

1 Sweet as a rose her breath and lips, 

! Round as a globe her breast. 

Full as an egg was I with glee. 

And happy as a king ! 

Good Lord ! how all men envied me ! 

She lov’d like any thing : 

But, false as hell, she, like the wind. 

Chang’d us her sex must do ; 

Though seeming as the turtle kind. 

And like the gospel true. 

If 1 and Molly could agree. 

Let who would take Peru ; 

Great as an emperor should I be, 

And richer than a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a chick, 
l*m dull as any post ; 

Let us like burrs together slick. 

And warm as any toast. 

You’ll find me truer than a die ; 

And wish me better sped. 

Flat as a flounder when I lie, 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun she’ll drop n tear. 

And sigh, perhaps, and wish, 

When I am rotten as a pear, 

And mute as any fish. 

On the Word Representative 
To represent is but to personate, 

Which should be truly done at any rate. 

Thus they who’re fairly chose without a lee 
Should give their votes, no doubt, with liberty. 
But when a scat is sold by th’ venal tribe, 

He represents them best — who takes a bribe 

On the Shortness of Human Life . 

Like as a damask rose you see, 

Or like the blossom on a tree ; 

Or like the dainty flower in May, 

Or like the morning to the day ; 

Or like the sun, or like the shade, 

Or like the gourd which Jonas had ; 

E’en such is man, whose thread is spun, 
Drawn out, and cut, and so is done : 
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Withers the rose, the blossom blasts, 

The flower fades, the morning hastes } 

The sun doth set, the shadows fly, 

The gourd consumes, and mortals die. 

Like to the grass that's newly sprung, 

Or like a tale that's new begun ; 

Or like a bird that's here to-day, 

Or like the pearled deurofMay 3 
Or like an hour, or like a span, 

Or like the singing of a swan $ 

E'en such is man, who lives by breath, 

Is here, now there, in life ui 1 death : 

The grass decays, the tale doth end, 

The bird is flown, the dews ascend ; 

The hour is short, the span not long, 

The swan's near death, man’s life is done. 

Like to the bubble in the brook, 

Or in a glass much like a look : 

Or like the shuttle in the hand, 

Or like the writing in the sand } 

Or like a thought, or like a dread, 

< >r like the gliding of the- stream} 

E>n such is man, wftb lives by breath. 

Is here, now there, in life and death : 

The bubble's burst, the look's forgot, 

The shuttle's flung, the writing's blot ; 

The thought is past, the dream is gone, 

The water glides, man's life is done. 

Epitaph on Captain Jones , who published 
name marvellous Accounts qf his Travels , 
the Truth of all which he thought proper to 
testify by affidavit. 

Tread softly, mortals, o’er the bones 
Of the world's wonder, Captain Jones ! 

Who told his glorious deeds to many, 

Rut never was believ'd by any. 

Posterity, let this suffice : 

lie swore all’s true, yet here he lies. 

An Epigram y on seeing a young Lady writing 
i Verses with a Hole in her Stocking. 

\ To sec a lady of such grace, 
l l With so much sense, and such a face, 

! So slatternly, is shocking : 

\ O ! if you would with Venus vie, 

‘ Your pen and poctiy lay by, 

^ And learn to mend your stocking. 

On Time. 

Say, is there aught that can convey 
An image of its transient stay ? 

'Tis a hand's breadth j 'tis a tale ; 

Tis a vessel under sail 5 
'Tis a courser’s straining steed} 

'Tis a shuttle in its speed } 

'Tis an eagle in its way, 

Darting down upon its prey ; 
te^Tis an arrow in its flight, 

Blocking the pursuing sight 3 
'Tis a vapour in the air j 
’Tis a whirlwind rushing there 3 
’Tis a short-liv’d, fading flow'r j 
'Tis a rainbow on a show'r ; 


’Tis a momentary ray 
Smiling in a winter’s day ; 

'Tis a torrent's rapid stream ; 

'Tis a shadow } 'tis a dream } 

'Tis the closing watch of night } 

Dying at approaching light ; 

'Tis a landscape vainly gay, 

Painted upon crumbling clay 3 
'Tis a lamp that wastes its fires ; 

'Tis a smoke that quick expires 5 
'Tis a bubble, 'tie a sigh : 

Be prepar'd, O Man ! to die. 

An Anatomical Epitaph on an Invalid. 

Written by Himself. 

Here lies a head that often ach'd 5 
Here lie two hands that always shak’d ; 

1 lore lies a brain of odd conceit } . * 

Here lies a heart that often beat ; 

Ilcre lie two eyes that daily wept, 

Ami in the night but seldom slept ; 

Here lies a tongue that whining,talk*(t, 
Here lie two feet that feebly walk’d 5 
Here lie the midriff and the breast, 

With loads of indigestion piess’d ; 

Hero lies the liver, full of bile, 

That ne’er secreted proper chyle 3 
Here lie the bowels, human tripes, 
Tortur'd with wind and twisting gripes ; 
Here lies the livid dab, the spleen, 

The source of life's sad tragic scene, 

That left-side weight that clogs the blood. 
And stagnates untifte's circling flood ; 

Here lie the nerves, so often twitch'd 
With painful cramps and poignant stitch ; 
Here lies the back, oft rack'd with pains, 
Corroding kidneys, loins, and reins 3 
Here lies the skin by scurvy fed, 

With pimples and eruptions red 3 
Here lies the man, from top to toe, 

That fabric fram'd for pain and woe. 

A Poem. Sir Walter Haleimi. 

Shall I like a hermit dwell 
On a rock or in a cell, 

Calling home the smallest part 
Tliat is missing of my heart. 

To bestow it where I may 
Meet a rival cv’ry day ? 

If she undervalue me, 

What care I bow fair she be 1 

Were her tresses angcl-gold 3 
If a stranger may be bold. 

Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a brayde, 

And, with little more ado, 

Work them into bracelets too 5 
If the mine be grown so free, 

What care 1 how rich it be ? 

Were her hands as rich a prb&, , * - 

As her hair, or precions eyes 3 
If she laid them out to take 
Kisses, for good manners' sake, 4 , * 

And let ev'ry lover skip „ • 

From her hand unto her lip 3 
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If she seem not chaste to me, 

What care 1 how chaste she be ? 

S she must be perfect snow 
ct, as well as show ; 
ing but as snow-balls do, 

Not like fire by burning too j 
Hut when she by change hath got 
To her heart a second lot, 

Then, if others share with me, 

Farewell her whate’er she be L 

A Poem, occasioned by fhe foregoing. 
Paint, paint no more, no more with blots, 
Or chequer so thy face with spots, 

That I must view thee, as men strive 
Jo sec eclipses, through a sieve j 
iViV^ou but pleasing unto me, 

What care I what else thou be 7 

He thou fatter than a hog, 

A butcher’s doublet, or bis dog ; 

He thy cheek's butter, thy nose grease ; . 

May we make brewis on thy lace j 
> ct if thou do not molt to me, 

What care 1 how fat thou be i 

Ho thy nose like fiery coals, 

Ur a grater, fujl of holes, 

Let it turn up, or else hook in, 

And so be clasp'd unto thy chin ; 

Vet, if it turn not unto me. 

What care I how crook’d, it bo 7 

Though reading, thou must look so close, 
As thou wert reading with thy nose j 
From thine eyes lot filth run mote 
Than broken bile, or plaguy sore ; 

Yet if they do not look on me, 

What care I how foul they be ! 

Canst thou outscold a butter wench, 

Or a fresh lawyer at the bench ; 

Fnnst thou the noise of thunder drown, 

Sour all the beer about the town 1 
Yet. if thou wilt not speak to me, 

What care I how loud thou be 7 

He thy mouth like jaws of death, 

That they who kiss, must kiss thy teeth ; 

And hold by th’ handle of thy chin, 

Lest their foot slip, and they fall in ; 

Yet, if thou wilt not' gape on me, 

What care l how broad it be 7 

Smells thy breath iike nurse’s clout, 

< >r a candle just burnt out ; 

Ur so, that men mistake the place, 

And unt ruse, coming near thy face ! 

^ ct, if it smell not so to me, 

What care I how strong it be 1 

Women, .Jfkc paper, whilst they’re white. 
Arc fit fgr'cvery man to write ; 

I’d have a mistress such a one, 

I (night be sure she was my own ; 

Re thou, tlBen, but such to me, 

Wbayfcarcf 1 what else thou be ? 


The Stage Coach . 

Resolv’d to visit a far-distant friend, 

A porter to the Bull -and- Gate I send, 

And bid the slave at all events engage. 

Some place or other in the Chester stage 
The slave returns — "tia douc as soon as said — 
Your honor’s sure when onco the moneys 
My brotl Lcr whip-; impatient of delay, [ paid ; 

Puts to at three, and swears he cannot stay ; 
(Four dismal hours ere the break of day.) 
Rous’d lrom sound sleep, thrice call'd, at 
length I jc, (eyes ; 

Yawning, stretch out my arms, half close my 
By steps and lantern enter the machine, 

And take my place, how cordially l between 
Two aged matrons of excessive bulk. 

To mend the matter, too, of meaner folk ; 
While, in like mode, jamm'd in on th’ other 
A bullying captain and a fair one riclc ; [side 
Foolish as fair, and in whose lap a boy — 

Our plague eternal, but her only joy ; 

At last, the glorious number to complete, 
Steps in my landlord for that bodkin seat : 
When soon, by ov’ry hillock, nit, and stone, 
Into each other’s face by turns we’re thrown ; 
This gran n am scolds, that coughs, and captain 
swears, 

The fair one screams, and has a thousand fears ; 
While our plump landlord, train’d in other 
lore, 

Slumbers at case, nor yet asham'd to snore ; 
And master Dicky, on his mother’s lap, [pap. 
Squalling, brings up at once threo meals of 
Sweet company ! next lime, 1 do protest, sir, 
I’ll w'alk to Dublin, ere I ride to Chester. 

The Thought ; or, a Song of Similes. 
Fvf thought, the fair Narcissa cries, 

What is it like, sir 7 — Like your eyes — 

’Tis like a chair — ’tis like a key — 

’Tis like a purge — ’tis like a flea — 

'Tis like a beggar — like the sun — 

’Tis like the Dutch — ’tis like the moon — 

’Tis like a kilderkin of ale — 

’Tis like a doctor — like a whale — ” 

Why are my eyes, sir, like a Sword ! 

For that’s the Thought, upon my word, 
u All ! witness every pang I feel. 

The deaths they give the likeness tell. 

A sword is like h chair, you’ll find, 

Because 'tis most on end behind. 

’Tis like a key, lor ’twill undo one : 

’Tis like a purge, for ’twill run through one ; 
’Tis like a tlea. and reason good, 

'Tis often drawing human blood." 

Why like a beggar ? — i: You shall hear ; 

'Tis often carried ’fore the MayT. 

’Tis like the sun, because ’tis gilt; 

Besides, it travels in a belt. 

'Tis like the Dutch we plainly ace, 

Because that state, whenever wo 
A push for our own int’rest make, 

1 Iocs instantly our sides forsake.” [done, 
The moon I — “ Why, when all's said and 
A sword is very like the moon ; 
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For if his Majesty, (God bless him,) 

When Country Sheriff comes F address him, 
fa pleas’d his favors to bestow 
On lum, before him kneeling low, 

This o’er his shoulders glitters bright, 

And gives the glory to the Knight (night). 

•Tis like a kilderkin, no doubt, 

For ’tis not long in drawing put. 

’Tis like a doctor, for who will 
Dispute a doctor’s power to kill V* 

But why a Sword is like a whale 
Is no such easy thing to tell 
“ Rut since all Swords are Swords, d'ye sco, 
Why, let it then a backsword be 5 
Which, if well us’d, will seldom fail 
To raise up somewhat like a whale” 

An original Epitaph. 

Heim: lies (hat asleep. — awake me who ‘'.an, — 
That medley of passions and follies, a 3 fan, 
Who sometimes lov’d license, and sometimes 
restraint, 

Too much of the sinner, too little of saint ; 
From quarter to quarter I shifted my tack ; 
'Gainst the evils of life a most notable quack ; 
But, alas ! I soon found the defects of my skill, 
And my nostrums in practice prov’d treacher- 
ous still 5 [ease, 

From life’s certain ills ’l was in vain to seek 
The remedy oft prov’d another disease ; 

What in rapture began often ended in sorrow, 
And the pleasure to-day brought reflection to- 
morrow 3 [seen, 

When each action was o’er, and its errors were 
Then l view’d with surprise the strange thing 
1 had been ; 

My body and mind were so oddly contriv’d, 
That at each other’s failing both parties con- 
niv’d 3 [pain. 

Imprudence of mind brought on sickness and 
The body diseas’d paid the debt back again : 
Thus coupled together life’s journey they 
pass’d, 

Till they wrangled and jangled, and parted at 
last. 3 

Thus tir’d and weary, I’ve finish’d my course, 
Aud glad it is bed -time, and tilings arc no 
worse. 

Epitaph on an honest Sailor. 
Whether sailor or not, for a moment avast ! 
Poor Tom’s mizzen top-sail is laid to the mast 3 
He’ll never turn out, or more heave the lead ;| 
He’s now all aback, nor will sails shoot ahead 3 
He ever was brisk, and, though now gone to 
wreck, 

When he bears the last whistle he'll jump 
upon deck. 

A Rhapsody. 

As I walk’d by myself, I said to myself. 

And myself said again to me 3 
Look to thyself, take care of thyself, 

2* For nobody cares for thee. 


Then T said to myself, and thus answer’d my- 
self, 

With the self-same repartee 5 
Look to thyself, or look not to thyself, 

’Tis the self-same thing to me. 

To-day and To-morrow. 

To-day man’s dress’d in gold and silver 
bright, 

Wrapp’d in a shroud before to-morrmv night 3 
To-day he’s feeding on delicious food, 
To-morrow dead, unable to do good 5 
To-day lie’s nice,' and scorns to feed on crums. 
To-morrow he’s himself a dish for worms 3 
To-day he’s honor’d and in vast esteem, 
To-morrow not. a beggar values him 5 
To-day he rises from the velvet bed, 
To-morrow lies in one that's made of 
To-day his house, though large, he thinks hi 
small. 

To-morrow, no command, no house at all 3 
To-day lias forty servants at his r g.tto, 
To-morrow scorn’d, — not one of them \\\ 
wait j 

To-day perfum’d as swept as any rose. 
To-morrow stinks in every body’s no&c 5 
To-day he’s grand, majestic, all delight, 
Ghastful and pale before to-morrow night : 
True, as the Scripture says, ** man’s lift 
span,” 

The present moment, is the life of man. 

• 

An Inscription over a (gentleman’s Chimney- 
Piece. near Barnsley. 

To my best my friends are free ; 

Free with that, and free with me 3 
Free to pass the harmless joke. 

And the tube sedately smoke 5 
Free to drink just what they please. 

As at home, and at their ease 3 
Free to speak, and free to think— 

No informers witli me drink j 
Free to stay a night, or so 3 
When uneasy, free to go. 

The Character . 

An easy mien, engaging in address, 

Looks which at once each winning grace o\ 
press, 

A life where Jove and truth arc ever join’d, 

A nature ever great and ever kind ; 

A wisdom solid, and a judgment clear, 

The smile indulgent, and a soul sincere 3 
Meek without meannebs, gentle and humane 
Fond of improving, but yet never vain 3 
So justly good, so faithful to his friend. 

Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 

A mind where gou'rous pity stands confess’d, 
Ready to ease and succor the dist ress’d-: J 
If these respect aud admiration rah/', 

They surely must demand our greatest praise : 
In one bright view th’ accomplish’d youth wo 
i see, 

i These virtues all are thine — and thou ^rt he - 
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Poverty and Poetry . 

Twas sung of old, how one Amphion 
Could I iy lus verses tamo a lion, 

■Wyl, by his strange enchanting tuneis, 
Maks^bears and wolves dance rigadoons 3 
His songs could call the timber down, 

And form it into house or town. 

Put it is plain, now, in those times, 

No house m rais’d by poets* rhymes ; 

They for themselves can only rear 
A few old castles in the air. 

Poor are the Brethren of Jtbe Bays, 

Down from high strains to ekes, and ayes : 

The muses too are virgins yet, 

And may he till they portions get. : 

Vet still the doming rhymer dreams, 

,\ml sings of Helicon s bright streams : 
i->.. Jlolicon, for all his clatter, 

Yields nothing hut insipid water! 

\ et. even athirst, he sweetly wings 

< >f Nectar and Elysian springs. 

The grave physician, who, by physic, 

Ljke daath, despatches him that is sick, 

Pi. 1 ‘.lies a sure and thriving tunic 5 
f mi » ngh patients die, the doctors paid ; 
t ireus'd to kill, he gains a palace 
Poi what another niuunts a gallows. 

I11 shady groves the muses ploy, 

And love in flow’ry meads to stiay 3 
Pleas'd with a bleaky, barren ground, 

Where rip’ning fruits are never found. 

I hit then, some say, you purchase fame, 

And gain a never-dying name 3 

< >ie:it recompense for real trouble, 

To he rewarded with a bubble ! 

Thus soldiers, who in many battles [else, 

< Set bangs and blows, and God knows wliat 
Are paid with fame and wooden leg, 

And gain a pass, with leave to beg. 

Quten Elizabeth, being ashed her Opinion 
concerning the real Pi esencc in the Sacra- 
ment, gave the following artful and solid 
Answer : 

Cmu.vr was the word that spak' it 3 
lie took the bread and brake, it 3 
Ami what the Word did make it, 

Thai I believe, and take it. 

Epigram. 

It blew a hard storm, and in utmost confu- 
sion, 

The sailors all hurried to get absolution 5 
Which done, and the weight of the sins they 
confess’d ; 

Trausferr’d, as they thought, from themselves I 
to the priest, 

To lighten the ship, and conclude their devo- 
tion, [ocean. 

They tossjjj. the poor pardon souse into the 

Dialogs* between Harry , who had a large 
Library, and Dick, who had more Under- 
standing than Hooks . 



“ What wilt thou give fort V 9 Dick replied. 

“ The bargain s quickly made.” 
u My head and all my books I'd give, 

With readiness and freedom.” 
u I’d take thy books, but with thy head, 
Gadzooks ! I ne’er could read them.” 

TrucBencvoknce. 

Thf. other day’, "say* Ned to Joe, 

Near Bedlam’s confines groping, 

“ Whene’er I hear the cries of woo, 

My hand is always open.” 

“ I own,” says Joe, “that, to the poor, 

(You prove it ev’ry minute,) 

Your hand is open, to l>o sure, 

But llion there's nothing in it.” 

Written under a Lady's Name in a Window. 
Tun ee brilliants fair Celinda grac’d 
(There love’s artillery lies :) 

One from her snowy finger blaz’d, 

Two sparkled in her eyes. 

The first, which shone with fainter rays, 

Could here her name impart ; 

The others drew her charming face 
More deeply on iny heart. 

On the Death qf Dean Swift. 

When Gay breath’d his last, we m silence 
complain’d, 

But yet we’d a Pope and a Swift who remain'd ; 
Pope falls! all Parnassus resounds with our 
cries, [skies : 

And pray’rs daily made to keep Swift from the 
Vain wishes ! vain pray'is ! to the wind they 
are given, [heaven. 

For death conu s relentless, and lakes him to 
At little misfortunes we’re soberly sad, 

But it’s time, now we’ve lost all our wits, to 
run inad. 


Quod petis hie est. 

A thousand objects of desire 
On foreign coasts you’ll view ; 

Now Art, now Nature’s works admire, 

Here Hplendor, there virtu. 

But blessings, which at home you see, 
Sublimcr joy suggest : 

Old England gives you liberty, 

And that gives -oZ2 the rest. 

French Cooking. 

To make a plum-pudding a French count 
once took 

An authentic receipt from an English lord's 
cook 5 [spice. 

Mix suet, milk, eggs, sugar, meal, fruit and 

Of such numbers, such measure, and weight, 
and such price 3 

Drop a spoonful of brandy to quicken the mess, 

And boil it for so many hours, more or less. 

These directions were tried, but, when tried, 
had no good in, 

’Twas all wash, anil all squash, but ’twas not 
English pudding 3 
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And monsieur, in a pet, sent a second request 
lor the cook that prescrib’d to assist when 
’twas dress’d, 

Who, of course, to comply with his honor’s 
beseeching^ 

Like an old cook dfColbrook, march’d into 
the kitchen. * 

The French cOoks, when '4h^f y nsaw him, talk’d 
loud and talk’d tong. 

They were sure all was right, he could find 
nothing wrong 3 

Till, just as the mixture was rais’d to the pot, 
" Hold your hands! hold your hands!” scream'd 
astonish’d John Trot : 

lt Don’t you see you want one thing, like fools 
as you are V * - 

“ Vone ting, Sarc ! Vat ting, Saro ?”■ — l# A 
pudding-cloth, Sore !” 

The Decanter. 

O thou, tliat high thy head dost bear, 

With round, smooth neck, and simple car, 
With wcll-turn’d narrow mouth, from whence 
Flow streams of noblest eloquence : 

J Tis thou that first the bard divine, 

Sacred to Phoebus and the nine ; 

That mirth and soil delight canst move, 

Sacred to Venus and to Love 3 
Yet, spite of all thy virtues rare, 

Thou’rt not a boon companion fair 3 
Thou’rt full of wine when thirsty I, 

And when I’m drunk, then thou art dry. 

Qualis ah Jncepto. 

Ohio, whose hat a nimble knave had snatch’d, 
Fat, clumsy, gouty, and asthmatic, old, 
Panting against a post, his noddle scratch'd, 
And his sad story to a stranger told : — 

“ Follow the thief,” replied the stander-by 3 
“ Ah, sir !” suid he, " these legs will wag no 
more.” 

“ Alarm the neighborhood with a hue and cry.” 
“ Alas, I’ve roar’d as long as lungs could 
roar.” 

w Then,” quoth the stranger, 11 vain is all en- 
deavor, 

Sans voice to call, cans vigor to pursue 3 
And bince your hat, of course, is gone for ever, 
I’ll e’en make bold to take your wig — adieu !” 

IIow to make Fools scarce. 
Mankind, though satirists with jobations 
weary us, 

Has only two weak parts, if fairly reckon’d 3 
The first of which is, trifling with things serious, 
And seriousness in trifles is the second. 
Remove these little rubs, whoe’er knows how, 
And fools will be as scarce as wise men now. 

Mental Optics. 

To a noted optician, a simple grave man 
In these terms his address for assistance began : 
“ If with me, like my neighbors, you think 
’twould succeed, 

l would purchase a glass that would help me 
tp read.” 


Number this, number that, no effect could pro- 
duce, 

Concave, and convex, are alike of no use 3 
The shop was all rummag’d for old ware .uhd 
new, 

But nothing came of it, for nothing w -uld do. 

“ ’Tis strange,” said the artist, “you see none 
the better 3 

Cannot all these varieties show you a letter?” 
u Show a letter ?” quoth he, " yes, by hun- 
dreds they show ’em 3 [’em.” 

I can see fast enough : what I want is, to know 

On Howard's dying in Russia. 
Though far from Britain, Britain’s worthiest. 

pride, [died, 

The world's great patriot, generous I Toward^ 
Let not our sorrow blame his wish to ro?,<TT 
With such a heart, as such a life display^ 3 
A heart, which all mankind one family made 3 
To travel was but to enlarge his home ! 

Magna est Veritas tl pravalebit. 
Falsehood and Truth, in rival race. 

Internal contrast prove 3 
Falsehood speeds on with rapid pace, 

Truth scarce appears to move. 

Falsehood finds numbers in hcr ( course. 

Who prompt assistance lend 3 
[11-nature loves to aid her force. 

And Folly stands her friend. 

Guilt, Envy, Cunning, all make shift 
To help her on her way, 

And Fortuno gives her many a lift 3 
No matter for foul play. 

Yet, after all her efforts tried. 

And all her circuit run, 

When Time the vict’ry shall decide. 

She'll end where Truth begun! 

Fati valet Ilora benigna. 

Whkn Tom call’d in, one day, on Ned, 

Ilis wife was plastering dcarec’s head, 

Who sigh’d, but dar’d not shake it ! 

’Tis well Tom’s pace is something slower, 

For, had he come an hour before, 

He’d seen the vixen break it. 

Brevis esse Jdboro. 

Ox Folly's lips eternal tattlings dwell 3 
Wisdom speaks little, but that little well 3 
So lengthening shades the sun’s decline betray, 
But shorter shadows mark meridian day. 

Latin Learning of little Use.* 

You a venerable chaplain once 
(Though now with age lie bend) 

Train'd here the scholar, lash’d the dunce, 

A master and a friend. * 

To profit by his well-known care, % 

His child a butcher brought 3 
And, all the needful to prepare, * 

A dictionary bought. * . | 

* Spoken at Merchant Taylors 1 School^ 
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Before a week its course had run, 

The butcher came again : 

“ Take back your book, give back my son," 

* He cried with might And main. 

“Larking !” *tia money thrown away, 
Sucirfhtming to procure j 
The book don't show, the boy can't say, 
What’s 1 .atin — for a skewer.'* 5 

Nothing new under the Sun, 
Thekk’s nothing new beneath the sun, 

So ancient wits’ decisions run 1" 

But wit no match for facts i?£r , 

For I know things, and so do y<5u, 

Though everlasting, ever new ! 

What think you, sirs, of taxes 1 

Ancient and Modem Poets distinguished. 

’ T w i xt those poets of old, and our poets of late, 
One perpetual distinction holds true : 

The new, in & twinkling, are all out of date, 
The old— will for ever be new ! 

The Progress qf Wigs* 

Whkn Charles the First the sceptre boro, 
Each grave divine, I trow, 

A silken cap all sable wore. 

With nine straight hairs below. 

The Restoration’s jovial day 

(’bang'd, with the men, the mode, 

And orth’dox heads, in broad display, 

The flaxen buckle shojv'd. 

Jji Anna’s reign, from general view 
Th’ enormous flaxen s fled : 

And, lo ! perukes of milk-white hue 
Succeeded in their stead. 

These too incurr’d, by lapse of years, 

Disuse, though not disgrace ; 

New clerical brows requir’d new gears, 

And grizzles took their place. 

Vet still the wig’s full form retain’d 
The feather’d forctop’a peak : 

Yet still the solemn bush remain’d 
To flank the rosy cheek. 

But now ! forgive the conscious muse, 

That feels her verso too bold : 

What fashions modem reverends use, 

You need not here be told. 

Though new their taste, while they adopt 
Their good forefathers’ ways; 

Tho frizz’d, the curl’d, the bald, the cropt, 
Have all their claim to praise. 


Nor o’er henceforth, since life thus steals away, 
Give credit for a bet — beyond a day !” 

Cose in the Constitutional Court. 

A farmer, as records report, 

Most hugely discontented, 

His vicar at the Bishop’s Court 
For gross negt&l presented, 

" Our former priest, my Lord,” he said, 

" Each Sunday the year round. 

Some Greek in his discourses read, 

And chanhing was the sound ! 

“Not such our present parson’s phrase, 

No Greek does lie apply j 
But says in English all he says, 

As you might speak, or I. 

“ And yet for this so simple style, 

He claims each tithe and due; 

Pigs, pippins, poultry, all the while, 

And Easter off 1 ’rings too!” 

“ You’re skill’d in languages, I guess,” 

Th’ amaz’d diocesan ery’d : 

" I know no language, more nor less,” 

'The surly clown reply’d : 

“ But Greek, I've heard tho learned say, 
Surpasses all the rest 3 
And since ’tin for the best we pay, 

We ought to have the best.” 

On Hope. Anon. 

Hope, hcav’n-born cherub, still appears, 
Howe’er misfortune seems to lower : 

Her smile the threat’ning tempest clears, 

And is the rainbow of the shower. 


A long way off Lucinda strikes the men; 

As she draws near, 

And one sees clear, 

A long way off— one wishes her again. 

On a Person not celebrated for his Veracity. 

“ On Tuesday next,” says Tom to Ned, 

“ l'U dine with you, and take a bed.*’ 

“You may believe him,” Will replies, 

“ Where’er Tom dines he always lies.” 

On a natural Grotto , near a deep Stream. 
Health, rosc-lipp’d cherub, haunts this spot ; 

She slumbers oft in yonder nook : 

If in the shade you find her not, 

Plunge — and you ’ll find her in the brook i 


The Effect qf Pulpit Eloquence. 

A veteran gambler, in a tempest caught, 
Once in his life a church’s shelter sought, 
Where many a hint, pathetically grave, 

On life’s precarious lot, the preacher gave. 
The Bcnnon ended, and the storm all spent, 
Hpjs& trudg’d old Cog -die, reasoning as he 
went. [declar’d j 

StrictVruth,” quoth he, “ this rcv’rend sage 
« fijpi conviction, and will be prepar'd ; 


On a Lady who beat her Husband. 
Come hither, Sir George, my picture is here ; 
What think you, my love ? don’t it strike- 
you 7 

“ I can’t say it does, just at present, my dear, 
But I think it soon will, it ’s so like you.” 

What is an Epigram. 

What is an epigram ? a dwarfish whole : 
Its body brevity, and wit its soul. - 
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To a living Author. 

Your comedy I 've read, my friend, 

And like the half you pilfer’d best ; 

But sure the piece you yet may mend : 

Take courage Jv tttan ! end steal the rest, 

Mitated fi^nthePrench, 

* By m 

His last great debt is paid— poor Tom ’s no 
nxore^ \ 

Last debt ? Tom never paid a debt before. 

Bargains. 

Ned’s thrifty spouse, her taste to please, 
With rival dames at auctions vies ; 

Is charm’d with ev’ry thing she secs, 

And ev’ry thing she sees she buys. 

Ned feels at ev’ry sale enchanted ; 

Such costly wares ! so wisely sought ! 
Bought because they may be wanted. 

Wanted because they may bo bought. 

On a bad Singer. 

' Swans sing before they die — 'twcrc no had 
thing 

* Should certain persons die before they Bing. 
From the Greek. 

But five years old — sweet babe, adieu ! 

Beneath thy sod repose 5 
Little of life poor Henry knew, 

Yet 'scap’d from all its woes. 

From the Greek . 

Busy, thoughtless, playful, I, 

Little dreaming danger nigh, 

Was plac’d, ere twice three years had gone, 
By cruel death, beneath this stone. 

Yet weep not, weep not, parents dear, 

No pains nor cares shall enter here ; 

If little of life’s joys I knew, 

So little of itB sorrows too. 

From the Greek. 

To the happy and prosperous life’s but a span, 
So quickly the years pass away j [man, 
To the wretched, forsaken, disease-tortur’d 
An age is involv’d in a day. 

From the Greek. 

Blame not love, as fraught with care, 

Cease, ye lovers, thus to moan 5 
Light and Joy Love’s daughters are, 

The Woes from Folly spring alone. 

The Thief. 

I tell, with equal truth and grief, 

That little Kilt’s an arrant thief. 

Before the urchin well could go, 

She stole the whiteness of the snow 5 
And more — that whiteness to adorn, 

She stole the blushes of the morn j 
Stole all the softness ABther pours 
On primrose buds, internal show’rs. 
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There's no repeating all her wiles : 

She stole the Graces’ winning smiles 3 
’Twas quickly seen she robb’d the sky, 

To plant a star in cither eye 5 
She pilfer’d orient pearl for teeth, 

And stole the cow’s ambrosial breath y; " 

The cherry, steep’d in morning dew. 

Gave moisture to her lips and hue. 

These were her infant spoils j a store 
To which, in time, she added more : 

At twelve she stole from Cyprus' Queen 
Her air and love-commanding rnicn 3 
Stoic Juno’s dignity 3 and stole, 

From Pallas, sense to charm the soul 3 
She sung — amaz’d the Sirens heard, 

And to assert their voice appear’d 3 
Sho play’d— the Muses from their hill 
Wonder'd who thus had stole their skill v ^ 
Apollo’s wit was next her prey 3 
And then rise beams that light the day 3 
While Jove, her pilfering threats to crown, 
Pronounc’d these beauties all her own. 
Pardon’d her crimes, and prais’d her art 3 
And t’ other day she Btole my heart. 

Cupid ! if lovers are thy care, 

Revenge thy votary on the fair 3 
Do justice on her stolen charms, 

And let her prison be— my arms. 

Beauty's Value. Shakspeare. 
Beauty is but a vain, a fleeting good, 

A shining gloss, thqt fadeth suddenly 3 
A flow’r that dies when almost in the bud, 

A brittle glass that breaketh presently. 

A ileeting good, a gloss, a glass, a flow’r, 

Lost, faded, broken, dead, within an hour. 

As goods when lost, we know, are seldom 
found, 

* As fading gloss no rubbing can excite 3 
As flow’rs when dead arc trampled on the 
ground, 

As broken glass no cement can unite 3 
So beauty, blemish’d once, is ever lost. 

In spite of physic, painting, pains, and cost. 

Epitaph on a Scolding Wife. 

Here lies my wife 3 poor Molly ! let her lie : 
Sho finds repose at last— and so do /. 

A Sailor , horsing been sentenced to the Cat o’ 
Nine Tails , when tied ready for Punish- 
ment, spoke the following Lines to his Com- 
mander, who had an aversion to a Cat. 

By your honor’s command, an example I stand 
Of your justice to all the ship’s crew 3 
I am hamper’d and stripp’d, and, if I am 
whipp’d, 

'Tis no more than I own is my due. 

In this scurvy condition, I humbly petition 
To offer some lines to your eye : 1 s ^ 

Merry Tom by such trash once avoided tfi^ 
lash, ' 

And, if' fate and you please, so may i. 
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There is nothing you hate, I'm inform'd, like 
a cat; 

Why, your honor's aversion is mine : flail, 
IT puss then with one tail can make your heart 
O save me from that which has nine ! 

■ N. D. He was pardoned. 

On a certain Lady’s Study. 

To Chloc's study shall we go 1 
(For ladies have their studies now.) 

O what a splendid sight is there l 
T would make the dullest hermit ^tare : 

There stand, all rang'd in proud array, 

Each French romance, and modern play ; 
Erne's magazine of llumcs and darts, 
tVhnlo histories of eyes and hearts : 
lia, O ! view well the outward scene, 

) ou’li* never need to look within 3 
XV hnt Chloc loves she plainly shows, 

For, lo ! her very books are beaus. 

7 f he modern Courtier. 

*' Pii ay say what's that which smirking trips 
this way." 

■ That powder'd thing, so neat, so trim, so gay, 
Xdorn’d with tambour'd vest, and spangled 
sword ; [Lord !" 

'Th.it supple, servile thing ? — O ! that’s a 
*■ X'ou jest — that thing a Peer ? an English 
Peer ? [clear) 

Who might (with head, estate, and conscience 
Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 

Firmly maintain a free-born people’s right : 

F 1 1 rely those Lords were of another bleed 
\\ ho met their monarch John at ltuimemcdc; 
And, clad in steel, there, in a glorious hour, 
Xlnde tho curs'd tyrant feel tho people’s pow'r; 
.'Rule, him confess, beneath that awful rod, 
Their voice united is the voice of Hod." 

Lpltaph on a beautiful and virtuous young 
Lady. 

Sleep soft in dust, wait tho Almighty’s will, 
Then rise unchang'd, and be an angel still. 

An Epitaph on a poor but honest Man. 

Slop, reader, here, aud deign to look 
On one without a name, 

Ne’er enter'd in tho ample book 
Of fortune or of fame. 

Studious of peace, lie bated strife ; 

Aleck virtues fill’d his breast ; 

Bn ro.nt of arms, “ a spotless life,” 

“ An honest llcart , ’ his crest. 

Quarter’d therewith was innocence, 

And thus his motto ran : 

“ A ponscicnco void of all offence. 

Before both God and man." 

hi thfrftreat day of wrath, though pride 
fltAv 8004ns his pedigree, 
flloustinds shall wish they'd been allied 
To i^iis great family. 


An Epitaph on a very idle Felloio. 
From Camdf.pt. 

He hk lieth one that once was born and 
cried, [died. 

Liv'd several years, and then— and then— he 

Epigram to a pretended Friend, and real 
Efautmy. 

Thy hesitating tongue and doubtful face 
Show all thy kindness to be mere grimace. 
Throw off the mask j at once be foe or friend ; 
'Tis base to soothe, when malice is the end. 
The rock tliat’s seen gives the poor sailor 
dread, 

But double terror that which hides its hc.ul. 

To Lady Mary Worthy Montague. Pori.. 
In beauty or wit, no mortal as yet 
To question your empire has ilnr’d 5 
But men of discerning have thought that in 
learning 

'To yield to a lady waff hard. 

Impertinent schools, with musty, dull rule*, 
Have reading to females denied j 
So papists refuse the Bible to use, 

Lest flocks should be wise an their guide. 

'Twas woman at first (indeed she was curst) 
In knowledge that tasted delight 3 
And sagos agree, the laws should decree 
To the first of possessors tho right. 

Then bravely, fair dame, rcHume the nid claim, 
Which to your whole ecx does belong 
And let men receive from a second bright Eve 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

But if the first Eve hard doom did receive, 
When only one applo had she ; fyou. 

What punishment new shall be found out for 
Who, tasting, have robb'd the whole tree l 

On the Death of a Wife, a notable Scold and 
a Shrew. By the Husband. 

We liv’d onc-and-twenty year 
As man and wife together ; 

I could no longer keep her here ; 

She's gone, 1 know not whither. 

Could I hut guess, I do protest 
I speak it not to flatter 3 
Of all the women in the world 
I never would come at her. 

Iler body is bestowed well, 

A handsome grave doth hide her ; 

And, sure, her soul is not in hell,— 

The devil would ne'er abide her. 

I rather think she's soar’d aloft 5 
For, in the last great thunder, 

Methought I heard her very voice 
Rending the clouds in sunder. 

The Bose. Philips. 

Th k rose’s ago is but a day, 

Its bloom the pledge of its decay 3 
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Sweet in scent, in color bright, 

It blows at morn, and fades at night. 

Imitated by Dr. Swift. 

My ago is not atnpinen^s. stay, 

My birth the same! with my decay 3 
i savor ill 5 no color know 3 
And fade the instant that J blow. 

A Boston Epigram — written in 1774. 

To the Ministry . 

You’ve sent a rod to Mass&chuset, 
Thinking the Americans will buss it $ 

Rut much I fear, for Britain’s sake, 

That this same rod will prove a snake. 

On Matrimony. An Epigram. 

Tom prais’d his friend, who chang’d his state, 
For binding fast himself and lvate 
In union so divine ; 

" Wedlock’s the end of life,” he cried. 

“ Too true, alas !” said Jack, and sigh’d : 

« 'Twill be the end of mine.’’ 

Verses supposed to be written by Alexander 
Selkirk, during his solitary Abode in the 
Island of Juan Fernandez. Co wpeu. 

I am monarch of all I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea, 

1 am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 solitude"! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face 7 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 

Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

1 must finish my journey alone. 

Never bear the sweet music of speech ; 

I start at the sound of my own. 

The beasts that roam over the plain 
My form with indifference sec 5 
They arc so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestow’d, upon man, 

O, had I the wings of a dove, 

How soon would 1 tnstc you again ! 

My sorrow b 1 then might assuage 
In the ways of religion and truth, 

Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer’d by the sallies of youth. 

Religion ! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly word ! 

More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can afford : 

But the sound of the church-going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 

Ne’er sigh’d at the 6 ound of a knell, 

Or smil’d when a sabbath appear'd. 

Ye windsjtifetirt have made me your sport, 
Conffymthis desolate shore 
Sorgo com M t endearing report 
- 4 Of a lajjtl 1 shall visit no more. 
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My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me ? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

IIow fleet is a glance of the mind ! ^ - 
Compar'd with the speed of its flight, 

The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. 

When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be there 3 

Rut, alas ! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair. 

Rut the sea-fowl is gone to her nest, 
The beast is laid down in his lair : 

E’en here is a season of rest, 

And 1 to iny cabin repair. 

There is mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought ! 

Gives even allliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to bis lot. 


Ode to Peace. Cow per. 
Come, peace of mind, delightful guest ! 
Return, and make thy downy nest 
Once moro in this sad heart : 

Nor riches 1 nor pow’r pursue, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view ; 

We therefore need not part. , 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me, 
From av’rice and ambition free, 

And pleasure's fatal wiles ? 

For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to share, — 
The banquet of thy smiles 7 
The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The heaven that thou alone canst rn.ike 7 
And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy mead, 
The grove and the sequester’d shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 

For thee I panted, thee I priz’d, 

For thee I gladly sacrific'd 
Whatc’er I lov’d before 3 
And shall l sec thee start away, 

And, helpless, hopeless, hear thee say, 
Farewell ! we meet no more ? 


Human Frailty. Co wpeii. 

Weak and irresolute is man 3 
The purpose of to-day, 

Woven with pains into his plan, 
To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bunt, and smart the spring, 
Vice seems already slain 3 
Rut passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out bis weaker part 3 
Virtue engages bis assent, 

Rut pleasure wins his heart. 

’Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all bis art we view 3 . * 

And, while his tongue the charge denies,* 
lhs conscience owns it true. / 
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Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers little known. 

A stronger to superior strength, 

' Mon vainly trusts his own. 

Rut oars alone can ne’er prevail 
To rea^h the distant coast j 
The l»roath of heaven must swell the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 

On observing some Names qf little Note record- 
ed in the Biographia Iiritannica. Co \v r r. r . 
O vond attempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, born to bo forgot ! 

In vain recorded in historic page, 

The} court the notice of a future age : 

Those twinkling liny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand ! 
Lcthaym gulls receive them as they fall, 

And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

No when a child, as playful children use, 

1 fas burnt to tinder a stale last-year’s news, 
The llamc extinct, he views the roving tiro : 
There goes iny lady, and there goes the squire ; 
There goes the parson, O illustrious spark ! 
And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk. 

The Nightingale and Glow-Worm. Cowpf.r. 

A •rir.UTiNUALK, that all day long 
Jlul cheer'd the village with hi* song, 

Nor jet at eve his note suspended, 

Nor yet when even-tide was ended, 

Began to feel, a* well lie might, 

The keen demands of appfttite ; 

When, looking eagerly around, 

11c spied far off, upjn the ground, 

A something shining in the dark, 

And knew the glow-worm by his spark ; 

No, stooping down from hawthorn top, 

He thought to put him in Iim crop. 

The worm, aware of his intent, 

Harangu'd him thus, right eloquent : 

** Did you admire my lamp," quoth he, 

4 ‘ As much as I your minstrelsy, 

You wordd abhor to do me wrong, 

As much as 1 to spoil your song } 

For ’tv/as the self-same Pow'r divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine, 

That you with music, I with light, 

Might beautify and cheer the night." 

The songster heard his short oration, 

\ml, warbling out his approbation, 

Releas'd him, as my ftory tells. 

And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their rrtil interest to discern : 

That brother should not war with brother, 

A ml worry and devour each other, 

But sing aud shine by sweet consent, 

Tdl life's poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting in each other’s case 
The gii> . of nature and of grace. 

TJdfce Christians best deserve the name 
Wno studiously make peace their aim ; 

both* the duty and the prize 
OfJrii/1 that creeps, and him that Hies. 


On a Goldfinch starved to Death in his Cage . 

COIVFKR. 

Ti m f. was when I was free as air, 

'The thistle’s downy seed my fare, 

My drink the morning dewj 
I perch'd at will on cv'ry spray, 

My form genteel, my plumage gay, 

My strains for ever new. 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain, 

And form genteel, were all in vain, 

And of a transient date j 
For caught and cag'd, and starv’d to death, 

In djing sighs my Tittle breath 
Noon pass’d the wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes, 

And thanks for this effectual close 
And cure of every ill ! 

More cruelty could none express } 

And 1. if you had shown rno less, 
llad been your prisoner still. 

The Pine- Apple and the Bee. Co tv Pi, rs . 

The pi uc-apples in triple row 
Were basking hot and all in blow : 

A bee, of most discerning taste, 

Perceiv'd the fragrance as he pass’d. 

On eager wing the spoiler came, 

And search'd for crannies in the frame } 

Urg'd his attempt, on cv'ry side. 

To ev’ry pane liis trunk applied— 

But still in vain j the frame was tight, 

Anil only pervious to the light. 

Thus having wasted half the day, 

He trimiu'd his flight another way. 

Mcthinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind} * 

To joys forbidden man aspires. 

Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 

Folly the spring of liis pursuit, 

And disappointment all the fruit. 

While Cynthio ogles as she passes 
The nymph between two chariot-glasses, 

She is the pine-apple, anil he 
The silly, unsuccessful bee. 

The maid, who views with pensive air 
The show-glass fraught with glitt’ring ware. 
Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and locket*. 
But sighs at thought of empty pockets j 
Like thine her appetite is keen, 

But, ah, the cruel glass between ! 

Our dear delights arc often such, 

Expos’d to view, but not to touch } 

The sight our foolish heart inflames ; 

Wc long for pine-apples in frames. 

With hopeless wish one looks and lingers. 

One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingers} 

But they whom truth and wisdom lead, 

Can gather honey from a weed. 

The Poet, the Oyster , and Sensitive Plant. 

COW PER. 

An oyster, cast upon the shore, 

Was heard, though never heard Wore, 
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Complaining in ft speech well worded, 

And worthy thoi to^e recorded : 

" Ali, hapless $opteh! condemn’d to dwell 
For ever in , 

Ordain’d to pfease, . 

Not for my ow^jgSipi or jtfriMb' 

Hut toss'd tta^pHbadtt^snt, 

Now in the Wcfw cot. 

’Twere better to b&botti a stone 
Of rudershapCitnd feeling none, 

Than with a tenderness like mine, 

And sensibility so fine : 

1 envy that unfeeling shrub. 

Fast-rooted against ev’ryrub.” 

The plmn^he meant grew not far off; 

And felt tbn ancer With scorn enough ; 

Was hurt, disgusted, mortified, 

And with asperity* replied. 

(When, cry the botanists, and stare, 

1 >id plants call'd sensitive grow there ? 

No matter when,, a poet’s uiuse is 

'Vo make tliem glow where just she chooses.) 

“ Yon shapelestAOtbing in a dish, 

You that are but almost a fish, 

1 scorn your coarse insinuation, 

A nd have most plentiful occasion 
To wish myself the rock I view, 

( >r such another dplt as you. 

For many a grata and learned clerk, 

And many a gay, unletter’d spark, 

With curious tiitlch examines me, 

Jf 1 can fte&|**9rell as he 5 

And when fbend, retire, and shrink, 

Says, • Well, ’tis more than one would think.’ 
Tims life is spent, O fie upon ’t ! 

Jn being touch’d, and crying, 1 Don’t !’ ” 

A poet, in his evening walk, 

0*<:rheara,%ud check’d this idle talk. 

And, “ Your fine sense, ” ho said, u and 
yours. 

Whatever evil it endures, 

Deserves not, if no soon offended, 

Much to bo pitied or commended. 

Disputes, though Short, are far too long, 
Where both alike are in the wrong; 

Your feelings, in their full amount, 

Are all upon your own account. 

^ “ You, iuyaur grotto-work enclos’d, 
'Complain of being thus expos’d, 

N’ct nothingffceHn that rough coat, 

Have when the knife is at your tliroat : 
Wherever driven .by wind or tide, 

Exempt from ev’ry ill beside/ 

“ And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
Who reckon ev’zy touch a blemish, 

If all the plants that can be found , 
Embellishing ihe scene around 
Should droop and wither where they grow, 
You would net feet at all. not you. 

Tj[» noblest minds their Virtue prove 
By pity, syihpathyj aqd love. 

These, tlms^i^ballags truly fine, 

And prove owner half divine.” 

His «BuroTeach’d them as ho dealt it, 
And eaffe by shrinking, show’d he felt it. 


A Fable . Cowper. 

A raven, while with glassy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly press'd, 
i And on her wicker-work high mounted 
Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A fault philosopher might blame, c 
If quite cxompted'fif^ut the same,) 1 
Enjoy’d at ease the getfial day ; 

’Twas April, as the bumpkins say, 

The legislature call’d it May. 

Rut suddenly a wind, as high 
As ever swepia winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears. 

And fill’d her with a thousand fears, 

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough, 
And spread her golden hopes below. 

Rut just at eve the blowing weather, 

And all her fears were hush’d together • 
“And now,” quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

“ 'Tis over, and the brood is Bafc 
( For ravens, though as birds of omen 
They teach both conj’rors and okl women 
To toll us what is to befall, 

. Can't prophesy themselves at all.) 

The morning came, when neighbor Hodge, 
Who long had mark’d her airy lodge, 

And destin’d all the treasure there 
A gift to his expecting fair, 

(’limb’d like a squirrel to his prey, 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

’Tis Providence alone secures, 

In ev’ry change, both mine and yours. 

Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightful shapo : 

An caithquukc may bo bid to spare 
The man that’s strangled by a hair. • 

Fate steals along with silent tread, 

Found oft’ncst in what least wc dread. 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 

And in the sunshine strikes the blow. 

The Love of the World detected. Cow ter 
Thus says the prophet of the Turk : 

“ Good Mussulman, abstain from pork; 

There is a part in ev’ry swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May taste, wliate’er his inclination, 

On pain of excommunication.” 

Such Mahomet’s mysterious charge, 

And thus he left the point at large. 

Had he the sinful part express’d. 

They might with safety eat the rest ; 

Rut for one piece, they thought it bard 
From the whole hog to be debarr’d, r 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. 

Much controversy straight arose ) 

These choose the back, the belly those ; 

Ry some ’tis confidently said • 

He meant not to forbid (lie head; 

While others at that doctrine rail,* 

And piously prefer the tail : , 

Thus, conscience freed from ev’ry. clog, • 
Mahometans oat up the hog. <1 
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You laugh — 'tis well > the tale applied 
May moke you laugh on t' other side. 

“ Renounce the world/' the preacher cries : 
I “ Wc do/' a multitude replies. 

While one as innocent regards *' 

• A snug and friendly game at etfds > 

And one, whatever youmoysay, 

Can see no evil in apfcjr-} 

Some love a concert, or a race, 

And others, shooting, and the chase, 
ltavil’d and lov'd, renounc’d and follow'd, 
Thus hit by bit the world is swallow'd : 
Each thinks his neighbor makes too free, 
Yet likes a slice as well as he : 

With sophistry their sauce they sweeten, 
Till quite from tail to snout 'tis eaten. 

The Jackdaw . Cowper. 

C, 

There is a bird who by his coat, 

And by the hoarseness of his notg. 

Might be suppos'd a crow j 
A great frequenter of the church, 

Where, bishop-like, ho finds a perch 
And dormitory too. 

About the steeple shines a plate, 

That tarns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blows tho weather ; 
honk up, your brains begin to swim j 
Tis in the clouds : that pleases him, 
lie chooses it the rather. 

Fond of llic speculative height, 

Thither he wings his airy* flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the rareshow 
That occupies mankind below, 

Secure and at his ease. 

Vou think, no doubt, he Bits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises, 

If he should chance to fall ; 

Wo, not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 

He sees that this great roundabout, 

'EJie world, with all its motley rout, 

Church, army, physic, law, 

' Its customs and its businesses 
Are no concern at all of his. 

And says — What says he ? u Caw/' 
Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men, 

And, sick of having seen ’em, 

Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine, 

A^pl such a head between ’em. 

We are Seven, Words wort w. 

— A simple child 

That lightly draws its breath, 

And feels its life in every limb, 

What should it know of doath ? 

I met a little cottage girl : 

She wv eight years old, she said j 
Her ■hair wasjbick with many a curl 
Vflfet clustered round her head. 


She had a rustic, woodland air, 

And she was wildly chid j . 

Her eyes were fair, and veiy fair; 

—Her beauty madenp g$aut\ 

“ Sisters and hro^^pj|^|mmd f 
How many tia^ypu uwlli; V* ■ 

" How many 1 3 <*en hkjfijfobv said, 

And wondering lock'd, m. 

" And where are they Ygwy you tell." 

She answer’d, “ Seven are we; 

And two of us *at Conway dwell, 

And two aro gone to sea. 

" Two of us in tlie church-yard lie. 

My sister and my brother 3 
And, in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother." 

11 You say that two at Conwav dwell. 

And two arc gone to sea, • 

Yet ye are seven !— I pray yott tell. 

Sweet inaid, how this may be T" 

Then did the little maid reply, 

“ Seven boys and giris ore we 3 
Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
llencath the church-yard tree." 

“ You run about, my little maid, 

Your limbs they are alivo 3 
If two are in the church-yard laid. 

Then ye are only five." . 

“ Their graves are green, they may be seen/' 
Tho little maid replied, . 
u Twelve steps or more from mother’s door, 

I And they are side by side. 

“ My stockings there I often knit, 
lily kerchief there I hem 3 
And there upon the ground I sit — 

1 sit and sing to thorn. 

“ And often after sun-set, air, 

When it is light and fair, 

1 take my little porringer. 

And cat ray supper there.. 

■' Tho first that died was little Jane ; 

In bed she moaning lay, 

Till God releas’d her of her pain 3 
And then she went away. 

“ So in the church-yard she wafrlaid ; ■*, 

And, all the summer dry, 

Together round her grave we play’d, 

My brother John and 1 . 

“ And when the ground was white with snow, 
A nd 1 could run and slide, 

My brother John was forc'd to go, 

And he lies by her side." 

“ How many are you then," aaj&.I, 

" If they two arc in heaven V 9 
The little maiden did reply, 

11 0, master,!' we ore seven." 

“ But they are dead 3 those two are dead ! 

Their spirits ore in heaven , > 

'Twas throwing words, a way : for sfill * 

The little maid would have her will, 

And said, “ Nay, we ore seven 1 ” 
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Rural Archfyetort' Wordsworth. 
There's Geoag^fisher, -pharles Fleming, 
Anj, [not more 

lom-bey*,. the highest 

pV rV'£>-'’ ' [lime, 
i 'yp^ without mortar or 
tof ttoaefag. 


and 

Three rosy 
Than the Bel 
To the top 
them 

And there tj 
A man on 

They built him df atones gather’d up as they 
lay} [day, 

They built him and christen’dbim all in one 
An urchin both vigorous and hale 5 
And so without scruple they call'd him Ralph 

Jpnngj, 

Now Rilph’is' r^hown’d for the length of his 

bonW} 

The M^gbg of Legberth waite dale. 

Just half a week after, the wind sallied forth, 
And, in anger or merriment, out of the north 
Cuming on with a terrible pother, 

From the peak of the crag blew the giant away. 
And what did these school-boys ? — The very 
next day ' 

They went and they built up another. 


Some little I've seenof blind boisterous works 
By Christian disturbers, more savage than 
Spirits busy 'Jo 4 c and undo ; [Turks, 

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes 
wiliflttg— [crag ! 

Then, lightdieajrted boys, to the top of the 
And a giant with you. 


All day sho spun in her poor dwelling : 

And then her three hours' work at night ! 
Alas l ’twas hardly worth the telling,. 

It would not pay for candle-light. 

Remote f&m sheltering village green. 

Upon a bleak' hitl-side, she dwelt** 

Where from, sear^Mi|t the hawthorn* lean, 
And hoary dews are sIoav to melt. 

Dy tho same fire' to boil their pottage, 

Two poor old dames, as I have known, 
Will often live in one small cottage j 
Rut she, poor woman ! housed alone. 

'Twas well enough when summer came. 

The long, warm, lightsome summer-day. 
Then at her door the canty dame 
Would sit, as any linnet gay. 

Rut when the ice our streams did fetter. 

Oh ! then how her old bones would shake ! 
You would h|ve said, if you had met her, 
; Twas a hard time for Goody Blake. 

Her evenings then were dull an^dead ! 

Sad case it was, as you may think, 

For very cold to go to bed 5 

And then for cold not sleep a wink. 

Oh joy for her 1 whene’er in winter 
Tho winds at night had made a rout 3 
And scatter'd many a lusty splipter 
And many a rotten bough about. 

Yet never had sho, well or sick, 

As every man who knew her says, 

A pile beforehand, wood or stick, 

Enough to warm her for three days. 


Goody Blake and Harry Gill. — A true Story. 

Wordsworth. 
Oh ! what's the matter ? what’s the matter ? 

What is't fhkt alls young Harry Gill 7 
That evermore his teeth they chatter, 

Chatter, chatter, chatter still ! 

Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 

• Good duffle gray, i &4 flannel fine ; 

He has a blanket on hid back, 

Aud coats enough to smother nine. 

In March, December, and in July, 

'Tie all the same' with Harry Gill 3 
The neighbours tell and tell you truly, 

, * Jlis leejh thSy chatter, chatter still. 

At night, at morning, and at noon, 

"Pis all thh some with Harry Gill ; 

Beneath the sun/ beneath the moon, 

His teeth they" chatter, chatter still ! 

Young Harry was a lusty drover, 

And who so stout of limb as he -7 
His cheeks were red as ruddy clover 3 
His voice Was like the voice of three. 

Old Goody Blake was old and poor 3 
111 fed she was, and thinly clad 3 i 

And any man who pass'd her door 
Might see. how poor a hut she had. 

* Great How. is a single and conspicuous hill, 

which rises towards the loot of Thirl-mere, on thu 
western side of the beautiful dale of iieglierthwniu*, 
along the hiflh road between Keswick ami Ambles ide. 


Now, when the frost was past enduring. 
And made her poor old bones to ache. 
Could any thing be more alluring 
Than an old hedge to Goody Blake ? 
And, now and then, it must be said. 

When her old bones were cold and chill, 
She left her fire, or left her bed. 

To seek the hedge of Harry Gill. 

Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blake ; 

And vow’d that she should be detected, 
And he on her would vengeance lake 
And oft from his warm fire he ’d go, 

And to the fields his road would take} 
Aud there, at night, in frost and snow, 

He watch’d to seize old Goody Blake. 

And once, behind a rick of barley, 

Thus looking out did Harry stand : 

The moon was full and shining clearly, 
And crisp with frost the stubble land. 

He hears a noise — he’s all awake — 

Again 7 on tip-toe down the hill 
He softly creeps — 'Tis Goody Blake, 

She’s at thefcedge of Harry Gill. 

Right glad was he wheu be beheld her : 

Stick after stick did-Gtijpdy pull : 

He stood behind a bush ofelder, 

Till she had fill’d her apron full., ( 
When with her load she turn'd aJjout, 

1 The by-road back again to take, * 
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He started forward with a shout, , 

And sprang upon poor Goed^^ke. 

And fiercely by the arm he toekhtp, 

And by the arm he held her." 

And fiercely by the arm 
And cried, " I've c&iig] 

Then G?bdy, who had i 
Her Inindle from her' 

And, kneeling on the |H 
To God, that is the jd 
She prayed, her withered hand uprearing, 
While Harry held her by the arm — 

“ God ! who art never out of hearing, 

O may ho never more be warm !” 

The fold, coldjnpon above her head, 

Thus on horKees did Goody pray ; 

Young Harry heard what she had said, 

Ancticy cold he turned away. 

He went complaining all the morrow 
That ho was cold and very chiU ; 

His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow, 

Alas ! that day for Harry Gill ! 

That day he wore a riding-coat, 

But not a whit the warmer he: 

Another was on Thursday brought, 

And ere the Sabbath he had three. 

Twm all in vain, a useless matter,— 

And blankets yvcrc about him pinned ; 

Vet still his jaws and teeth they clatter, 

Like a loose casement in the wind. 

And Harry’s flesh it fell ^way ; 

\nd all who see him Bay, 'tis plain. 

That, live as long as live he may, 

J le never will be warm again, 
word to any man he utters, 

•cd or up, to young or old j 
or to himself he mutters, 
r Harry Gill is very cold.’' 
by night or day, 
they chatter, chatter still. 

1 farmers all, 1 pray, 
ike and Harry Gill. 

Gentleman's Pocket being 
nf his Watch, 
ould wear, this he must 

*atcb his pocket too. 

e-Mde. 
re was clear, 



Clarinda’s hand he gently Bren'd; 

She stole an | "* 

And, blushing, i 
The fulness 
Palemon, wif" v ' K 
Pray'd to i 
feat ft i 

Just so to liv„ v 
“ Be this criSl, 

i( And let no more be given 5 
Continue thus my lov'd fire-side, 

I ask no other heaven.’ 1 

Address to a Nightingale. Thomson. 

O nightingale"! best poet of the grove, 

Thai plaintive strain can ne'erbelongto thee, 
Bless’d in the full possession of thy love : 

0 lend that strain, sweet nightmgale! to me. 

’Tis mine, alas ! to mouth my ^retched fate ; 

1 love a maid who all my. bosom charms, 
Yet lose my days without; this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman Fortune keepf|j^{hMQ nay arms. 

You, happy birds ! by nature’s simple laws 
Leadyour soft lives, sustain'd by nature's fare; 
You dwell wherever roving fancy draws, 

And love and song is all your pleasing core : 

But we, vain slaves of int'rtst ii^ ofiwide, 
Dare not be blest, lest tongues 

should blame 5 - v 

And hence in vain! ‘ 

O mourn with me, Sweet' 
flame. t ,* : 

Retaliation, GoLpsMiTH. 

Tho title and nature of this M)) tb&W that it owed 
its birth to somejprecodhigjCuesnkfetSiicos of festivo 
merriment, which, ftora thewifof the company and 
tho very ingenious author's pecel&r oddities, were 



to rev iso, or oven finish it, in tho manner which ho 
intended. The public have, however, already 
shown how much they w6re pleased with ita ap- 
poarance, even in its fhosent form. 

Of old, when Scarron his com] 

vited, , \'j-£ 

Each guest brought his dish, and the ftasf 
united ; . - 

If our landlord* supplies us with beef and with 
fish, 

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings 
the best dish : 

Our Deant shall be venison, just fresh from 
the plains; / 

Our Burke t shall be tongue, with a garnish of 
brains;. 

* The master of the St. James’s Coffee -hopse^ 
hero the Doctor and the friends helms characterised 
,n this poem held an occasional club, 
t Doctor Barnard, Dean of Dorry in Ireland, tfftthor 
leces. m a 'y * 

fivr Ufcodnva/. and 


if many int 

+ Mr VjiMtinil 
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Our Will* BhaU be wiljJr^owl, of excellent fla- 

[aavor 


A nd Dickf wi| 
Our Cumber! 

obtain, 
And Douglas} it. 
< >ur Gamck’s|| 
Oil, vinegar, 



11 heighten their 
ad its place shall 

ial and plain j 
we see 

— , D _. — agree : 

To make out the ^Unhr fpH certain I am 
That RidgelT is anchovy, and Reynolds** is 
lamb; ' [rule, 

That Hickcy'sft a capon : and, by' the same 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry -fool. 

At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 
Wlio’d not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 
Here, waiter 1 more wine; let me sit, while 
I’m able. 

Till all my companions sink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling* my 
head, [dead. 

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the 
Here lies the good Dean, re-united to earth, 
Who mix’d reason with pleasure, and wisdom 
with mirth : 

If he had any faults, ho 1ms left us in doubt ; 

U least in six weeks 1 could not fold ’em out ; 
Yet some, have declar'd; and it can’t be denied 
’em/ [’em. 

That sfy^ttMOte was cursedly cunning to hide 
Here tinS'OUY gOod Edmund, whoso genius 
wassbeh 

We scarti^^a|tpc|dseltor blame it too much ; 
Who,. b<^?jf%r the universe, narrow'd his 
mind, 

And to party gave up what was meant for 
mankind:: ' 

Though fraught With all learning, yet straining 
his throat ~ » 

To persuade TqEqmy Townshend[| to lend 
him a vote : / 

Who, too deep for hie hearers, still went on 
refining/ * 

And thought of eonviucing, while they thought 
of dining $ 

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit . 
Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a w it ; 

* Mjkt'William Burke, late Secretory to General 
Cuuwdflksrui iiiem!). • fur Bod win. 

UnTniohurd Burke, Collect or tif Grenada, no Ii'nh 
remarkable, in tliu walks of wit and Immor, tli.ni lit-* 
brother Edmund Burk'-, i- justly distiugiiidicil in all 
the lirunchc* of useful and polite btcraluo*. 

J Author of tha West fmli.in, Tnsliimuiblu Lu\or-», 
The Brother*, uml other drajuaiie. pieces. 

^ Doctor IXinghui, r.inonof Windsurf an ingoni- 
cum Scotch gentleman, who has no loss di*ttii 2 iii-«lietl 
hnmelf a* a citizen of tho world, than u sound critic, 
ns deluding several literary mUuikew, or rather for- 
geries, of nis coitnlrviuen \ particularly Lauder on 
Milton, und Bower’* History of tho Popes. 

|| David Garrick, Esq. joiut' Patentee and acting 
Manager at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. 

IT Counsellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging 
to the Irish bar, tho relish of who*: agreeable and 
pointed conversation is admitted, by all fib nci|uu nu- 
ance, to bo very properly compared to 1 ho « bo vu satire . 

* T Sir Joshua Reynolds, President of the Hu\al 
Academy. 

tf An eminent Attorney. 

tt Mr. T. Townshend, member for WbPchurch. 
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For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge disobedi- 
ent j. P . [die nt. 

And too fond of the right to pursue the expe- 
In short, 'twaa his fate, unemploy'd or in place, 
sir, [zor. 

To eat muttop cold, and cut blocks with a m- 
Here lies honest William, whose heart was 
a mint, i 

While the owner ne’er knew half the good 
that was in’t ; 

The pupil of impulse, it forc’d him along, 
llis conduct still right, with his argument 
wrong ; 

Still aiming at honor, yet fearing io roam, 

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove 
home: >. 

Would \ ou ask for his merits, alas ! he had none : 
What was good was spontaneous, his faults 
were his own. 

Here lies honest Richard, whose fate 1 must 
sigh at, 

Alas, that such frolic should now be so quiet 1 
What spirits were hiB, what wit and what 
whim, 

Now breaking, a jest, and now breaking i 
limb;}} [I nil. 

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up tin- 
Now teasing aud vexing, yet laughing at all ’ 

In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, 

That wo wish'd him full ten times a dnv a; 
Old Nick; 

Rut. missing .bis mirth and agreeable win. 

As otirn wo wish'd to lrive Dick bark again 
1 lore C "uniberland lies, having acted his pairs. 
The Terence of England, the mender of iicai t- 
A flattering painter, who made it hi* evre 
'To draw men us they ought to be, not a i T 
sire. 

I Iis gallants arc all iaultless, his women d 
\nd Comedy wonders at being so lim 
Like a tragedy-queen he lias di/orw 
Or rather like Tragedy g’rnng a r 
I Iis fools have their follies so Ins 
Of virtues and feelings, that Fol' 

And coxcombs, alike in their 1 
Adopting his portraits arc 
own. 

Say, where has our poet 1 
Or \v he re fore his charade 
Say, was it, that, vainl- 
'To find out men's vi- 
few, 

Quito sick of purs' 

1 (e grew lazy at 1 
Here Dougla* 

This seourge o f 
Como, all y 
divin 
Come and 
WlienSh 
I fear'd 

vV\ M 
-light 


up« 
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But now he it gone,aud weWagc . 

Our Dodds shall he pious, Shriek* shall 
lecture 5 ' >\ 1 ■ * ' 

^Macpherson write b<Bnba«t,a^.eaU#> i 

f1.iv TmrnaltAiul MaIta aA riilii it V" L 'I 1 


Our T^nshKffid BMke sp^<^**uAJ 
compile 5 - . ** gv C; •* H/’ .*■ 

New Laj^erauudBoweii wTW^ehaHbr^ 
No couiftryman living thejur tricks to discovert , 
Detection her taper shall Quench to aspafk, " 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, sod cheat 
in the dark. [can ? 

Here lies David Garrick, describe him who 
An abridgment ofaUthat was pleasant in man } 
As an actor, cm&reffl without rival to abide 5 
As a wit, if not 4 rst,fin the very first line ; 

Yet with talents like these, and an excellent 
heart, 

The igan had his failings, a dupe to his art ; 
Like an ill-judging beauty his colors he spread. 
And beplastcr’d with rouge his own natural red. 
On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting 3 
Twas only that when he was off he was ocfiiqg $ 
With no reason on earth,to go out of his way, I 
lie turn'd and he varied full ten times a day 3 
Though secure of our hearts*. yet.confounded- 
ly sick - *' • ’ .-*/ 1 

If they were not his own by finessing and trick ; 
He cast off his ffiends as ahuntanan his pack, 
For he knew when he pleas'd hie could whistle 
them back. [came, 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow'd what 
And the puff of a dunce hq mistook it for fame 3 
TiH, his relish grown callous, nlmost to disease, 
Who pepper'd the highest was sure best to 


Rut let us be candid, and speak out our mind : 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks,yeKelly8,and Woodfalls so grave , 
What a commerce was yours, while you got 
and you gave ! [you rais'd, 

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that 
While he was bc-Rosciua’d, and you were be- 
prais'd ! 

Rut peaco to his spirit, wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel, and mix with the skies ! 

. Tbps* poets who owe their best fameto his skill, 
►Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will 3 
Old Shakspeare receive him with praise add 
with love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant 
creature, 

And slander itself must allow him good-nature 
lie cherish'd bis friend, add he relish'd a bum* 

Yct< 3 ueVauit he had, and that one was a thum- 
Perhaps you may ask if the man wasamlawj 
I answer, No, no, for heal ways was wiser. 
Too courteous, perhaps* or obligingly flat ? 

IBs very worst foecaAH setose him of that. 
Pefhaps hejsenflded in men as they- go? 

An j bo was too foolishly honest ? — Ah, no ! 
Then what was his failing ? come, tell it, and 
\ bum ye, 

Jfe was, could he help it ? a special attorney. 
Vol. vi. Nos. 93 & 94 . 
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, you my 


Here 

mind', & 

— a— grand; 

§&* 7 pMtj! 

His ’podfl sof our heart : 

cos<M^Qbsave^e^^{n^psf ci villysteering, 
indgU Without skill he Was still 
of hearing 3 / {and stuff, 

When they talk'd of their Rafaels, Goreggios, 
He shfr^fr^a trumpet, ^and only took Snuff. 

The JtwtoC& vf Venison; a PoeticaX.&puUe 
, to Lord Cwe.— 176$. Goldsmith. 
Thanks, ray lord, for your venison* for finer 
or fatter 4 - [ter; 

Never rang'd in a forest, oreujokM in a plat- 
The haunch was a picturefor painterajto stud y, 
The fat was so white,. and the lean was so ruddy 3 
Though my stomach was sharp, I could scarce 
. help regretting ' \ ,V , 

To spoil such a delicate {Actum % eating 3 
I had thoughts, in my chambers* to place it in 
view, 

To be shown to myfriendaas a piece of virtu 3 
As in some Irish houses, where things ere so so, 
One gammon of bacon hongB up, for a, show : 
But, for eatings* rasher of ^hatiiey take prido 
in, ' [in. 

— v 4. us soon think of e^fingfthepan it |* fry 'd 
But hold— let me pause-^&dn'i 1 near you pro- 
nounce, - *■ " ' 

This tale of the bacon’s a damnable bounce 3 
Well, suppose it a bounce— apoet may try, 
By a bounce now aad then r tdgetcoUfage to fly. 
But, my lord, it's no hduScA 1 protest, in 
my tni% - > ' ! '/* [Burn. 

It’s a truth— and your IdVftebip may ask Mr. 
Togo on with my tale-^Usf gaz'd on the haunch, 
1 thought of a friend thsiwtMi trusty and stanch 3 
So I cut it, and sent it to Reynolds undrest, 
To point it, or eat it, just as he lik’d best. 

Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose ; 
'Twas a neck and a breast that might rival 
Monroe's: 

But in patting with these I was palled again, 
With urn how, and the who, and the where, 
and the when. [H — ff, 

There's H— d, and C— y, and H — rth, and 
I think' they love venison— I know they love 
beef. [alone 

There's my countryman Higgins— Oh! let him 
For making a blunder, or picking s bone. 

But bang it— to poets who seldom can eat, 
Your very good mutton's & very good treat j 
SuetfdALntiea tothejn their health it might butt. 
It's like vending thSm ruffles* when wanting, a 
shirt; , V- 

While thus I proofed. In reverie centred. 

An acquaintance, a mend, as he call'd himself, 
emeri! j A 

* Sir Joshua BeynoMs Wo* «* mm ri m $ jp deaf aa 
to be under tbs aeresrity of uimig Utt Cftr trumpet in 
company. ' ’ "W 

S 4,... 
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An underrlir<AipfiH^i^iCi9iW wsa ha, ; : JSo the r^Ipmnlaeki like a horfein a pound, 
And he ?mri»on wdl«^ Wie the bacbntadUterwent merrily round : 

“ What ha$p| ISH mSk^V# thh*.%f 6 (^ But whet vex’d memost, Wa$ that d—m'd , 

• Scottish ttrtie, ' ■ [hif*flrogue\' 
Your own I stire?|jfr v; With hie loi^- winded speeches, his '.miles, and 

“ Why, ¥, And, “ quoiblie, "may this bit lie 

- pwiticeft * my poiapn,, .**■; ' \ 

u I get these that Was A A prettier tBnner -I-ntwrer eet eyes on ; 

" Some lords, my toi#^w^f^n!t r aettle the Pray, a shce of yoht lifer, though may t he 
nation,. - .IJvV .\4;V*4^r . vCumty \ 't ' : v [burst.’' 

Are pleas'dto be kind* bet I bdl^o«ebh^i(m/' But I’ve eat of yoUftripe, till Pin ready to 
“ If that be the case then," cried he* very gay, ; <‘ The tripe ;! 1 quoSjttfee, Jew* .with his ohoco- 
" I'm glad I have taken this houselnmyway. late cheek, - «" •■'. ' . ' • [week : 

To-morrow you take a poor dinper with me j "I couH dine cm tide tripe seven days in the 
No woida^rl insist on t— precisely at three : I like these here dinners so pretty and small ; 
We’ll havAtfobnson, and Burke 5 all the wits But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing 
. wiilfc there) [Clare. . stall." [in a trice, 

My acquaintance is slight, or I'd ask my Lord “ O — oh t'* quoth my friend, “ he'll come on 
And, nqw that I think on’t, os I am a sinner, He's keeping p corner for something that's 

We wanted this venison to make out the din- 1 nice: [Jew; 

nerl r - There's; a posty’^— ^-dh^sty 1 " repeated the 

What say you — a pasty, it shall and it must/ I don’t care if I kcCjp A^orner fer’t too." 

And my with, little^Kitty, is famous for crust. * What the de^ljrm^ Apasty V } re-echo'd the 

Here, porter-^-this venison with me to Mile-end j Scot; ijv *• [that." 

No stirring, I beg, my- dsat, friend, 'my dear Though 11 still keep a corner for 

friend t". * {wind, " We’il all ki^jtiCi^fe^ihe lady cried out ; 

Thus snatching bis bat, he brush’d off like the “ We’ll all was echo’d about. 

And WotkbleB follow'd behind. While thus we the- pasty delay'd, 

Lclt^^p^id^/havinge^ptied my shelf, With looks that ^edte petrified, enter’d the 
And u sca imt myself 5 " maid : 

my gentle- A visage so sod, and so pale with affright, 

« /#'- * '' J 1 [pa^yi Wak’d Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 
Yet Jdo^i^m^jP$k&^lawn;g^)d ‘venison But we quickly found out, for who could mis- 
Were ^by take her? ' >/-' 

Though a coxcomb, jqatKitty his That she came with some terrible news from 

So nCntday, j^^^dehdbr to moke my ap- And so it fell out, for that negligent sloven 
I drove to nis dcKM^^dfvn hackney coach. Hod shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 
When come to, 4s#|t%ca Where %e all were Sad Philomel thus — but let similes drop— 
to dine, ? ‘ ’ [nine,) And now that 1 think on't, the story may stop. 

(A chair-lumWd^eeet^Jbst twelve feet by To bo plain, my good lord, it’s but labor mis- 
My friend bade #ew&&B 0 me, but struck me plac’d, > ■’ 

quite dumb, < [not come ; To send such good verses to one of your taste 5 
With tidinga that Johnson and Burke would You've got an odd something-— a kind of dis- 
For “ 1 knew it he cried , 14 both eternally fail , earning — 

The one with bis speeches, and th' other with A relish — a taste— sicken J d over by tea.-'ngy^, 
Thralej {party, At least, it's your temper, as very Well known, 

But no matter, I'll warrant we’ll moke upthe That you think very slightly of all that'B your 
. With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. own: 

The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew 5 ' So, perhaps/ in your habits of thinking amiss, 
They're bolbbf them merry, and authors like Yon may makeamistake, and think slightly 
youj (Scourge; .t 4 of this. . i * 

The one writes the Snsxler, 0m other the •'-> 

Some think he writes Cinna— 4ic owns to Pa- The Double Transformation : 4 Tale. 

nurge.^v ; [* ’ ;» [name, . Goldsmith. 

While thus be describ'd them by trade and by Seclude© frcxddomeatio strife, 

They entpr’d, nod dinner ft* they Jack Book^worm led a college life 5 ' 

' 4Gm6*+,r - ,j ^ : y. A fellowship at fwenty^fiye 

At the topa medliver y andbeibea ismreeeen, Made him the bap^felt man alive ; 

At tbe bottpm vas tripe, in.a swinging tureen ; He drank h|s glaw/ end erack'd his joke, V 
At the sides there ^ was spinngi wd pudding And freshmen wonder'd ms K^ck*. 

made hot| Such pleasures, uhaBay’d wftjb^are, 

Ifethe middie d place Where the pasty*— was not. Could any accident impair ? -< * 

Nsm fj my Jordan for tripe, flamy niter aversion, Could Cupid's shaft at leng^vtr^hfer * 
AKyour bacon 1 hate like a Turk or a Persian— Our swain, arriv'd at thirty-six tw 
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To ravage #«ti 

Or Flsmb«U| 

Atft&impbsitri 
Ohadlfegr«yflff3 

Or Jaekluuf \ - 

O ! — Bj|t let €iclaro04<^.oow,^;T r MS: 


m 



Her p&sence banish'd allW* pdaqfu V*- '$Sy 1 


*f r ' 


So with decorum t&hgfc 
Mira frown’d; andblush’d, and tfcfevn$^m*jv 
.rtafc-»j V, • .»• / ..1 

Need we expose tovutoar- sight * ; v A ’, . 
The raptures of the bridal night T 
Need we intrude on hallow’d ground, 

Or draw the curtains clos'd around ? 

Let it suffice, that each had’charms ; 

He clasp'd a goddess in his anus $ . 
And,jthough she felt his usage rough/ 

Yet in a man 'twos well enough, -V * ✓. 

The honey-moonlike lightning flew; -v > , 
The second brought’its transports too^ ‘ v e ; 
A third; a ftftuth, word notamisa ; - ' ' 

The fifth was l* *. 

But, when a t 

Jack found his ; 

Found half the charmJSv^t 'M^dk’d her flUse 
Arose from powder, SwMb^o^tace ; 

But still the v^orst reSt&fiPd' behind, 

That very face had robb^d her ttaind. 

Skill’d in no other arts was she, . 

But dressing; patching, repartee ; 

And, just as humor rose.or fell, 

By turns a slattern or a belle $ 

’Tis true she dress'd with modern grace $ 

Half naked at a ball oaMnce } - 
But when at home, at board or bed, 

Five greasy night^oap* wrapp’d her head. 
Could so much beauty condescend 
To be a dull domestic friend ? > 

Could any curtain-lectures bring ** 

To deceney so fine a thing 1 .. . . 

In short, by night, ’twas fits or fretting ; 

By day, 'twas gadding or coquetting. 

Fond to be seen, she kept a bevy ' ; . •- 
Of powder’d coxcombs at her levoe J» • * 

Tb*\ ’-squire and captain took.theirle^ticn^ 
And twenty otherueor -relations / 1 ; 

Jack suck'd his pipe, and often broke ’4“ 
A sigh in suffocating smoke j 
WhUAwheir hours wetepam’d between ■ \ 
InsgMBf repartee or spied u?.%c- y-v f v 
TOpis her faults each day wefa£$ nbwn/ 
Hcpfnke her fe$femcfer*er g&wa 5 < 

Hqfancita every*' w *• ’ 
Ortb^srher lip, 6 r points her note : r 
WRiiever rage Qr^en^xiep,- . ystej 
How wide her mout^ So! 

He knows not how*/ 

Her face is grcwn> 

JS 

While ^ 

Promised 


faersight, 

»■ * ■*» "** -tries ’■*. 

Ta#fog kw* l««t» it- het eye* . 

|p> wtP** trfjif kit pate and Croatia, 
To ra^PUth her skin, or hide its seams ; 
Her Country beaut and city cousins, - 
Lovers no mere, flew off fay dozens tr 
The 'squire himself was seen to yield, 

* ‘ eyht the captain quit the field* • 

_ jbr madam now condemty to tack 
life with anxleuq^Jmdr, , 
Perceiving others feirty floWi/ • \ V 
Attempted pleasing himafcfeev * : 

. Jack soon was daxsled to behold *V V -' 
He* present feoe tnirtosutheold ; 
W^modesty her .. 

For fewdiy1mery,i8 sete 
A person ever neatly clean : > 

No moro presuming on her WKQ&&& ■$£ 



strife 
on for life, 



[That dire w . 
[Withers the 
-Lb lAhe small- 
kevdlVHt* 

: Theg] 

.Reflected now 
#aoh &mt£ 


[She learns good-nature 
Serenely gay f >nd stri 
Jack finds, his Wife - 1 ' 


( > ■ 

The jdjHadyoUth^ tontH 
His fhth«eomea>s vicar j 
At Oxford, bref * - 
And thuVy in ft 
Bowing,- seetapr ijj 
" Sir, I’m a G" 

And this my 1 
My wife’s ambitL-^ . 

Was that this child should wear a gown t 
I’ll warrant that his good behaviour. 

Will justify your future fevour ; . 

And, fer his partB, to tell the truth, 

■" ^fott *S a very ferward youth ; , 

Hptoce all by heart— you’d wonders- - 
AnAmouthsout Homer’s Gredkli^p thunder, 
1 If yaufi examine— and admit him, ^ ‘ , 

I A would nicely fit' him ; 

-Thahh^eucceeds ’tis ten to one ; 

Your vc^e and interest, sir 1'WTis done. 
^Odr p^’h|tap<fes r thongh twifae defeated, 
Atfrjrith a schota ^op^c^^ta d^ - • 

iare heavy ctaito: 
gamt dark^hesmokes aadpuns,^ 
i V**$ & 4Wppte‘etal dnuvl ; - ■ 

* ' ‘ Assigns/ y ,< - , 

pMk^ V 


That u_-_- 
[But fee rich] 
Again he < 


^Ucmwn^ali 
Milk kb lwS»v335?’-' 
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♦ l 

4* V 


" These 
We live 
But who can 
\mid the dull 
Defam'd the 
And that prime 
0 1 what'ea 
Without a 
Would son 

Ye feasts, ye dinners » fawtoaBdtil^V 1 !? 
To offices I'd bid adieu, 

Of dean, sice pres.— ofbursar too 5 * * 
Come joys, that rural quiet yields, * 
Como, tithes, and house, and fruitful fields 
Too fond offteedota and of ease 
A patron’s Vhdfty to please, 

I^oug time he Watches, and by stealth, 

Each fhul incumbent’s doubtful health j 
At length, and in his fortieth year, 

A living drop**— two hundred clear 1 
With breast elate beyond expression, 

Jit hurries doWn to take possession, 

With rapture views the sweet retreat— 
a What a convenient house 1 how neat \ 

Tor fuel here’s sufficient wood 
Pray God the cellars may be good 1 
r l he garden— that must be new-plann’d— 
!>hall thes&oMHfeshiOtt’d yew-trees stand T 
O’er yon^BjpydOMiplot shall nse 
The flower |Am irf thousand dyes — 

Yon wall, ttftt M the «Wttb^ 40 y, 

Shall hlufth i 

While 

O’er wfl&qmto Mf ee the taeee mSL swarm, 
From whtqlhire Lute, of golden gUfem 
MetheghnV IiMidne Juice shall stream 
This awkward h^tfergretyfc with ivy, 
We’ll alter to a modern jrtqn 
TTp yon green slope* ofhasog* ttiiri, 

An avenue so coo) anddjm, 

Shall to an arbour at tffe mm, 

In spite of gout, ehtice a friend 
My predecessor lov’d devotion— 

But of a garden had no notion ” 

Continuing this fantastic f iree on, 

He now commences country parson. 

To make his chanrter entire, 

He weds — a cousin of the ’squire} 

Not over-weighty in the punas, 

But many doctors have done worse 
And though she boasts no charms divine. 
Yet she can carve, and make birch wme 
Thus fix’d, content he taps his barrel, 
Exhorts Ins neighbours not to quarrel 5 
Finds his churchwardens have discerning 
Both m good liquo* and good learning 3 
With tithes Ins barns replete he sees, 

And chuckles o’er his surplice fee* 3 
Indies to dad oqUptent dues, 
x regulate* thesfate of pews t 
N a sleek mare with purple hooting, 

\e the montldMilub's carousinbT 
Ndpranktffl^sttias, 
qn SUttdKSfctoN** bells} 


[Bend* present**? Ub cheapest fttft, 
JAndpS^hutimlfedcfe ^eretiroot; 
[flan** and V**4*to 

The earbtirt feata* of the year \ >•? 

Thinks attention ehanmng work is, t 
Keeps bantam cocks, atid feeds hi* tnrkies 3 
Builds in%te^dpn a fcv’rrte bench, 

And stores the ponfee^th carp and tench.— 
But, ah * too sodn his thoughtlcM breast 
By core* domestic is oppress’d 3 
And a thud butcher’s hill, and brewing. 
Threaten inevitable rum 4 
For children fresh expenses Jet, 

And Dicky now for school is fit. 

'* Why did I sell my college life/ 1 
Ho cnes , u tor benefice and wife ♦ 

Return, ye days, when endless pleasure 
I found m reading, or in leisure 1 < 

When calm around the common room 

Rode* for a stoma^at^^pected, 


At annual bottling*, 
And din’d 
The portrait ofam) 
When unpofitiqng^ 
To light my fltji*— < 
No cores were then 


gfClectdtt 
d, under 


d 

toypnde— 
irdpeas, 

A yearly-longing wltif to please , 

My thoughts no chrtefmng dinners crost. 
No children cry’d fbr butter’d toast 3 
An ov’ry night 1 went to bed, 

Without a modus in jny head •” 

Oh 1 trifling head, and fickle heart 1 
Chagrin’d at whatsoe’er thou art 3 
A dupe to folliea yet ttfitry’d, 

And sick of Measures, scarce enjoy'd 1 
Each prize possess’d, thy transport ceases. 
And in pursuit alone li please*. 

Description q£ Budtbras. Butler. 
His taWny betoti was th* equal grace 
Both of his wisdom *and hi* face y 
In cut and die so like a tile, 

A sudden view it would beguile 3 
The upper past whereof was whey, 

The nether orange; mix’d with gray. 

This hairy meteor did denounce 
The fall of sceptres and of crowns} 

With gnsly type did represent 
Declining ago of government, 

And tell, with hieroglyphic spade, 

It’s owb grave and the state’s were made 
Like Hattgmnft besHtyeakera, it grew 
In time to make a nation rue} 

Though it contributed Its own fall 
To wait upon the public downfall; 

It was monastic, and did grow 
In holy orders by strict vow 3 
Of rule as suBeq snd'severe, 

As that of rigid Ocritiete r 
’Twas bound to suffer MtoCutiofa? * 

And martyrdom, with fesotatM*} 

T’ oppose itself amtit the hate 
And vengeance of th # incensed sltfe. 
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InwhoMdtta^ttVMlMM. , 

Still ready to b« wtfteni, , 

With red-hoi fetowto b. totttnM, 

Ito»tfd, MdMtimn, Md wan'd, 
Mftugrc^lt wfuch r twm to stand feat 
A ■ long a* monarchy should Wat * 

But when tbo state should W tojtol, 
’Twasdo submit to fetal *t*e)» 

And fell, ab it was consecrate, 

A sacrifice to fall of state, 

Whoso thread of life tbo Fatal Bister* 

Did twist together with it* whiskers. 

And twine so dose, that Time should U6**r, 
In bfe or death, their fortunes sever, 

But with hi* rusty sickle mow 
Both down together at a blow. 

So learned Tahacotras, from 
The tyrewny part of Potter's bam, 

Out supplemental noses, which 
Would last as long *a parent breech. 

But, when the date of w*s out, 

Off dropp’d the sjnwpqratic snout. 

His beck, or yathmS^hen » showed 
As if it stoop d wWblft cfcwiUliad . 

I or os Abieas bore Ins smsu. 

Upon his shoulder ibreugh tjbeifire, 

Our knight did bear Ms apaek 
Of las own butloekiqp |W back? 

Whu h now had almost got the upper- 
Ilind of his head for want of crupper 
To pom this equally, he bore 
A paunch of the same fajlk before, 

Which stiU he bad a special care 
To keep well cnunm’a with thnfty fere j 
As white-pot, butter-milk, and curds, 

Such as a country house afibnfej 
With other vietuskwhiph anon 
Wc farther shall jkkte upon, 

When of his hose we come to treat, 

The cupboard where be kept bfe meat. \ 

Ills doublet was of atqitfy buff. 

And though not sword, ypt cpdgcibproof, 
Whereby turns fitter for his use, 

Who foirM no blow* but such a* bruise- 
His breeches were of rugged wooUea, 
And had been at the slogger Baton y 
to old King Barry m well known, 

Some writers held they were bis own 
Through they were lined with many a piece 
Of ammunition bread *pd cheepe, 

And fat black podding*, unfflprfbod v 
Tor warriors that debgnf m blood , 

Tor, as we said, kil tlwtj U,i}bd*j^, 

To carry victual in m* hose, >, * 

Tb^mmumtionto sufyttfee j 
And when he put a Jpfcd but in 4 
The one or t’ other toagaaine, *. 

Thqy stoutly on dofeertSoq’t stood, 


^Aad from 
refil till they i 

Ne’er left a* 
AiBtlmmhi 

of old mm 



drew blood, 
and beaten out, 


, iSC“ lh *’ 



Because when 
Andrei 
Where belly 
6r under, *wi 

■S®r *5 « n « w* 

Of their piWab^i mNA } 

Which made vnte, 

They had no stomach* but to fight. 

Tw fefee} for Arthur worn m hall 
Round table like eferthingale, 

On Which, with shirt pull'd out behind, 

And eh* before, his good knights dined , 
Though ’twas no table some suppose. 

But a huge pair of round trank hoBe, 

In which he carry’d as much meat 
As be and all the knights could eat, 

When laying by their swords and truncheons, 
They took their breakfests, or their luncheons. 
But let that pass at present, lest 
We should forget where we digress'd, 

As learned authors use, to whom 
We leave it, and to the purpose come. 

His puissant sword unto bis side, 

Near bis undaunted heart, was ty’d. 

With basket hilt that would hold broth, 

And served for fight and dinner both | 

In it he melted Iced for bullets 
To shoot at foes, and sometimes pallets, 

To whom he bore so fell 
He ne'er gute quarterto *ny*e&L 

ror want 

And forkS 

Of anjtiMr w took * 

The pfefgfel scabbard, whtft itdW&h 
The rm^ot of it* edge had felt i 
For of the lower mid ^ tptyttral 
It hod devour’d, 

And so much gresn’aftfjglk in case. 

As if it durst not «b*w fokfeoc. 

In many desperate attempts 
Of warrants, exigent^ contempts, 

It had appear’d with oeurogc bolder 
Than Sergeant Bum invading shoulder 
Oft had it ta'en possession, 

[And pris'ners too, or made them nm. 

Tin* sword a dagger bad, his page, 

That was but little tor bis age, 

And therefore waited on him so, 

As dwiurft npon knights errant do. 
fit was a serviceable dudgeon. 

Either for fighting pr for drudging 
When it bad stabtfd, or broke a head, 

It would scrape trenchers or chip breed, 
Toast cheese or bason, though it were 
,To but a mouse-trap, ’twottktnet care, 
HFwouH mak^efean «bo*% nnd re the earth 
ifSet leeki and emeus* and so forth . 

It had been *preofeee to a brewer. 

Where this and mm it did endure, 

But left the trade, gs many more 
Have fefofr done on tjbo same sqore. 

\ in th' bolstered hi* saddle-taw, 

Two aged rM W fffc dm atour. 
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Among the i 

yjar aaBBis 

lo forage wMSlbe»«iBHW& be*, 
And sometimes oatoh 'tof'tHfll * to*P> 

And ev’iy mght Uftro 
To guard the magajdne i* W hose 
Tram two-iegg'd and from ftur-leg 
Thus clad and fortify d, Sir &*)«» 
Prom peaceful home, net forth to fight * 
But tint, with nimble, active force, 

Ho got on th' outside of his hone* 

For hwnog tout one stirrup ty d 
T hm «&<m the further vide, 
ft wb» so short h' had much ado 
To reach tt with his desp'raie toe , 

But after many strains and heaves, 

He got up to the saddle-eaves, 

From whence ho vaulted into th* seat 
With so much vigor, strength, and heat, 
That he had almost tumbled over 
With his own weight, but did recover. 
By laying held on toil and mane, 
Which oft he used instead of rein. 


pSSISrtSSgK' 

•KSJSS^WSSV 

Then softly turn’d aside to YieW f 
Whether the bghta were burning Hue 
The geuUe pyfrtftt. “ware o at A 


iToW'thom d& «4tyM, end thro 
« Good folks, yon need not be all ud, 

, We are but marts, « the hermits aid, 

« No hurt *h»fl wane to yon <* **«“■• 

Buk fer that pack. 6 f churUsh boom, 

Not fit to IWe on Ohlfisban ground, 

l They W their houses shallbe drown'd 1 
Whilst you dhaU see your cottage rise, 

And-grow a church before your eyes 

They scarce had spoke, when fait and soft 
The roof began to mount aloft, 

Aloft rose every beam and rafter , 

The heavy wall climb d slowly after 
The chimney widen’d* pay higher. 
Became a steeple with n spire 
The kettle to the toft was hoist, 

And then stood fcstrfdf to a joist, 

But with the upaffie down^ to show 
Its inclination ret below 


[, iw IIIKUIWUVH " 

In vain , fbr a superwft force. 

On the ever- Apply'd at bottom, stops its course 

NL. U J .. trt (IwaIL 



iUSS 

And stroll e&Mt.toi hide their quality, 
To try goad aeople’etboepitaltty. 

Uhsppto&rotyurteroiught, 

As author* of the lngwd mpto, 

Two brother-hermits, seinfe by trade, 
Taking their tour to mMpMrtto, 
Dugma’d in ttttert toMtfcXent 

To a unaU 'nlliga Aim to rtent , 

Where, in the btrdleri? Wtmg strain, 
They begg'd from door to door m vain, 
Tried every tone might pity win , 

But not a soul would let them in 
Our wandering sunts, in wofal state, 
Treated at Bus ungodly rate. 

Having through all the village pass'd, 

To a small cottage came at last 1 
Where dwelt a good, old, honest ye'man, 
Call'd, m ^neighborhood, Philemon 5 
Who kindly did these saints in vite 
In bn poor hut to pus the night; 

And then the hospitable sire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire? 

While be ftomtrat the chimney took 
A ditch of bo«on off the hoqfc. 

And fteifyoteAb Attest ffde 

Cat out jlwe ifcces tobe ftyM* 

Then «tepp% aside to fetch them dnnk, 

nil'd a large jpg up to the brink, J * 

'Was still rtptemsb'd tetos Vf? 

As If they ne'er had touch'd a drop 


I a ww«™ j*’ "**«— — almost 

Lost by disuse the aH*to roost, 

‘A sudden alteration feels, 

Increas'd by new intestine wheels , 

And, what exalte the wonder more, 

The number made the motion flower 
(The flier, though bad leaden feet, 

[Turn’d round to 3™* toarco couW 

But, dfi&ep’d wn» secret power, 

Now Kuril, more* on inch anhour. 

The jack and c|bnoey, near aBy’d, 

Hare never left e»ch other's aide 
The chimney to the steed* grown, 

The jack *ould not be left alone , 

But, np against the swege «eiM, 

Became a deck, and rtiB adher'd; 

And still its love to household cares, 
jBy a shrill voice at noon, declares, 

Warning the pObfemaulkftft to bum 
1 That roLt-aeat VMh ft cannot turn 
j The groaning began to crawl, 

Like a Botf» *wut, ft* 1 *#® ^ » 

There stuck sleft to pwb tiew, 

And, with smsB fcbange, a pulpit grew. 

I The porringers, 0 iat » a row 
Hung high, and mode a gjUttetiftg show, 

fesstsaaa ssv 

The ballads, ported! tome wejt 
Of Joan of Prance, *ndEariuh^*U, 

Fair Rosamond, and RWhHood, 

The Little Children in th* Wood, 

Now seem’d to lodk abundance better, 
Improv'd tn pictore, sue, and letter, 
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4 Compact of tin^bSt many a y i 





Such as opr 

Was metric 

Which still their aucient natur^ 

^The^Kagc by^^^^ Bs t£efl6 ' 

Grown to a church byjtei degree®, ; 

The hermHs ihea de^d their host 
To ash ^£St^eihncf<t;niQSt.. . 
Philemon* hiving paus'd* while, 

Return'd them tSahks inapmely style : 

Then said, “ Bff bouse jl &rpwn so fine, 
Methink*. I still would call ii mine ; 

I'm old, fMhl feih would lire, at ease $ 

Make m&%e parson, if you please/' ' ; 

He spoke, and presentiybe feels 
His grader's coai&Ud0#h his heels : .. 

He sees, yet hardly e&.helieve, 

About each anti ajM^i^jdoeve 5 
His waiBtcoat to a pa 
And both assum'd a i 
But, being, old, % 

As thread-bare, i , . _ 

His talk was now of titles and duifea: 

He smok'd his pipe, ai^ lead' the news j 
Knew how to {beach old ^stinons next, 

Vamp'd in the preface and the text 5 
At christenings well could act his part, 

And had- the service allbyljcart ; 

Wish’d women might have children fast, 

» And thought whose sqw. hsjd fiMrrOw’d .lastj 
Against dissenters wogld^redne, . 

And stood up firili^r right d|yiuej . 

Found his head fllrd with manyasystem ; 

But classic antfiw, 4 ^p^er miss’d 'em. 

Thus having fhrbitfh’dn£*$arson, . , 

Dame Baucis next they playM tbeijr fang^m. 
Instead of home-spun coifi^ ;^jUfp seen ‘ - 

Good pinners edg'd with - x - 

Her petticoat, transform'd aj^do^'v* , 
Became black satiUfjtouno’d ^dth Nee. 

Plain Goody would bo: longer dpwnj, 

'Twas Madam, \d h" fc "■ 4 “ 

Philemon won likg 
And hardly could behave his eyes, 

Amaz’d to see h6^ look so prim 5 
And she admir'dds mripl at b' 

Thus happy ip t^f*^’ 1 

Were several years’ 

. When, on a day, 

Discounting o’dr 'WHSjA pasty . 

I They went by chat^fe, tnei* talk, 
To^chutch-yard% 4 a&e> walk* , * . 
When Baucis hastiljjSty'd opt; " > 

“ My dear, I t^e'yonsmt^mM.^m€i if 
u Sprout!" quoth the^W^^ " y&atVihig you 

K^Syou don't hfl&gfc* s$a jealctas I ,, . 
Butyet, meUun^s, I i ' ' 

Androdlyyoprs l%WW%;jkoo 


sawn: 

affiTnig] 


. Description' 1 
In short, they b 
" OldvGoodraan 1 

SsSar 

And goes V * J 

On Sundays,^^ym^myer, 

He gathers all 
Points out the place of either yew $ 

Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 

Till once a parson of our town, 

To mend pie barn, cut Baucis down 3 
At which, 'lis hard to be believ’d 
Iiow much the other tree was griev’d, 

Grew scrubbed, dy’d a-top, was stunted } 

So the next paraon slubb’d and burnt it. 

To the Eari qf Peterborou *, who commanded 
the British forces in Spain. Swift. . 

Mordanto fills the trump of feme, / 

The Christian world his deeds proclaim, 

And prints are crowded with bw name. 

In journeys he outrides the post, 

Sits up till midnight with his host, 

Talks politics, and gives the toast 5 » 

Knows every prince in Europe’s face, 

Flies like a squib from place, to plecfe, ' 

And travels not, but runs * * 

■ V“\ *•,* \ , -l* t*i v F%F‘* v ' » w - 1 

From Pans gazette i-v. 

|Mordaote*t MaA&fto seskff - - - ■ 

|He left tbe townnbpvje a we$*. ? ? ^ 

Nest day thespost^inf .yrM^^ horn, /* 

And rides tht^Bg^w^^the mom : 
Mordanlo 'j iamj^|^:Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops \ 

The roads are with Ji^mSSSyers strewn 5 
This breaks a girth UUdthat d bone. 

His body active os his mind, 

Returning sound in limb and wind,. v . 

Except some leather lost behind. , f 
A skeleton in outward figure, 

His meager corpse, though full of vigor, 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

Ed wonderful his expedition, . s 
When you have not the leasf suspicion, 

He *« with you like an apparition ; • . 
ilhines in all climates like a star,; _■ : 

In senates bold, and fierce iq yt&ii .* 4 . , 

A land cqmmapder^ and ^ ^ r 1 ; . 

leroiesetionsCariy bredinV *’* 

, (e'er tu be match'd in modem readings 
But by his namDetkei ;€ 3 »arles of S weden. 

^ Vjpm 0 ptkinf. Rochwteb. 

NoTHiRGlthtskbir brother afn toehadti, 
That hsdst a bdk^^the world waantsde. 
And (well fix’d" art Hone of ending nbt afrsad. 
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When 

Then 


^TimejmdPla<& Tbegreat man's, gratkuda to his beet friend, 
* Whores' vows, towards t 


Something, 
Sever’d final 
Into thy 


Ts^gtod, . [&31. 

ntturt, ondi«tipguiih’<3 



Yet Something did thy mighty powetNgpmmand, 
And fiom thy fiuitfnl emptiness's band ; 
Snatch’d men, beasts, birds, fire, airland land. 

Blatter, the wicked’st oilspring of thy trace, 

By Form assisted, flew from thy embrace ; 

And rebel Light obscur'd thy reverend, dusky 
feoei 

With Form and Blatter, Time and Place did 
join 5 

Body, thy foe, with these did leagues combine, 
To spoil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy 
line. 

But turn-coat Time assists the foe in vain, 
And, brib'd by thee, asserts thy short-liv’d 
reign, [again. 

And to thy hungry womb drives back Ihy slaves 

Though nqpteries are barr’d from laic eyes, 
And the -4$^ne alone, with warrant, pries 
Into thy bbsem, where the truth m private lies ; 

Yet thisgf j^.thn wire may freely say, 

Thou from.the;tirttmua Nothing teVst away, 
And to be,.|ji|^'!with^t^ the wicked wisely 

*,v * ^ V* 

Great Negative! how vainly would the wise 
Inquire, define, distinguish, teach, devise, 
Didst thou not -St^nd topoint their dull phi- 
losophies! ’ v :* '■-< • - 

Is, or is not , the two great ends of Fate, 

And, true or false, the Subject of debate, 

That perfect or destroy the vast designs of j 

When they have rack’d the politician’s breast, 
Within thy bosom most securely rest, [best. 
And, whea reduc’d to thee, arc least unsafe and 

But Nothing, why does Something still permit, j 
That sacred monarebs should at council sit 
With persona highly thought at best for noth 
ing fit ? 

While weighty Something modestly abstain 
From princes’ coffers, and from statesmen’s 
brains, 

And nothing there like stately Nothing reigns, 
Nothing, who dwell’st with fools in grave dis- 
g«M» t * ' * : l*«e, 

For wbqm^y reverend abapet jatf Jbttu> de-1 
Lawn <i i g!re f t j«d Ibya/*$d gown»,when they 
like dree look wpn, . v /, 

French truth, Dutch prowess, British policy, 
ilibernian lea rning , Scotch, civility, 

Spaniards despatch* mainly 

'> - Been in thee. <* 


ito thee, and in thee ever ond. * 
Tfre Secular Masque, Dhyden. 

E^er Janus. 

Janus . . ChroktOs, Chronoa, mend thy pace. 
‘A' hundred times the rolling sun 
Around the radiant belt has run 
In his revolving race. 

Behold, behold the goal in sight, 
Spread thy fans and wing thy flight. 
Enter Chronoe with a sithe in hie hand , and 
a globe on his back j winch he sets down at 
his entrance. 

Chronos. Weary, weary of my weight, 

Let me, let me drop my freight* 

And leave the world behind. 

I could not bear 
Another year 
The load of human-kind. 

Enter Momus, laughing. 

Afonrn. Hal ha ! ha! ha l ha ! ha! well hast 
thou done, 

To lay down Ihy pack. 

And lighten thy back } 

The world was a fool, e’er since it 
begun : [nos, nor I, 

And since neither Janus, nor Chro- 
Can hinder the crimcs ; 

Or mend the bad times, 

’Tis better to laugh than to cry. * 
Cho . qfaU three. ’Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Jan tw Since Moraus comes to laugh below. 

Old Time begin the show. 

That he may see, in every scene, 

Chronos. Then, Goddess of the &i Ivor bow, be- 
gin. [Horns, or hunting 

[music, within. 

Enter Diana . 

Diana . With horns and wi*h hounds 1 
awaken the day, . 

And hie to the woodland walks 
away 3 [soon, 

I tuck up my robe, and am buskm’d 
And tie to ray forehead a wexmg 
moon. [fox, 

I course the fleet stag, unkennel the 
And chase the wild goats o'er sum- 
mits of rocks. 

With shouting and hooting we pierce 
through the sky, [the cry. 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles 
Cho qfall With shouting and hooting^ e 
pierce through tbo sky. 

And Echo turns hunter, and 
doubles the cry. 

Janus. Then our age was in it's prim£> 
Chronos, Free frem rage. 


Duma. — — And free from crime. 
Mourns. A very merry, dancing, drinking, 

Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking 
time. 
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CTfO. ofaU. Then our ago. was in its prime, 
Free fro - 1 rage, and free f^; Crime. 
A very merry, dfuici 
Laughing, quaffing/ 
time. - t 

[Dance cf Diana's attendants.] 
Enter Mar* 

Mare. Inspire the vocal hfase, inspire ; 

The world is past it* infant age s 
Anns and honor, 

Anns and honor, 

Set the martial mind on fire, 

And kindle manly rage. 

Mars has look'd the sky to red j 
And Peace, the lazy good, is fled. 
Plenty, peace, and pleasure fly j 
The sprightly green 
• In \\ oudland walks no more is seen ; 
Tbo uprightly green has drunk tbc 
Cho.ofalt. Plenty, peac-i, fee. [Tyrian dye. 
Mars. Sound tLe trumpet, lje.it the drum 5 
Thrflugh all the world around 
Sound a reveille, sound, sound. 

The warrior god is come. 

Cho. of ail . Sound the trumpet, &c. 
lUomus. Thy sworn within the scabbard keep, 
A ml let mankind agree j 
Bettes, the world were fast asleep. 
Than kept awake by thee 
Tin Tools aro only thinner. 

W ilh all our cost and care : 

But neither sido*a winner, 

Fo. things are as they were 
Clio, of all. Tbo fools ire ouly, *cc 
Ente> Venus. 

Vienna. Calms appear, when storms are psist ; 

1 ••»/<* will have his hour at last : 
Natore is my kindly care , 

Mars destroys, and I repair 
Take Inc, take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not «rvtirjr day. 

Cho. of all. Take her. take her, &c. .. 
Vhronos. The world was then so light, 

I scarcely felt tbc weight j 
Joy rul’d the day, and love the night. 
Bui since the Queen of Pleasure left 
I faint, I lag, [the ground,] 

And feebly drug 
The ponderous orb around. 

Momus. All, all of a piece throughout $ 

Point- ) 

ing to > Thy cha&e had a beast in view j 
Diana, j ” 

fc |To Mara.j Thy ware brought nothing about ; 

> [To’ .Vcnus.l 'Wiy lovers were all untrue. 
Jams. ’Tis well an old age is out, 

Chronos. And time to begin anew. 

Cho. cf all. All, all of a piece throughout s 
^ t / Thy chase had a beast in view 5 
" jr Thy wars brought nothing about j| 
^ *Thy fovera were all untrue, 

• Tis well an oh! ago is out, 

. ***-. And time to negin anew. 

[Dsutoe qf huntsmen, nymphs , warriors and\ 
lovers.] 


A Sesnon tfW&oa,? »«• 

The laurel, that had b&daalong reserv'd, 
Was now to hU givea to jjpin best deserv'd. 

And therefore the witf ol’ the town cams 
thither; , ■ 4 

'Twas strange to see how lft% flock’d together; 
Each, strongly confident of his own way, 
Thought to gain the laurel away that day. 

There was Seiden, and he sat close by the 
choir; 

Wain man not far oft', which wap erv fair ; 
Sands with Townsend, for they kept the order ; 
Digby and Shillingsworth a little farther : 
There was Lucan's translator too, and he 
That makes God so big in’s poetry - 
Selwin and Waller, and Bartlets both, the 
brothers ; 

J.'*ck Vaughan and Porter, and divers others. 

The first that broke silence was good oM Ben, 
Prepar’d with Canary wine. 

And he told them plainly he deserv’d the bays. 
For his were call'd works, where othen were 
but plays. 

And hid them remember hovr he bad purg’d 
the stage 

O'" errors that had lasted many' an age. 

And ho hop’d they did nottbiakthe Silent 
Woman, . , ' - - & V- [man. 

The Fox and the Aichymist rh^dohe by no 
Apollo stepp'd" him there, and bid him not go 
on | 

Twas merit, he said, and not presumption, 
Must cariy’t j at which Ben turn'd about. 

And in great choler offer'd to go out 
But thoso that were there thought it not fit 
To discoutent so ancient a wit : 

And therefore Apollo call’d him back again, 
And made him mine host of his own New Inn. 
'Tom Carew was next, but he had a fault 
That would not well stand wit h a laurcat ; 

His Muse was hard bound, and the issue of a 
brain [and pain. 

Was seldom brought forth but with trouble 
And all that were present there did agree, 

A Laureat-Musc should be easy and free, 

Yet sure ’twas not That, but 'twas thought that 
his Graco [place. 

Consider’d he was well he had a cup-bearer's 
Will Pavcnant,«asham*d of a foolish mischance 
That he had got lately tmveliibginlB'rance, 
Modestly Imp'd the fandyifrcaest of 'b Mat* 
Might any deformity about Mm excuse. 

And surely thedodmSby wotdd have been cou- 
If they could have fapndany precedent 5 JfcuV, 
But in all their records, either in wso,or 
prdflo, :y . 

There whs not one $Aureat without * 

To Will tboqdfr 1 * 

But first they would see howhibx 
sell: 
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WiJl smil’d; 
went 

That 
Suddenly takl 
He gave way to 
But alas I ke " 
That Apollo * 
Toby Matthews, 
them? 





Was whispering toothing 
When he had the honor tp fce’naniUift court. 

But, sir, you may thank my Lady . Carlisle for’t: 

For had hot her characters furniah’dyou out 
With sbmet^i^of handsome, without all| 
doubt - 

You and your marry Lady-Muse had been 
In the number of those that were not let in. 

In haste from the court two or three came in, 

And they brought letters, forsooth, from the 
Queen, 

Twae discreetly done'too, for if th’ had come 
Without them, th* had eearop been 1m into the' 
room. 

This made a dispute 5 for J twasplSin to he seen 
Each man hade mind to gratify the Queen : 

But AfwUo^S$m|feould not think it fit S 
There waa dffi^renc* he said, betwixt fooling! 

That of i 
He lov'd A 

Andpria’d, 

Atb 

But Apollo whs angiy ■ 

’Twore fit that 

Wat Montague his trial, ' 

And did not so denial 5 , ! 

But witty Apollo asB^Mfi fin/t'ofeU 
If be understood his ow#pflwloral. •" 

For if he could do it, pln^y appear 

He understock mom tw/a»y man tjiere^;, ’ , 

And did merifcijbe baj^aSqve ofl the rest, 

But the hjfdpmeur wap modest; and silence! 

: ;',co)d*$ r' ,, . 

Du&hl theps troubles in the court waa fcid - 
One thdt^wjSdamn miss’d, little, GM* 

And haring spy*d fcim> call'd himpot of thh 
. throng, * ^ . . 

And advis'd him in Mt W n^^writrp {Twill make tfgfl&N 
strong. r ^ ftr else a c^pdw%i 

u ft Of some ehurchtbatco 


say the^^^/iidApoUodid know 
"■ V [poet, 

faiii'fedth htlprieat and)iia 

* i Alderman did appear, >v ' 
oft begaato swear ; 

7dm drawntgher, 
a little higher, 

5. the best sign [coin, 
[GfgebddUfte of wit ^ to have good store of 
teats: 


And without a syllable more pr ieaa said, 

He put the laurel on the Aldenuan’ehead. 

At this all the wits wme m such m [gaze 
That, fbt a* good wfctl^ihey did nothing but 
One upon another } sot atoi&n.tkthe place 
But had discontent-writ at large in, his face. 

Only the email poets cheer’d up again, r 
put of hope, as 7 twas thought, of borrowing ; 
But sure they were out, for lie forfeits his 

When he lends to any p^ aboutdhe town. 




Murrey waa susunpli^m^t 
Was cmefsirpedy of another 
Hides j^^yMmarif 

Toscetheip; '* ' 

Apollo had 

fmm, -of late so gone with dimity, 
i had almost forgot his poetry, 



Moore. 

Here’s acWcett^of Tdolsferypu, Ge’mmen 
and Ladies, • ? [trade is j 

They’ll fit you quitahandy, whatever your 
(Except it be CabirUbmaking—JL doubt [out ; 
In that delicate service they’re rather worn 
Though their owner, bright youth ! .if he’d had 
hie own will, [still.) 

Would have bungled away with them joyously 
| Ypu can see * hey'vs tes pretty well hack'd-- 
, and t ' 

What tod, H tftfife job after job will not hack ? 
Their edge is boi du^ish, it mtyst he confess’d, 

And their ^temper,, lUtp & - *« * r +W x h’s, 

nonpoftbfcj&fcto* >* Jupon trying, 
*** find^ihcmgM hard-working Tools 
for ttyfr brass, they me Well worth 
' *./ [screen*, 

ing blindSytUtUrs, and 
And'theyVe, some of them, excellent turning 
... ■ 
jThefirst TcMdTli put #p (they call it a Chan - 

[Heavy concern to bolii purchaser arid seller— 
[Though made of pig itOhi yet worthy of note 

L - ’tis, * i&A' ' - 

F "“- — * - 

l^MUthrhasthoii 
{Papist; 
w'4 5 torture a 

the wall [fall 5 

i% 6 meriare(earful ggU 
a:-**-.' fis 


’Tii refclj tt — „ 
[Who bite 1 Gedfle 


1 1 * some ehurcht 
better, 


A Wavy^ 





Will n* 

Qttc«, tn 

yours, sir. » s. % - 7 ," « 

.To pay ready money you shtfd'i'W press’d \ 
I As a bill at long date suits the ChtUtedftortost. 


adme Liwy er’s old 

1 aEfii sure^ii- 
tel — 5 is 

*V iK 



Book v J EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, AND OlHER LITTLE PIECES 


«7 


Come, where's the next Tool 7— Oh 1 'tie here] 
inatnoe — £ Vice , 

This implement, Ge mmen 1 at first wss a| 
( A tenacious and oloae sort ef tool, that will] 
* Jet 

hut it ante has receiv^i a new of 3\n, 

bright enough fbr a Prpipe to behold himself 
in f (on, 

Come, what shall Wo say for it 7 totally • hid 
We 11 the sooner get nd of it — going— •quite 
gone* (knock'd down, 

God be with it , such tools, if not Oh&efely 
Might at last cost tbeuf owner— how much 7 
why, a Grown 9 

The next Tool 1 11 set up has hardly had han-j 
sel or 

Tml m yet, and is dUo a Chancellor — 

Mich dull things as these should bo sold by] 
the gross , [clote 

Yet dull os it is, ’twould bo found to ahave 
And, like oth&r close shavers, some courage to 
gather, 

1 hi** blade first beganfy a flourish on leather ' 
You shill have it for nothing— then, marvel] 
with me 

At the terrible tinkering work there must be, j 
W hero a Tool such ns this is (1 11 leave you to 
judge it) 

Is phe d by ill luck at the top of the Budget '{ 

A Receipt for eteiewg Veal Gat 
Takk a knuckle of veal , 

You may buy it or steal 
In a few pieces cut it. 

In a Btrwiflppatk put xt, 
b&H pepper, and mace, 

Must season this knqekle , 

Then what's join'd to a place/ 7 
With other herbs muckle, 

1 hat which kill d king Will ,t 
And what never stands still, t 
borne sprigs of that bed} 

Yi here children are bred , 

Which much you wiU mend, tf ^ 

Both spmach and endive, 

And lettuce and beet. 

With marygold meet 
Put no water at aU, 
lor it maketh things *malj^ 

Which lest it should happen, 

A close cover clap oh 
Put this pot of Wood** metal 
In a hot boiling kettle, 

And there let it be 
*■ (Mark the doet^toe I teach) 

About — let me sdO— 

Thnce as long as you pre&h f 
< W uls^ salary , 

\ I^uTh* 1 ^ Stoutlsy thought to bo tune, or 
t>\me 

$ PjufHlwr Vide Chamberl&yee 

II Of tbw yompentum, seo the works of the Copper* 
1 nine Dean 

W J ith wo suppose to be near four hours 


So skimming the &t off, 

Say grice with your hat off 
O then with what rapture 
Will it fill fcpoand Chapter » 

An Event ng Otfe* To Stella 

Dr Johnson 

Evj nxno now from purple wings 
Sheds the grateful gifts she brings , 

Brilliant drops bedeck the mead , 

Cooling brteres shake the reed 
Shake tlie reed ind curl the stream 
Silver'd o'er w ith Cyntlua s bourn , 

Near the chequer d lonely grove 
Hears and keep*, thy sccretb, Love 
Stella thither let us striy 
Lightly o'er the dewy wav 
Phoebus drives his burning car 
Hence, my loaoly bti 11a, for, 

In his stead the queen of night 
Round us pours a lambent light , 

I ight that seems bat just to show 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow 
Let us now in whisper'd joy, 

Evening's silent hours employ , 

Silence best, and conscious shades, 

Pie ise the hearts that love invades , 

Other pleasures give them pain. 

Lovers all but love disdain 

The natural Beauty. fySteUa 

Dr Johnson 

V?w$pmi Itftnlftfr eye* turn found 
Fix'd otrSarth or glancing rdund, 

If her face With pleasure g tor# 

If she ugh nt of 
If her easy air i 
Conscious worth < 

Stella's eyes, 

Charm with uadinRhWg grace 
II on her we see display’d 
Pendent gems, and rich brocade , 

IF her chints with less etpen* 

Flows In easy negligence , 

Still she lights the conscious Same, 

Still her charms appear the s ime 
If she strikes the vocal strings. 

If she's silent, speaks or sings. 

If she ait, or it she move, 

[Still we love, and blill approve 
Vam the casual, transient glance, 

Which alone can please by chance, 

Beauty which depends on art, 

Changing with the changing heart, 

Which demands the toilet a aid, 

'Pendent gems and rich brocade 
I those charms alone can price 
Which from constant nature rise, 

Which nor circumstance nor dress 
E er can make or more or less 

To Lycb, an elderly Lady Da Jotutoir. 

Yi nymphs whom starry rays invest* 

By flattering poets given, 
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Who shine by 
In all ‘ 

Engross not 
Which gild 
But, as 'your 
Let Lyce 
Her silver 
Her brow* 

Strip'd rainbows ri&nd^- 
And show'rsfrom cith&.d4v» '^0 . '* ; ^ ... 
Her teeth the night with darkness dyes, v 
She's starred withptmples oWj ft* 
Her tongue like nimble lightning plies, * 

And ca$^jp& thunder roar. 

But some '^lfeda, while I sing, 

Denies nr^Lyee shines : 

And aH thepeqs of Cupid 's wing 
Attack xhygentle lines. 

Yet spite of Adr Zelinda's eye, 

And all her hards express, 

J My Lyce makes as good a sky, 

And I but flatter left. 

Epitaph on Sir Thomas Hammer. 

Db. Johnson 

Thou who^ survey 'st these walls with curi- 
ous eye*. . , 

Pause at this tomb where Hammer's ashes 
lie? , 

His various worth Bib 

And leach, fcf b»! 

With th»«|t ^M|^edgfr afld with lows of 
tmtbj v/L^- , f \- . 'j&y 

His learning, join'd h^^h^doaripg , 
Charm'd eveiy ear^n^ ooLqve;y h$**V 

Thus early wise, ^ehdaMerCr^ltt Wf* 
His country call'd him^Ufl t he studious snaij 
In life's first bloom labile tqUs began* 

At once commenc'd th* senator hud man. 

In business dext'rous, weighty in debate, 
Thrice ten long yeara .he, labor'd for the state. 
In every speech persuasive wisdom flow'd* 

In every net refulgent virtue glow 'd $ 
Suspended faction, cess'd from rage, and strife, 
To hear his eloquence, and praise his life. 

Resistless merit fix'd the Senate's choice, 
Who hail^ him Speaker with united , voice. 
Illustrious age 1 how bright thy glories shone, 
When Han mib fill'd the cbnfr .jinAjLm' the) 
throne! ( V- 

Then when dark kits obscur’d fierobj 
When mutual frauds perplex'd tt$h maze qf j 
The Moderator firmly mild app^rd, . (state, j 
Beheld wjtb love, with.vmm^ph.M^L i 
This tipfe perform'd, he soughs. g&infiil 

Nor mUV&to oUttw «t hi. eotrtti &**#' ■ 
Strict on the right he fix'd his steadfast eye, 
With template setl*. end wise anxiety j 
Hor e'er from Virtue's paths was lur'd aside, 
To pluck tboflow'rs of pleasure or of pride. 


[Bocte r. 



Her gills despis'd, Corruption blush'd and fied, 
Andjfame pursu'd him where Conviction led. 
'clSUtht length his active mind to rest, 

‘ And with cares oppress'd i 


and honest mirth, 
worth, 

\ or mend, 

the. friend* 

^former life sur- 

^mshadeV 
to thee” * ' 

[fiedl 

WART^, ' 

Writt^m at Wynstodi, in t^kpehWs. 
WYNSLAriSj thy beechHjap#^^ with wav- 
ing grain f 

Mantled, thy chequei^d^iewsof woodamdlawn, 
Whilom could chara^erwhentns gr&du&hlawn 
'Gan the gray mist Wit^oricnt purple stain, 

~ " “ “ ' ‘ elded train : 

’Jttiy Muse has 


Andrecotfecfedt^Us< 
Tift Nature call’d bit 
iwrtbw 

SONNETS' 



Toqfree wltfi to fewn, 

Too weak tefry th^bnsfibSSfltately strain. 
Yet now no more of beech and corn. 

Nor views invite, for distant strays 

With whom I trac'd'' their sweets at eve and 
! worn, 

From flttBttihy, to cull Hesperian bays ; 

In thjsfclOne the^please,. howe'er forlorn, 
mv w ^ ^thoffthappier days. 


That 

Wnfk. lift Ssfew H0BTO *tfip$d by win- 



Watching the hunter’s joyous hern was seen. 
But since, gk^thron’d in fiery chariot sheen, 
Sunjmer his smote Ooch daisy-dappled dale ; 
She W the cave high-a rul'd, beneath 

The fount that laves proud Isis’ tow'red brim. 
And now all gh4 rife temperate air to breathe, 
While cooling drops distil from arches dim, 


Binding her 
Mem 

Deem not dotSfeJ 
»*«■ 


r wreath, 
BTtriai. 

v ?' : - 

ftyDugdale’s 
lihettge, 


ring child, : ** 1 

domes tj&.historic 

y - ■ 


Whot^<|«Ml 

| Now funh by Ttmeijud Henry's fierce*' ragerv 
Think'^ tbeV the waring Muses ever smfc'd 
On hislooeboura? fageniourj^smigw 
His thought, on themes, uncftsgmfelK^y slyl’d, 
Intent. While cloister'd Piety displays • 

Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye.explpres 
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New manners, -aridth* pomp of elder day 
Whence culls the letuirs bard hied *" 


Nor rough nor barren atetfc* 

Of hoar Antiquity but with 

Thou Mel 

Whether by Merlin r i 

'P- A m w. Aaiik 


To Amber’s fateft 
Huge frame pf^ 

T } outomb hie®. ^ ^ 

Or Droid With human 

Taught 'mjftthy rt«^1iS*w^eir djgfewL 
Or Danish ^hf^ enri^lk^d with savage spoil. 
To Victory's idol Vast, an qnhewn shrine, | 
Rear'd the rudeofeap; or^ih 
Repose the kings e^fi^ut^i^nhMt hne * v 
Or here those kings in soSminState were 

OBOWn’d t . r**i i y" A v ' , ' 

Studious to traeeihy wondrops origin^ - / 

We muse oh many a#mftient tale reuOWR'ifc 
'Written “ r — "UssfaJi »** — ^ ' 


-where 


From : P«nbrSKs^ 

.mimic Art . . . 

Decks with a magl^fiand the' daka^ng bow'rs, 
Its living hues where' the warm pehcil pours, 
And breathlngiorms fl^Jjjierude raarblestart, | 
How to life's hatnlder scene' can I depart t 
My breast all glowing from those gorgeous! 
tow/rs, 

In my low ceil hpw cheat ^pl^'notun i 
Vain the complaint $ tmpfeef . 

1 (To Fate sup * 

Whate'er 
She, 'mid the dun] 

I’an dressthe Gra 

Bid the green landscape's verbal beatiti 
And in bright trbphie» clothe^^ , 

>'■ To Mr. Grp#, 

Not that her, bloom* are iqarlttd with! 
ty’s hue, . ■ ) 1 ■* . . - ' . ' -«: 

My rustic Muse her votive chaplet brings $ ,~ 
Unseen, unheard) OGrey t toth0e«ho swg*,. 
While slowly pacing through tho qlmrcfeyar 
dew, . ■ - * * ’* rz 

At cuifew^une, beneath thedork green yew> 
Thy pensive Genius j&rikfes the moral atripgs* 
Or, borne sublin^. ^&^irajdon's wingpj^* ** 
Hears Camtofo'shf^ ^b f 
Of Edward's race; with tim 
\ (.’an aught jr ■**-*■*- 


"to 

wwh'd hefgreen atiire, and wonted bloom ! 

O* Kw$ Ar&ur'aRoundTdbU at Whickuter. 

W HXBg Venta's Norman castle still uprears 
its rafter'd haft, that o'er the grassy fbss 
And scatter'd flinty fragrants, clad in moss, 
On yonder steep in naked state .appears: 
High-hung remains, the pride of warlike years,. 
Old Arthur's Board : on the capacious round 
Borne British pen has sketch'd the names re- 
nown ’d. 

In marks obscure, of hi* immortal peers. 
Though join'd by tnagto skiU, with many a 
thyme, 

The Druid frame unheUbr'd falls a prey 
Tq the slow vengeance of the wiiard Time, 
And fade the British characters aWay ; 
YetSpenser's page,that clwwtVihyerse sublime 
Those chiefs, shall live unconscious of decay. 

' . j **. tf ‘i i< '* 



wi**m 

ow’rymeaUa; 
l^in tow'ring groves ar 

* One of & fhndirik Iradithms about Stonehenge. 


Rear’d its 
I journey'd blitheiV 
For nowmybfe 
Wet withhttte*; 
Which' 

And Ai 
Where. 

Sad. change f 




mindserene 
flretum’d : 

hom'd. 
g$gdy scene 
I pass’d ; 
is had east 
, might trace, 
congenial gloom 
•/my cheerless mood 


feet have run, 
crown'd, 
‘ fairy 



lotekhegupl 1 
the found 
yeen, 

marks the. 

fiw*. 

patlve, stream 1 ? these skies and sun m 
No morSTfeturn to cheer my evening road ! 

Yet fitiH onejoy rmpaink, that not obscure 
Nor useteeasil my variant days ha*eflow'd> 
From" youth's ga^daWR to mahhood's prime, 
mature; A ' ‘ 

NotWiththe Muse's laiiiel unbestow'd; 

Th* B old-pat td WiUkmmofid th$ Fly. 

- .... -■ SOM J 6 R VI IrLB*. 


fl« mura, Hpvun^,' h* WW®| 

Exhal'dasek at e^typ^e; 

At kst, «ach insqlts to evade, 

And wlp'doff BdmjiliTOtot, V . 

Off in a pet the beaten, flies, 1 

And flaxen wig, time's 1 best disguii^ 4 
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*1 , 

Vie with 
Though 
Ill-natur’di 
Grubby all 
A huge, 

Thua as 
A nd courted 

New pewecutionittiilftp^w 
A noty ify offends bis e*?/' H v % 

Alas 1 , what man of parts and \ v’ 

Could bear such vile impertinenccT * 

Yet, so discourteous is our fete. 

Fools always buzz about the great, i 
This insert now, whose active spite 
Teas’d lidm with never-ceasing bite, 

With sb touch judgment play’d his part, 

He had him both in tierce and carte : 

In vain with open hands he tries 
To guard his ears, his nose, bis eyes 5 
For now at last, familiar grown, 

Ho perch’d upon his worships crown, 

With teeth and claws his skin he tore, 

And stuff’d himself with human gore : 

At last, in manners to eaOel; . 

IT ft truss’d a point, some authors tell. 

But nopr what rhetpvio could assuage 
The furiouAftfuiiift stark mad with rage 7 
Impatient at the jW^fegrace 
From Insect of so mean « 

And pl&tshg van 
With doubled® 

The nimble 
And ' “ 

TV i „ 

Fell onbuifoWn pits . 

Thus ihucShe gain'd by thfeadventuroua deed ;| 
lie tout'd bis fiagiuS, , s^^-hardke hjs head. 1 

’-..I 

Let senates henc#?§aj*rn to preserve thdir 
state, - u; - *. 

And scorn the fool their grave debate, 

Who by unequal strife gropfS popular and 
great* *•' 

I*et him buz* on, with semkw rant defy 
The wise, the good, yet milt 'tis but a- fly. 
With puny, fees the toil's not worth the cost 3 
Where nothing can be gain'd, mueh.<,fnay be 
■ toetf * ■ \t'. ■*. 

Let cranes and pigmies in mock-war engage, 
A prey beneath the gen’rous eagle’s rage, 

True honor o’er the clouds subHmfeJy Wings j 
Young; Ammon scorns to run 'with teih than 

>«*■• - X-?’ 

The, Frog' a Choice. SpupttftLLK. 

In a wild state of nature, long, . 
r *" St random liv’d&t 

.prey unto the strong, 
hy oppress’d and gri*r<M 
.lawless rout, 
r suff’r|B|s,grew devout ; 

Jove they sent, 
bis highness would bestow 



An eml 
And 


Some settled form of g 
A king to rule the fens below. 

[Jove, smiling, grants theirodd request : 

A-kkgth’ indolent pow'r bestow’d, 

Such m might sOlMj&r genius best : 

A beam of * prodigious size, « • 

With all its ‘etMtous load, - 
Came tnmbUngfeomtheskies. 

The water* dasb lplnkt the Shore, 

The hollow cavern® rote$- 
The rocks return thedreadM sound, 
Convulsions shake' the ground. . 

The multitude with horobr fled, 

And in his oozy bed ' \ ‘ ’ 

Each skulking cowardhid his he^d. 

When alHs now grown calm again, 

And smoothly glides the liquid j&aro, 

A frog more resolute and bold, r 
Peeping with caution from bis hold, 
Recover’d from bis first surprise, 

As o’er the Wave hisfteAd he popp’d, 
Hesawjbut scarce kdfev’dhis eyes. 

Oj£lh& ea»$u^wta he’ dropp’d, 

Btretch’d at hil easej careless, content. 

"Is this the 4 monarch j$Ve has sent,” 

Said he , u our w$fjftke troops to lead 7 
Ah, 'tis a glorious ptinCe indeed ! 

By such an active general led. 

The routed mice our arms shall dread, 
Subdued shall quit their claim : 

Old Homer sh^Jt recant his lays, 

For us hew trophies raise, [feme !” 
Bing Our victorious arms, and justify our 
Then, laughing impudently loud, 

He soon alarm’d the dastard crowd. 

The croaking nations w)th contempt 
Behold the Worthless indolent. 

Ck wmgs pfwiridB swift scandal flies, 
r ^hsla, lampoons, and Ties, 

Hoarse treasons, tuneless blasphemies. 

With aetive leap at last upon his back they 
. stride, 

And on the royal loggerhead in triumph ride. 

Once more to Jove they prayers address’d, 
And once more Jove grants their request : 

A stork he sends, of monstrous Size, 

ROd lightning' fiadhes ig his eyes. 

Rql’d by no blodk, as bet^ofore, 

The gasbag crowds press'd to bis court ; 
Adgiiro ftls stately mienybis haughty port, 

And only nbtedore. t 
Addresses of ed^^uib^iik, * . 

Bent fycm dach Joyak: cotjftration, ' j 

Full ft? ugM ftuth and, knee, «ej 
Exh&ustednll th^ ^foquence. * . [oftat : 
But now/ tdast H#ai%lght ; kihtts'hmstliave ' 
The C^andYlB^lJ^t|^ tdpot: 

fheTio*’ . — » 

GajtfdParadiM b, feeing eat, * 

" And thi./’ uid<te,^«ni 
And this by right diy&rtW%> % . > • 

In short, ’twas all for public «gL,; ; * 

Ho swallow'd half a nation at a mem. 
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Again they beg<.^lmighty Jove 
This cruel tyrant to remove. 

With fierce resentment in his eye*, 

The frowning Thundercvreplte*- 
. “ Those evil* which 
Rash fools 2 ye jnow *epBt tohditof 
Made wretched by thewWfe'iwee, 

Not throi^jmcM^ fcurse: 

Begone' 1 , not W to S frfttoty l^^ 

Bettor 

_ . 'i//'** ‘ 

Oppress'd wi$i happiness, a 
Not Heaven itsmf ourfitfkle minds can p 
Fondly we with* cloy'dwitb celestial * 

The leeks aridoniOus which we loath'db 
Still rovingj atill dedrimfcnever plto^d* 

With plenty starve, andean with hMthdfc 
, , , • ** 

With partial eyesOaeh present good Jwe'^iew, 
Nor covet what is best^, blit what b lew, / 

Ye pow'rs above, who make mankindyour care, 
To bleaa the AiKdxcsnt^rqec.this prayer ! 

PimcrvM. . 

Churchyard, * ,• ■ 4 *- 

Go, spotless Hp^f, and unsullied Troth } . 
Go, smiling Innoc&hcp stiff blooming Youth ; 
Go, female Sweetness, Joiji ? d with manly Sense; 
Go, winning Wit, that neVer gave offence; ’ 
Go, soft Humanity, that bless’d the poor ; 

Go, saint-eyed Patience, from Affiicfciou'sdoor ; 
Go, Modesty, that never proto a frown ; 

Go, Virtue, and receive thy, heavenly crown. 
Not from a stranger came this heart-felt verse ; 
The friend inscribes thy tomb whose' tears be- 
dew’d thy hearse. 

Ode . Thomson. 

Tell me, thou soul of her I Jove, V- , , *' " 
Ah ! tell me whither art thou fled 7 \ ftl 
To what delightful world above, 

Appointed for the happy dead 7 
Or dost thou free at pleasure roam, . 

And sometimes share the loverta woe j 
Whore, void of thee, his cheerless home 
Can now, alas J no Comfort know 7 * ■ 

O ! if thou hpvTest round nw walk, 

While, under every well-known tree, ' 

I to thy fancied shadow - * y 

And eveiy tear is faUofthee : . „ * £■ , v 
Should then the weift$%eyo of grief, *- ■ 

Beside some sympathetic stream, 

In slumber find u,*hoi&roHef, . 

\ O visit thou t^«opljfin§(,dtoa^t . 1 

• 'ti 

* Who fed too &om her^&ntle btoa®, 

And hush'd jne inber mms to tmd,* 

And.on my cheek sw#^** 8 P^^other 

W hefetSeegi fbtoookmy open eye, 

Whfi was it sung wtoet lullaby, 

And vpotfdto* tw X should not cry 7 

' ' ~ My Mother. 


Who sat and vtofc#$$ty iDfl&t hUfd, 

When sleeping pn 

.And tears ■ 

5 " " Mother. 

Who gks f «#n my heayV^, 
AndweptlbBtor that t feSiSdie? 

My Mother. 

Who dress'd my 4bTt*fh tithes so gey, 

And taught.me pretty how to play. 

And minded all I had to say 7 

My Mother. 

Who nw to help me when I fell, 

And would some pretty story left, 

Or hiss the place to make it well 7 

My Mother. 

Who taught my infant Kps to pray, 

To love God's holy Word c 

ray 7 

My Mother 

And can I ever cease tobe 
Affectionate and. kind to thee, 

Who wait so very kind to me, 

My Mother! 
Oh no 1 The thought L cannot bear, . 

And, if God please my Hfe|o spare, & 

I hope I shall reward tbyieare,; * . 

>./ *' Mjr Mother. 

When thous 
My 
And,; 


And walk in Wisdom’s pteaeontway 7 



My Mother. 


I see thed W)3 
bemy tum^j^-^ 


Ear 0pd, w)m lives efc^^nldes, 

Would look with vengmykee i&las eyes, 

If I should ever daredespfre 

. ,, My Mother. 

S ^ 

The Butterfly’* BaU. Roms. 

Cotffs take tfpVypdr hats, and away let us 


To the Butterfly *s ball, and the Graethopper’e 
feast. [crew, 

The trumpeter, Gad-fly, has summon'd the 
And the revels are nbw only waiting for you. 
So said little Robert, and, pacing along. 

Hi* merry companions came forth in a throng. 
And on die smooth grass, by the aide of a wood, 
Beneath a broad oak that for ages had stood. 
Saw the chlldton of earth, end the tenants of 
air, / V.- 

For an evening's amusement together repair. 
And there came the Beetle, so blind and no 

Ufck, .... 

Who carried the &HM*»his ftiend, onbifback. 
And there was thfe Gmt and thel)lrs^o^%too, 
With all thejr relations, groen, m&sp f end 
blue. '.rv^W 
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I bro&ef, the 


And them e*M$ the#b#£^h his plumage 

of if ' 

And the 


andbrowitj 

Who with his companion, did 

bringj^^rX, , 

Put they pnm|jlp&t even!: 

And the sly Pt%£m!ottfec] 

And brought to j^e ^sst his.l 
Mole* 

And the Snail, with his horns pe^iing^ut of] 
his shell, ‘ V. **' f el 1 

Came firom a great distance, the length of, a 
A mushroom their table, and oh it was laid 
A water-docklcaf, which a taWo^lothmade. 

- The viands were various, to eaoh of their taste, 
And the Bee brought her honey to, crown the 
repast. 

Then close on his haunches, so solemn and 
wise,- 

The Frog from a corner look'd up to the skies. 

And the Squvrel r wtH pleas'd such diversions 
to see, ' {a tree. 

Mounted high over head* had look’d down from 
Then out came the witWteger so fine, 

To shew his dexterHy oo the tight line. 

FrotUbhe brcTuchfo anpther, hi8 cobwebs he 


Yet cold was the maid 3 and though legions 
advanc'd, 

All drill'd by Ovidean art, [danc'd, 

And , languish'd, and ogled, protested and 
Like ah^WS-they came, and like shadow 

v 

d fish'd ice of her heart. 

Yet still did thpS&ifrt df j@alr Ellen implore 
A something that could not be found 3 
Like a sailor she seem'd out a. desolate shore, 
With nor house, no t atree, nor a sound but 
the roar 

Of breakers high daBhingaround. 

From deject to object still, still Would she veer, 
Though nothing, alas 1 could she find 5 
Like the moon, without atmosphere, brilliant 
and dear, Jcheir 

Yet doom'd, like the moon, with no being to 
The bc^bt barren waste of her mind. 

But rather than sit like a statue so still 
When the rain m$de her mansion a pound , 
Up alidrdowa would sh<*go, like the sails of a 

And pal every 



mik ^bddart^dong. 

tell,— 
a fell. 



Then qnl 
But,justJ 
From* ‘ 


yat the end ofa thread, 
une with a jerk anda 
^'4-' **"" [his Wing 3 
Very long was his teg/ 'tfSngfr bat short was 

He took bui 'tmp- leamsland was soon out of 
sight, [night. 1 

Then chirp'd his o^ praisea the. rest of the 
With step so majestic the SnaUdid advance, 
And promis'd the gasem^ minttCt to dance. 

But they all laugh’d so load that He, pull’d in 
hit hfipd, 

And went in his own little chamber to bed. 
Then, as evening gave way to the shadows of] 
night, 

Their Watchman, the GUno+worm, came out 
With a light. 

Then home let us hasten, whileyet we can see, 
For no Watchman is waiting fot you and for me. 
80 said little Robert, and, pacing along, 

Hif merry companions return'd in a.throng. . 


W. 

Fair Blfe*$«s long the delight eftfcb young, 
^damsd Could with her comparer 
Her ebaftsawere the theme of the heart and 

And bm^i^^mit number in ecstasies sung 
Tlie beauties of Ellen the fair. 


% woodpecker’s bill, 
From the tiles of the roof to the ground. 

One morn, as the tiudd from her casement in- 
clin'd, - *■ . f 

Poss'd.a youth, with a frame in his hand. 

The casement she clos'd— not the eye of her 
tmnd}\ 

For, do allshe could, ho, she could not be blind 3 
Still before her she saw the youth stand. 

“ Ah, what can Hia do V 1 said the languishing 
maid, 

rf Ah, what With that frame can he do ?" 

[And sire knelt to the Goddess of Secrets, and 
pray'd 5 > [play'd 

When the youth pass'd again 1 and again he dis- 
Tfce frame and a picture to view. 

“Oh, beautiful picture the fair Ellen cried, 

“ I must see thee again or I die." 

Then under her white chin her bonnet she tied, 
And after the youth and the picture she hied, 
When the youth, looking back, met her eye. 

“ Fair damsel," said he, (and he chuckled the 
while,) 

“ This picture I see you admire : 

Then take it, I pray you 3 perhaps 'twill beguile 
Some' moments of sorrow, (nay, pardon my , 
smile,) 

Or, at least, keep yon home by the fire." 

Then EUgn the gilt .with delight and bui , „ 

From thecunningybiing stripling tec^v' 

But sbekimwnQtthe poiflpn that enter'd her \ 

When darkling vaptttre fhefgta'd eahos^ 

Thus, alas ! ore fair maidens deceiv'd ! * 
’Twas a youth o'er thefargief a;|tstiaeinmpl’d, 
And the sculptor he seemM^fhe st?ne 3 
Yet lie languish’d as though for its ’hearty he 
pin'd, 
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And gaz'd as the eyes of the statue so blind 
Reflected the beams of his own. 

Twas the tale of the sculptor Pygmalion of old j | 
Fair Ellen remember'd and sigh’d 5 [cold, 
" Ah, could’st thou but lift from that marble so 
Thine eyes too imploring,; thy arms should en- 
fold, V ' ■ 

And press me this day a^thy bride,” 

She said : when, behold, from the canvass arose 
The youth, and he stepp’d from the frame : 
With a furious transport his arms did enclose 
The love-plighted Ellen : and, clasping, he froze 
The blood of the maid with his flame 1 

She turn'd and beheld on each shoulder a wing. 

" Oh, heaven ! cried she, who art thou 7” 
From the roof to the ground did his fierce an-j 
jawer ring, [kjng ! 

As, frowning, he thunder’d, “ I am the *»aint- 
And mine, lovely maid, thou art now 1” 

Then high from the grqunddid the grim mon- 
ster lilt 

The loud-sCreamibgahftid like a blast 3 
And he sped through%%li¥e a metecqrswift, 
While the clouds, jiim, did fear- 

fully drift 

To the right and thc^left as he pass’d. 

Now suddenly elopinglus hurricane flight, 
With an eddying whirl he descends j 
The air all below him becomes black as night, 
And the ground where he treads, SB if mov’d 
• with affright, 

Like the surge of the Caspian bends. 

“ I am here !” said the Fiend, end he thunder- 
ing knock'd 

At the gates of a mountainous cave 5 
The gates open flew; as by magic unlock’d, 
While the peaks of the mount, reeling to and] 
fro, rock’d 

Like an island of ice on the wave. 

'* Oh 7 mercy cried Ellen, and swoon’d in his 
Aims j 

Rut the paint-king, he scoff'd at her pain. 

“ Prithee, love said the monster, “ what 
mean these alarms 7” 

She hears not, she secs not the terrible charms, 
That work her to horror again. 

She opens her lids, £®t n< * longer her eyes 
Behold tho fair youth she 'would woo 3 
Now appears £Ue paint-king in his natural 
guise 3 

His face, liken palette of villanoUs dyes, 

Black and white, red) and yellow, and blue. 

the skull of a Titans thatHeayen defied, 
Set the fiend, like &e grim Giant Qpg, 
White aloft to bis mouth a huge pipe he applied, 
Twice Jte big w ^e E^stone Lighthouse 
; deserted 

Aj^/ooms thibugh an easterly fog. 

And anom aa Wpuffid the vast volumes, were 
,*-*een, 

+tn horrid festoons on the wall, 

Vul. vi. Nos. 93 & 94. 


Legs and arms, heads and bodies, emerging 
between, " [hey Beane, 

Like the drawing-room grim of thb Scotch Saw- 
By the Devil dress’d out for a ball. 

“ Ah me !” cried the damsel, and fell at his feet, 
“ Must I hang on these walls to be dried 7 ’’ 

" Oh, no 1 ” said the fiend, while he sprung 
from his seat, 

“ A far nobler fortune thy person shall meet 3 
Into paint will I grind thee, my bride !” 

Then, seizing the maid by her dark auburn hair, 
An oil jug he plung’d her within. 

Seven days, seven nights, with the shrieks of 
despair, 

Did Ellen, in torment, convulse the dun air, 
All covered with oil to the chin ! 

On the morn of the eighth, on a huge sable 
stone, 

Then Ellen, all reeking, he laid 3 
With a rock for his mulier he crush’d every 
bone, [groan ; 

But, though ground to jelly, still, still did she 
For life had forsook not the maid. 

Now reaching his palette, with masterly care 
Each tint on,its surface he spread 3 
The blue of her eyes, and the brown of her hair. 
And the pearl and the white of her forehead so 
ftiir, 

And her lips’ apd her cheeks’ rosy red. 
Then^ at^plidi^ l^ fo^, did the monster ex- 

th> !’’ 

When; let from Achanki, wide-yawmng, there 
came 

A light, tiny chariot, of rose-color’d flame, 

By a team of ten ^^Ti^Onns upborne. 

Enthron’d in the ihidst, on An emerald bright, 
Fair Geraldine sat without peer; 

Her robe was a gleararofthe first blush of light. 
And her mantle the fleeceof a noon-cloud white, 
And a beam of themoon was her spear. 

In an accent that stole on the still charmed air 
Like tho first gentle language of Eve, 

Thus spake from her . chariot thb Fairy so fliir : 

“ I come at thy call 3 but, oh, Paint-king ! be- 
ware, 

Beware ! if again you deceive.” 
u 'Tia true !” said the monster, a thou queen 
of my heart, 

Thy portrait loft have essay’d 3 
Yet ne’er to the canvass could I with my art 
The least of thy wonderful beauties impart 3 
And my failure with scorn you repaid. 

n How I swear by the light of the Comet-King’s 
taill” 

And he tower’d with pride as he moke, 

'* If again with these magical colors I fail, 

The crater of Etna shall hence be my jail. 

And my food shall be sulphur and smoke. , 

“ But if I succeed, then, oh, fiiir Geraldine! 
Thy promise with justice I rfafm> * 

T 
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And thou, queen of Fairies, shaft ever he mine, 
The bride of my bed $ and thy portrait divine 
Shall fill.aJl the earthwith my fame.’’ 

He spake ; when, behold, the fair Geraldine’s 
form 

On the canvass enchantingly glow’d ; 

His toucheo— ibey flew like the leaves in a 
storm ; [warm 

And the pure pearly white and the carnation 
Contending in harmony flow’d. 

And now did the portrait a twin-sister 'seem 
To the figure of Geraldine fair : 

With the same sweet expression did faithflilly 
teem 1 

Each muscle, each feature ; in short, not a gleam I 
Was lost of her beautiful hair. 

’Twas the Fairy herself! but, alas, her blue eyes 
Still ;i pupil did ruefully lack ; 

And who shall describe the terrific surprise 
That seiz’d the faint-king wheu, behold, he 
descries 

Not a speck on his palette of black ! 

“ 1 am lost 1 ” said the Fiend, and he shook like 
a leaf 5 

When, casting his eyes to the ground, 

He saw the lost pupilb of Ellen with grief 
la the jaws of a mouse, and the sly little thief 
Whisk aw&y from his sight with a bound. 

“ I am lost V? said the Fiend, and he fell like a 
stolie; ' -Lr . 

Then rishag^e lRiry in in*, 

W ith a touch ofwflngetsfc token’d her zone, 
(While the limbs on the .wall gave a terrible 
groan,) s . . 

And Bhe swelled .fog. column of fire. 

Her spear, now a thunder-bolt , dash’d in the air, 
And sulphur the vault filFd around : 

She smote the grim fikonster; and now by the 
hair, [spair 

JJigh-lifting, she hail'd 'him in speechless de- 
Down the depths of the chasm profound. 

Then over the picture thrice waving her spear, 

'■ Come forth !” said the good Geraldine ; 
When, behold, from the coimss descending, 
appear 

Fair Ellen, in person more lovely than e’er, 
With grace more than ever divine 1 

The Hypocrite's Hope. L. Hopkins. 

Blest is the man, who, from the womb, 

To saintship him betakes, 

And when too soon his child shall come, 

A long confession makes. 

When next in Brood Church-alley, ft 
Shall take his former place, 

Relates his past iniquity, 

And consequential grace; 

Declares how long, by Satan vex’d, 

From truth he did depart, 

And teUalhferime, and tells the text, 
TjttfnZ his flinty heart. 


[book v. 

, He stands in half-way cov'nant sure; 

Full five long years or more. 

One foot in church’s pale secure, 

The other out of door. 

Then, riper grpwn in- gifts and grace, 

With ev’ry rite complies, 

And deeper lengthens down his face, 

And higher rolls his eyes* 

He tones, liko Pharisee sublime. 

Two lengthy prayers a day, 

The fame that ho from early prime 
Had heard his father say. 1 
Each Sunday, perch’d on bench of pew, 

To passing priest he bows. 

Then, loudly, ’mid the quav’ring crew, 

Attunes his vocal nose. 

With awful look then rises slow, 

And pray’rful visage sour. 

More fit to fright the apostate foe, 

Than seek a pard’ning power. 

Then nodding hears the sermon «next, 

From priest haranguing loud ; 

And doubles down each quoted text. 

From Genestefo Judtf. 

And when the priest holds forth address. 

To old ones born anew, 

With holy pride and wrinkled face, 

He rises iu Ins pew. 

: Good works he careth not about, 

But faith alone will seek. 

While Sunday’s pieties blot out 
The knaveries of; the week. 

He makee the poor bis daily pray’r. 

Yet drives them from his board : 

And, though to his own good he swear, 
Through habit breaks his won). 

This man, advancing fresh and fair, 

Shull all his race complete ; 

And wave at last his hoary hair, 

Arrived in Deacon’s seat. 

There shall he all church honors have, 

By joyous brethren given — 

Till priest, in fun’ral sermon grave. 

Shall send him straight to heaven. 

The Liberty Pole. Trumbull. 

When now the mob in lucky hour 
Hod got their cn’miea in their power, 

They first proceed, by grave command. 

To take the Constable in hand. 

Then fVom the pole’s sublimest top 
The active crew let down the rope, 

At' once its other end in haste bind, 

And make it fast apod his waistband : 

Till, like the earth/as stretch’d on tenter, 

He hung self-baloa^d on his centre.* 

Then upwards, hoisting sail*, 

They swung him, like a keg of me, 

Till to the pinnacle in height 
He vaulted, like balloon or kite* 

* And earth sclf-balarcod on her eentre hUnj^ 
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Aa Socrates* of old at first did 
To aid Philosophy get hoisted, 

And found his thoughts flow strangely clear, 
Swung in a basket in mid air : 

Our culprit thus, in purer sky, 

With like advantage raised his eye, 

And, looking forth ip prospect wide, 

I lis Tory errors clearly spied, 

And from his elevated station, 

With bawling voice, began addressing. 

“ Good Gentlemen, and friends, and kin, 
For Heaven's sake hear, if not for miue ! 

J here renounce the Pope, the Turks, „ 

The King, the Devil, and all their 
And will, set me but once at ease, 

Turn Whig or Christian, what you please; 

And always mind your rules so justly, 

Should I live long as old Methuslah, 

I’ll never join in British rage. 

Nor help Lord North, nor General Gage ; 

Nor lilt my gun in future fights, 

Nor take away your Charter-rights; 

Nor overcome your new-raised levies, . v 
Destroy your- towns, hot burn jour navies ; 

Nor cut your poles down while Vye breath, 
Though raised more thick than lmtchol-teeth : 
ltut leavo King George and all his elves 
To do their coiiq’ring work themselves." 

This said, they lower’d him down iit state, 
Spread at all points, like falling cat ; 

Hut took a vote first on the question, 

That they’d accept this full confession, 

And to their fellowship and favor, . 

Restore him on his good behavior. 

Not so our ’Squire submits, to rule, 

But stood, heroic as a mule. 

** Vuu'U find it all in vain/’ quoth he, 

•• To play your rebel tricks on me. 

All punishments the world can render, 

Servo only to provoke th’ offender ; | 

The will gains strength from treatment hofrrfd, 
•Vs hides grow harder when they're curried. 

No man e’er felt the halter draw, 

With good opinion of the law ; 

Or held in method orthodox 
His love of justice, in the stocks ; 

Or fail’d to lose by sheriff 1 's shears 
At once his loyalty and ears. 

Have you made Murrayt look less big, 

< >r smoked old WUUamst to a Whig ? 

Did our inobb’d Ol’verf quit his station, 

Or heed his vows of resignation 7 
Has Kivington,$ in dread of stripes, 

< Vascd lying since you stole* his' types? 


if * In Aristophanes* Comedy of the Clouds, Socrates 
represented as hoisted in a basket toweid contain- j 

* t Members of the Mandamus Council In 'Massachu- 
setts. The operation of smoking Tories was thus 
performed* the victim was confined in a close zoom 
bidlfro a luge fire of green wood, and a cover applied 
to tffe ttujf of the chimney. 

t Vnilmos" Oliver, Bsq. f Lieut.Gov. of Massachu- 
setts. Ho was surrounded at his seat in the country, 
urulii'gWnidatcd by the mob into the signing of his rc- ! 
*igr.iaion. 

Hiving ton was a Tory printer in New-Yoik, 


And can you think my faith will alter, 

By tarring, whipping, or the halter? ■ 

HI stand the worst j Ibr recompense 
I trust King George and Providence. 

And when with conquest gain'd I come, 
Array'd in law and terror, home, 

Ye’ll rue this inauspicious morn, 

And curse the day when ye were born, 

In Job's high style of imprecations, 

With all his plagues, without his patience." 

Meanwhile beside the pole, the guard 
A Bench of Justice had prepared,)) 

Where sitting round in awful sort 
THe grand Committee hold their Court; 
While all the crew, in silent awe. 

Wait from their lips the lore of law. 

Few moments with deliberation 
They hold the solemn consultation ; 

When soon in judgment all agree, 

And Clerk proclaims the dread decree : 
u That 'Squire M’Fingal having grown 
The vilest Toiy in the town, 

And now in full examination 
Convicted by his own confession, 

Finding no tokens of repentance. 

This Court proceeds to render sentence : 
That, first, the Mob a slip-knot single . 

Tie round the neck of said M’Fing&l, 

And in due form do tar him next, 

And feather, as the law directs ; , 

Then ’through the town attendant ride him 

In cart with 

And, having he$d®$n 

Bring to the pote^orn whehcllbe came.*' 

Forthwith the crowd proceed to deck 
| With halter'd noose M'Fingal’s neck, 

. ( While he, in perifbf %«8ql, ' 

Stood tied haff-hartgfegV (be pole $ 

Then lifting hightho ponderous jar, 

Pour’d o’er his head the-tnpoking tar. 

With less profusion one# was spread 
Oil on the Jewish mooar|b'a head. 

That down Iris beard #nd vestments ran, 

And cover’d aU bis .outward man. 

As when (so ClaudSaqlT sings) the Gods 
And earth-born GfoatMbH at odds, 

The stout EnceladuB in malice 
Tore mountains up to throw at Pallas ; 

And while he held them o'er his liead. 

The river, from their fountains fed, 

Pour’d down his back its copious ti^p. 

And wore its channels in his hide : \ 

So from the high-raised uni the torrents 
Spread down his side their various currents; 
His Rowing wig, as next the brim, 

First met and drank the sable stream; 
Adown his visage stern and grave 
Roll’d and adhered the viscid wave ; 


Just before tho commencement of the war, a 
from New-Haven attacked his press, and carried 
or destroyed tho typos. 

| An imitation of legal forms was unlveraauyjrtfac- 
tised, by the molw iit No w-En gland, iu the trial and 
eondemnal ion of Tories. Tins marks a curious trait 
of nat ional character. * 

IT Claudittii’s Gigantomachia. - * 

tS 
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With arm* depending Jus stood, 

Each cuff capacious held* the flood ; 

From nose* and chin V remotest end, 

The tarry icicles descend ; 

Till all o f erspread, with colors gay, 

He glitter’d to the western ray, 
like sleet-bound trees in wintry skies, 

Or Lapland idolcarved in ice. 

And now the feather-bag display'd 
Is waved in triumph o’er his head, 

And clouds him o’er with feathers missive, 
And down, upon the tar, adhesive : 

Not Maia’s* son, with wings for ears^V. 
Such plumage round his visage wears y 
Nor Milton’s six-wing’df angel gathers 
Such superfluity of feathers. 

Now all complete appears our 'Squire, 
Like Gorgon or Chimera dire 5 
Nor more could boast on Plato's}: plan 
To rank among the race of man,. 

Or prove his claim to human nature, ' 

As a two-legg’d, unfeather'd creature. 

Then, on the fatal cart, in state 
They raised our grand Duumvirate. 

And as at Rome} a like committee, 

Who found an owl within their city, 

With solemn rites and grave processions 
At every shrine perform’d lustrations; 
And, lest infection might take' piece 
From snob glim fowl with feather'd ffcce, 
All Rome a^tods hrm through the street 
In triump&f^jfoMfi '. 

With • ■ 

In front the martial music domes 
Of horns and Addles* fifes end drums, 

With jingling sound qf carriage bells, 

And treble cre&k wheel*. 

Behind, the crowd^i#rl4%then*d row 
With proud proeesfjjfod, closed the show. 
And at fit periods throat 
Combined in univfljggMhout ; 

And bail’d, greatXtfep^f m chorus, A 
Or bawl’d confusion to w Teries.’ 

Not louder storm the braves . \ 
From clamors of conflicting waves; 

Less dire In Lybian wilds Die noise 
When rav’ning lions lift their voice 5 
Or triumphs at town-meetings made, 

On pairing votes to regulate trade.|| 
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Thus having borne them round the town. 
Lust at the pole they set them down ; 

And to the tavern take their way, 

To end m mirth the festal day. 

And now the Mob, dispersed and gone, 

Left ’Squire and Constable alone. 

The constable with rueful face 
Lcan’d Bad and solemn o$r & brace; 

And fast beside him, cheek by jowl, 

Stuck ’Squire M'Fingai ’gainst the pole, 

( Jlued by the tar t’ his rear applied, 

Like barnacle on vessel’s side. 

But though bis body lack'd phyfeiciaft, 

His spirit was in worse condition. 

He found his fears of whips and ropes 
By many a drachm outweigh’d his hopes. 

As men in jail without mainprise 
View every thing with other eyes. 

And all goes wrong in church and state, 

Seen through perspective of the grate : 

So now M'Fingai ’s Second-sight 
Beheld aU things in gloomier light ; 

His visual nerve, well purged with tar, 

Saw aH therComing scenes of war. 

As his prophetic soul grew stronger, 

He found he Could hold in no longer. 

First frOm tfie pole, as fierce he shook, 

His wig from pitchy durance broke. 

His mouth unglued, bis feathers flutter'd, 

His t&rr’d skirts crack’d, and thus he utter’d - 
“ Ah, Mr. Constable, in vain 
We strive ’gainst ‘witri and tide and rain ! 
Behold my deem h this feathery omen 
Portends what disjnsl times are coming. 

Now future scenes, before my eyes, 

And second-sighted forms arise. 

I hear a voice, If .that calls away, 

And cries ‘ The Whigs will win the day.’ 

My beck’ning Genius gives command. 

And bids me fly the fatal land ; 

Where changing name and constitution, 
Rebellion turns to Revolution, 

While Loyalty, oppress'd, in tears. 

Stands trembling for Us neck and ears. 

“ Go, summon all our brethren, greeting. 
To muster at our usual meeting; 

There my prophetic voice shall warn 'em 
Of all things future that concern ’em, 

And scenes disclose on which, my friend. 
Their conduct and their lives depend. 

There I**— but fijvt ’tie more of use, 

From this vile pole to set me loose ; 

Then go with cautious steps and steady, 
While I steer homa ^nd make all ready.” 


IT I hear a voice vbu cannot hoar. * - 

stay. Trefoil's Ballad. 
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BOOK THE SIXTH. 


SONGS, BALLADS, &c. &c. 


$ I. Song. Lord Lyttelton. 



Which pity and esteem can move, 
Which can be just and kind ? 


Is it because you fear to share 
The ills that love molest, 

The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the ani'roua breast ? 

Alas ! by some degree of woe 
We ev'ry bliss must gain : 

The heart can ne’er a transport know, 
That never feels a pain. 

$ 2. Song. Waller. 

Go, lovely rose ! 

Tell her that wastes her time, and me, 
That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee, 
llow sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that’s young. 

And shuns to have her graces spied, 
That, hadst thon sprung 
In deserts, where no men abide, 

Thou most have unppmmended died. 

. S mall in .the worth 
Of beauty, frojntbe light retir’d 5 
* *Bid her.ceme forth, 
Sutfo/herself to bedesir'd, 

1 Afri jaot blush so to be admir'd. 

*• Then die ! that she 
The common fate of all things rare 


May reoMn'tyee* , 

How small a pertofti 

That are bo wo Adfeussweet and fair! 

$3. Song. L* Amour Timid*. Moore. 

Jf in that breast so. rood} so pure, 

Compassion everiot’d to dwell, 

Pity the sorrows I endure. 

The cause I must not^ffcue not tell. 

That grief that on nvy^jttfet preys, 

That rends my heart, chat checks my tongue, 
I fear will last me all my days. 

But feel it will not lost me long. 

J 4. Song. Earl of Dorset.* 

To all you ladies now at land 
We men at sea indite ; 

But first would have you understand 
How hard it is to write 5 
The Muses now, and Neptune too, 

We must implore, to write to you, 

With a fa la, la, la, la, la. 

For though the Misses should prove kind, 

And fill our erftpty brain; ' 

Yet, if tongh Neptune rouse the wind 
To wave the azure main, 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we. 

Roll up and down our ships at sea, 

With a fa, &c. 

* Written at sea, the first Dutch'war, 1665, the 
night before an engagement 
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Then, if we write not breach post, 
Think not we are unkind j 
Nor yet conclude our ships are lost 
By Dutchmen or by wind ; 

Our tears we'll 6end a speedier way, 

The tide shall bring them twice a day, 
With' a fit, &c. 

The king, With wonder and surprise. 
Will swear the seas grow bold j 
Because the tide will higher rise, 

Than e’er it did of old : 

But let him know it is our tears 
Bring floods of tears to Whitehall stairs, 


V 


r ith a fa, &c. 


Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our sad and dismal story, 

The Dutch would scorn so weak a foe, 
And' quit their fort at (Jorec : 

For what resistance can they find 
From men who've left their hearts behind 7 
With a fa, &c. 


Jier man 
ftyour fan, 


Let wind and weather do its worst, 

Be you to us but kind, v 

Let Dutchmen vapor, Spaniards curse, 

No sorrow we shall find : 

’Tis then no matter how things go, 

Or who's our friend, or who’s our foe. 
With a fa, &c. 

To pass our tedious hours 
We throw ja, merry mainj V 
Or clue at > 

But whyB®P®f.Sp^. \ ’ 

Each others Mq thus mfratte 7 
We were undone wHenVe left you, 

With a fa, &c- :, e • 

But now our fears t&hp&rtuous grow, 

And cast our hopes awgy: 

Whilst you, regairilei&eFour woe, 

Sit careless at a I 
Perhaps permit i 
To kiss your hand, 

With a fa, flee. ■ - 
When any mournful tuneyou hear, 

That dies in cv’ry note*, * 

As if it sighed with each man’s care 
For being so remote : 

Think then how often love we’ve made 
Tq you, when all those tunes were play’d. 
With a fa, &c. 

In just ice, you cannot refuse 
To think of our distress, 

When we fbr hopes of honor loss, * 

Our certain happiness ; 

AU those designs are but to prove 
Ourselves more worthy of your tove, t . 
Witha fit, &c 

And now Wye told you all cur l 
And likewise all our fears > ■ - 
In hopes thn^Bclaration moves 
Some pilrf||»ur team j 
iMh hew of Iro inconstancy , 

We hivolg) much of that at sea, 


$ 5. Song. Moors. 

Haiik ! hark ! ’tis a voice from the tomb ! 

“ Come, Lucy,” it cries, "come away ! 
The grave of thy Colin has room 
To rest thee beside his cold clay.” 

44 1 come, my dear shepherd, I come ; 

Ye friends and companions, adieu ! 

I haste to my Colin’s dark home, 

To die on his bosom so true.” 

All mournful the midnight bell rung, 

When Lucy, sad Lucy, arose j 
And forth to the green turf she sprung, 
Where Colin’s pale ashes repose. 

All wet with the night’s chilling dew, 

Her bosom embrac’d the cold ground ; 
Whilo stormy winds over her blew, 

And night -ravens croak’d all around. 

44 How long, my lov’d Colin,” she cried, 

“ How long must thy Lucy complain 7 
How long shall the grave my love hide 7 
How long ere it join us again*? 

For thee thy fond shepherdess liv’d, 

With thee o’er the world would she fly ; 
For thee haashe sorrow’d and griev’d, 

For thee would she lie down and die. 

" Alas 1 whdt avails it how dear 
Thy Lucy was once to her sprain ! 

Her face like the lily so fair. 

And eyoe that gave light to the plain ! 
The shepherd that lov’d her is gone. 

That face and those eyes charm no more j 
And Lucy, forgot and alone, 

To death shall her Colin deplore.” 

While thus she lay sunk in despair. 

And mourn’d to the echoes around, 
Inflam’d all at once grew the air, 

And thunder shook dreadful the ground ! 
“ I hear the kind call, and obey ; 

O Colin, receive me,” she cried : 

Then, breathing a groan o’er his clay, 

She hung on his tomb-stone, and died. 

{ 6. Song. Gay. 

’Twas when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind, 

A damsel lay deploring, 

AU on a rock reclin’d. 

Wide o’er the foaming billows 
She cast a wistful look $ 

Her head was CEOVta’d with willows 
That trembled o’er the brook. 

“ Twelve months ate g one and over. 

And nine long, tedjdus days $ 

Why didst thbu, veht’rotis lover, 

Why didst thou trihrt the seakt 
Cease, ceaap, th^emsd ocean, 

And let my lov^teest v ./■ 

Ah ! what’s thy trouWedmetipn * 

To that within tpy breast]; - ■ '* V 

“ The merchant, robb’ddf pleafare, 

Views tempests in despair $ 

But what’s the Iobs of treasure 
To losing of my dear ! 
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Should you some coast be laid on 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 

You'll iind a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you so. 

“ How can they say that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 

Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes these rocks discover, 

That lurk beneath the deep, 

To wreck the wand’ring lover, 

And leave the maul to weep." 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus wail'd she for her dear ; 

Repaid each blast with sighing, 

Each billow with a tear : 

When, o'er the white wave stooping. 

His floating corpse she spied 3 
Then, like a lily drooping, 

•She bow'd her head, and died. 

$ 7 . A Persian Song qf Hafiz . 

' Sib William Jones. 
Sweet maid, if thou wouldst charm my 
sight, 

And bid these arms thy neck enfold, 

That rosy cheek, that lily hand, 

Would give thy poet more delight 
Thau all Bocara's vaunted- gold, 

Than all the gems of Samarcaud. 

Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow, 

And 'bid thy pensive heart be glad, 

Whatc'er the frowning zealots say : 

Tell them their Eden cannot show 
A stream so clear os, Rocnabad, 

A bower so sweet as Mosellay. 

O ! when these fair, perfidioua maids, 

Whose eyes our secret haunts infest, 

Their dear destructive charms display^ 

Each glance my tender breast invades, 

A nd robs my wounded soul of rest. 

As Tartars seize their destin'd prey. 

In vain with love our bosoms glow * 

Tan all our tears, can all our sighs, 

New lustre to those charms impart X 
I 'an cheeks where living roses blow, 

Where Nature spreads her richest dyes, 
Require the borrow'd gloss of art ? 

•Speak not of fate *ah ! chafrge the theme, 
And talk of odors, talk of wine, 

Talk of the flowers that round us bloom : 

’Tis all a cloud, ’tis ajl a dream ! 

To love and joy tfty thoughts confine, 

Nor hope to pierce the sacred gloom. ■ 

Beauty has such ftsistlesd power, ~ 

That e’en the chastei&yprian dame 
Sigh'd fo/the bbdmihrmbrew boy 3 
Eor fcer AoW fatal. was tHe hour, 

When Vo the banks-ofNilUs came 
AfpH$h so lovely nod so coy ! 

But ‘ah ! sweet maid, my counsel bear : 
l Youth should attend when those adviso 


Whom long experience renders sage :) 

While music charms the ravish'd ear 3 
While sparkling cups delight our ey£a 3 
Be gay, and scorn the frowns of age. 

What cruel answer have I heard ! 

And yet, by heaven, l love thee still : 

Can aught be cruel from thy lip 1 
Yet say, how fell that bitter word 
From lips which streams of sweetness fill, 
Winch nought but drops of honey sip ? 

Go boldly forth, my simple lay, 

Whose accents flow with artless ease, 

Like orient pearls at random strung : 

Thy notes arc sweet, the damsels say 3 
But O ! far sweeter, if they please 
The nymph for whom these notes are sung. 

$ 8. Song. Jemmy Dawson.* Shknstone. 
Comb listen to my mournful talc, 

Ye tender hearts and lovers dear; 

Nor will you scorn to heave a sigh, 

Nor will you blush to shed a tear. 

And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid ! 

Do thou a pensive car incliuc ; 

For thou canst weep at every woe. 

And pity every plaint but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant youth, 

A brighter never trod the plain 3 
And well he lov’d one charming maid) 

And dearly Was he lov'd agtin. 

One tender 

Of gentle , 

And faultless was. ndr beauteous form, 

And spotless was her virgin fame. 

But curse on party's hgtgfbl strife, 

That led the favoFdyqutb astray ! 

The day the rebel clitytf Rear’d, 

O had he never seen that day ! 

Their colors and their sash he vgore, 

And in that fatal dr^was found 3 
And now he must that death endure 
Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 
How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemmy's sentence reach'd her ear ! 
For never yet did Alpine snows 
So pale, or yet so chill appear. 

With faltering voice she weeping said, 
u O DaWson, monarch of my heart, 

Think not thy death shall end our loves, 

For thon and I will never part. 

“ Yet, might sweet mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes? 

O George ! without a pray'r for tbee 
My orisons should never close. 

* Captain Jjuges Pawson, the amiable sod unfor- 
tunate subject theft* beautiful stanzas, was one of 
the eight officers belonging to the Manchester regi- 
ment of volunteers, in the servioeof tlio youuffOhova- 
lier, who were hanged, drawn, and quartered, on 
Kenninglon Common, in 1746: and this ballad, write- L 
ten about tho time, u founded off & remarkable cir- 
cumstance which actually happened at hj* elocution. 
Just before hn death be wrote a song on' his own 
misfortunes, which is supposed to be still extant. 
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" The gracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying flame j 
And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to lisp the giver's name. 

"But though, dear youth, thou shouldst be 
To yonder ignominious tree ; [dragged 
Thou shalt not want a faithful friend 
To share thy bitter fate with thee." 

O then her mourning-coach was call’d; 

The sledge mov'd slowly on before ; 

Though borne in his triumphal car, 

She had not lov'd her favorite more. 

She follow'd him, prepar’d to view 
The terrible behests of law 5 
And thelast scene of Jemmy's woes 
With calm and steadfast eye she saw. 

Distorted was that blooming face, 

Which she had fondly lov'd so long ; 

And stifled was that tuneful breath, 

Which in her praise had sweetly sung; 

And sever'd was that beauteous neck. 

Round which her arms had fondly clos’d 5 
And mangled was the beauteouB breast 
On which her love-sick head repos'd j 

And ravish'd was that constant hearty 
She did to every heart prefer 5 
For, though it could its king forget, 

'Twas true and loyal still tojher. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 
She bore tbisoonstaftt heart to see ; 

But when 'twas moulder'd into dust, 

" Now, now,” she cried, " I follow thee 1 

" My death, my death alone, can show 
The pure and lasting leve l bore : 

Accept, O Heaven! of Woes like ours, 

And let us, let us Weep no more.” 

The dismal scene was o'er and past, 

The lover's mournf&f jhearae retir'd ; 

The maid threw back.het languid head, 

And, sighing forth hfs name, expir’d ! 
Though justice ever must prevail, 

The tear my Kitty sheds is due j 
For seldom shall she hear a tale 
So sad, so tender and so true. 

$». Bmg. A Morning Piece : or, a Hymn 
fot the Hay-makers. Smart. 

Brisk chanticleer his matins had begun, 

And broke tho silence of the night 5 
And thrice he call'd aloud the tardy sun, 

And thrice he hail’d the dawn's ambiguous 
light; [run. 

Back to their graves the fear-begotten phantoms 
Strong Labor got up with his pipe in his 
mouth, * 

And stoutly strode over the dale; 

He lent new perfume to the breath of the south, 
On his back hung his wallet and flail. 
Behind him came Health, from her cottage of 
thatch, 

Wfrcre npver physician had lifted the latch. 


First of the village Colin was awake, 

And thus lie sung, reclining on his rake : 

" Now the rural Graces three 
Dance beneath yon maple-tree! 

First the vestal Virtue, known 
By her adamantine zone 5 
Next to her, in rosy pride, 

Sweet Society, the bride ; 

I. :ist Honesty, full seemly drest 
In her cleanly homespun vest. 

" The abbey -bells, in wak’ning rounds, 

The warning peal have given ; 

And pious Gratitude resounds 
Her morning hymn to Heaven. [throat.*, 
All nature wakes ; the birds unlock their 
And mock tho shepherd's rustic notes. 

All alive o'er the lawn, f 

Full glad of the dawn, 

The little lambkins play : 

Sylvia and Sol arise, and all is day ! 

" Come, my mates, let us work, 

And all hands to the fork. 

While the sun shines, our haycocks to make j 
So fine is the day, 

And so fragrant the hay, 

That the meadow’s as blithe as the wake ! 

" Our voice let us raise . 

In Phoebus’s praise : 

Inspir’d by so glorious a theme. 

Our musical words 
Shall be join'd by the birds, 

And we’ll donee to the tune of the stream !” 

$ 10. Song. Suckling. 

Why sq pale and wan, fond lover 7 
Pr’ythee why so pale ? 

Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail 7 
Pr'ythee why so pale 7 
Why so dull and mute, young sinner J 
Pr’ythee why no mute 7 
Will, when speaking well can’t win her, 
Saying nothing do 't 7 
Pr'ythee why so mute 7 
Quit, quit, for shame ! this will not move, 
This cannot tak^her ; 

If of herself she will not love, 

Nothing can make her ; 

The devil take her. 

$ 11. Song. Humphrey Gubbin's Courtship. 
A courting 1 went to my love, 

Who is sweeter than roses in May ; 

And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could 1 say. 

I walk'd with her into the gaider .. 

There fully intending to woo her j, • 

But may I be ne'er worth a farthingX 
If of love I said any thing to her. 

I clasp'd her hand close to my breast, , 
While my heart was as light as a feathtov*. 
Vet nothing I said, I protest, * 

But—" Madam, 'tis very fine weather.” 
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To an arbor I did her attend, 

She ask’d me to come and sit. by her ; 

I crept to the furthermost end, 

For V was afraid to come mgh her. 

I ask'd her which way was the wind, 

For 1 thought in some talk we must enter : 

II Why, sir, (she answer’d and grinn’d,) 

Have you just sent your wits for a venture ?” 

Then I follow’d her into her house ; 

There I vow'd I my passion would tiy ; 

But there I was still as a mouse \ 

O what a dull booby was 1 1 

$12. Song. The Despairing Lover. Walsh. 
Districted with care, 

For Phillis the fair, 

Since nothing could move her, 

Poor Damon, her lover, • 

Resolves in despair 
No longer to languish. 

Nor hear so much anguish ; 

Rut, mad with his love, 

To a precipice goes, 

Where a leap from above 
Would soon finish his woes. 

When, in rage, he came there, 

Beholding how steep 
The sides* did appear, 

And the bottom how deep j 
His torments projecting, 

And sadly reflecting, 

, That a lover forsakfen, 

A new love may get ; 

But a neck, when once broken, 

Can never be set : 

And that he could die 
Whenever he would } 

But that he could live 
But a9 long as he could *, 

How grievous soever 
The torment might grow, 

He scorn’d to endeavor 
To finish it so. 

But bold, unconcern'd. 

At thoughts of the pain, 

He calmly return’d 
To his cottage again. 

$ 13 . Song. 

A cobbler thcro was, and he liv’d in a stall 
Which serv'd liim for parlor, for kitchen, and 
hall j 

No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 

No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. 

Derry down, down, down, derry down. 

• Contented he* work’d, and bethought himself 

happpF 

If at nigWhe could purchase a jug of brown 

it : . 

How he’d* laugh then, and whistle, and sing 
• too, most sweet ! 

“Just to a hair I have made both ends 
• meet!” 

Deny down, down, See. 


But Love, the disturber of high and of low, 
That shoots at the peasant as well as the beau; 
He shot the poor cobbler quite through tho 
heart j 

I wish he hail hit some more ignoble part. 
Derry down, down, &c. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom young damsel continually lay ; 
Ilor eyes shone so bright when sho rose every 
day, [way. 

That sue shot the poor cobbler quite over the 
Derry down, down, Sec. 

lie sung her love-songs as he sat at his work, 
But she was as hard as a Jew or a Turk ; 

| Whenever ho spoke she would flounce and 
would fleer, 

Which put tho poor cobbler quite into despair. 

Derry down, down, See. 
lie took up his awl that he had in the world. 
And to make away with himself was resolv’d ; 
He pierc’d through his body instead of the sole. 
So the cobbler lie died, and the bell it did toll. 

Derry down, down, Sec. 

And now, in good will, 1 advise, as a friend, 

All cobblers take warning by this cobbler’s end ; 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find, by 
i what’s past, 

That love brings us all to an end at the last. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 

$ 14 . Song* Th* Last of the Hill. 

Miss Mart Jones. 

On the brow of a hill a young shepherdess 
dwelt, - [felt : 

Who no pangs of ambition or love had e'er 
For a few sober maxims still ran in her head, 
That ; twas better to earn ere she ate her brown 
bread ; [health, 

That to rise with the lark was conducive to 
And to folks in a cottage, contentment was 
wealth. 

Now young Roger, who liv’d in the valley 
below, [beau, 

Who at church and at market was reckon’d a 
Had many times tried o’er her heart to prevail, 
And would rest on his pitchfork to tell her his 
tale : [heart ; 

With his winning behavior he melted her 
Rut, quite artless herself, she suspected no art. 
lie had sigh’d, and protested, had kneel’d and 
implor’d, 

And could lie with tho grandeur and air of a 
lord ; 

Then her eyes he commended in language well 
dress’d, 

And enlarg’d on the torments that troubled his 
breast; 

Till his sighs and his tears hod so wrought on 
her mind, [clin’d. 

That in downright compassion to love she in- 
But os soon as he melted the ice of her breast, 
All the flames of his love in a moment dc* 
creas’d ; 
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And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
Where he boasts of his conquest to Susan and 
Nell : [in haste. 

Though he sees her but seldom, he's always 
And, if ever he mentions her, makes her his 
jest. 

All the day she goes sighing, and hanging her 
head, [earns her bread ; 

And her thoughts arc so pester’d, she scarce 
The whole village cries shame, when a-milk- 
ing she goes, 

That so little affection is shown to the cows : 
Rut she heeds not their railing, e'en let them 
rail on, [gone. 

And a fig for the cows now her sweetheart is 
Now beware, ye young virgins of Britain’s gay 
isle, 

How ye yield up a heart to a look or a smile : 
For Cupid is artful, and virgins are frai., 

And you’ll find a false Roger in every vale, 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will trv all 
his skill $ [Hill. 

But remember The Lass on the brow of the 

$15. Song. Parnell. 

My days have been so wondrous free, 

The little birds that fly 
With careless ease from tree to tree 
Were but as bless’d as I. 

Ask gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their Btream 1 
Or ask the flying gales, if e’er 
I lent a sigh to them 1 
But now my former days retire, 

And I’m by beauty caught ; 

The tender chains of sweet desire 
Are fix’d upon my thought. 

An eager hope within my breast 
Does every doubt control j 
And lovely Nancy stands confess’d 
The fav’rite of my soul. 

Ye nightingales, ye twisting pines, 

Yc swains that haunt the grove, 

Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 

Ye close retreats of love ! 

With all of nature, all of art, 

Assist the dear design j 
O teach a young, unpraclis’d heart, 

To make her ever mine. 

The very thought of change I hate 
As much as of despair ; 

Nor ever covet to be great, 

Unless it be for her. 

’Tis true, jyj^&assion in my mind 
Is mU’q SBfl s oft distress : 

Yet, whitouHhir I love is kind, 

I cannot rah it less. 

$ 16. Song. Ma& Eve: or, Kate of Aberdeen. 

Cunningham. 

The silver moou^^amor’d beam 
Steals softly through the night, 


To wanton with the winding stream, 

And kiss reflected light. 

To beds of state, go, balmy sleep, 

('Tis where you've seldom been ;) 

May’s vigil while the shepherds keep 
With Kate, of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait, 

I ii rosy chaplets gay. 

Till morn unh.ir her uoldcn gate, 

And gi\e the promis'd May. 

Mef Innks I hear the maids declare 
The promis'd May, when seen, 

Not half so fragrant, half so fair 
As Kate of Mierdeen. 

Stiike up the labor's boldest notes j 
Wc‘11 rouse the nodding grove; 

The nested birds shall raise their throats. 
And hail the maid I love. 

And see, the matin lark mistakes ; 

He quits the lulled green : 

Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks. 

’Tis Kate of Aberdeen ! 

Now lightsome o’er the level mead, 

Where midnight fairies rove. 

Like them the jocund dance we’ll lead, 

Or tune the reed to love. 

For see, the rosy May draws ni^h ! 

She claims a virgin queen ; 

And hark, the happy shepherds cry, 

’Tis Kate of Aberdeen ! 

$ 17. Song. Sally in our Alky- Car ei 
Of all the girls that arc so smart, 

There’s none like pretty Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

There’s ne’er a lady in the land, 

That’s half so sweet as Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 

And through the streets does cry ’em : 
Her mother she sells laces long. 

To such as choose to buy ’em : 

But 6 ure such folks could ne’er beget 
So sweet a girl as Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by I leave my work, 

I love her so sincerely $ 

My master comes, like any Turk, 

And hangs me most severely j 
But let him bang his bellyfull, 

I’ll bear it all for Sully : 

She iB the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that's in the wee£',. a 
I dearly love but one day j *y 
And that’s the day that comes betwix^ 

A Saturday and Monday 5 
For then I’m dress’d, all in my best, 

To walk abroad with Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 
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My master carries me to church, 

And often am I blamed, 

Because I leave him in the lurch, 

- As soon as text is named : 

I leave the church in sermon time, 

And slink away to Sally : 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again, 

Oh ! then l shall have money ; 

I’ll hoard it up, and, box and all, 
ril give it to my honey ; 

And would it were ten thousand pound, 

T d give it all to Sally . 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master, and the neighbors all, 

Makb game of me and Sally j 
And, but for her, I'd better be 
A slave, and row a galley. 

But, when my # seven long years are out, 

O then I’ll marry Sally : 

O then we'll wed, and then we’ll bed, — 

But not in our alley. 

J 18. Song. The true Tar. By the same. 
A knave’s a knave, 

Though ne’er so brave, 

Though diamonds round him shine j 
What though he’s great, 

Takes mighty state, 

And thinks himself divine 1 
His ill-got wealth 
Can’t give him health, 

Or future ills prevent : 

An honest tar ,, 

Is richer far, 

If he enjoys content. 

A soul sincere 

Scorns fraud or fear, ’• 

Within itself secure 5 ’ ** 

For vice will blast, 

But virtue last 

While truth and time endure. 

Blow high, blow low, • ' - 

Frown fate or foe, 
lie scorns to tack about; 

But to his trust 
Is strictly just, , 

And nobly stems it ont. 

$ 19. Delia. A Pastoral . Cunningham. 
The gentle swan, with graceful gride, 
ller glossy plumage laves, ' : 

And, sailing down the silver tide, 

Divides the whispering waves ; 

The silver tid*», that wandering flows, tti 
Sweet. to4he bird must be ! 

But jiot Agraweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
As»Dcli& is to me. 

A parent-bird, in plaintive mood, 

'Vi yonder fruit-tree sung, 

And still the pendent nest she view'd 
That held her callow young : 


Dear to the mother’s fluttering heart 
The genial brood must be; 

But not so dear, the thousandth part, 

As Delia is to me. 

The roses that my hrow surround 
Wore natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck'd, anil in a garland bound. 

Before their sweets grew pale ! 

My vital bloom would thus ho froze, 

If, luckless, torn from thee; 

For wnat the root is to the rose, 

My Delia is to me. 

Two doves I found, like ncw-fall’n snow, 

So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds on Delia I’ll bestow, 

They’re, like her bosom, fair ! 

When, in their chaste comiubiat love, 

My secret wish she’ll see ; 

Such mutual bliss as turtles prove, 

May Delia share with ine. 

J 20. Song. A ken side. 

The shape alone let others prize. 

The features of the fair ; 

I look for spirit in her eves. 

And meaning in her air. 

A damask cheek, and iv’ry arm, 

Shall ne’er my wishes win : 

Give me an animated form, 

That speaks a mind within : 

A face where awful honor shines, 

Where sense and sweetness move, 

And angel innocence refines 
The tenderness of love. 

These arc the soul of beauty’s frame. 

Without whose vital aid 
Unfinish’d all' her features seem, 

And all her roses dead. 

But, ah ! where both their charms unite. 

How perfect is the view, 

With ov’ry image, of delight, 

With graces ever new ! 

Of pow’r to charm the greatest woe, 

The wildest rage control ; 

Diffusing mildness o’er the brow, 

And rapture through the soul. 

Their pow’r but faintly to express 
. AU language must despair; 

But go, behold Arpasia’s faro, 

Anil read it perfect there. 

$ 21. Song . From the Lapland 7'ongue. 

Steele. 

Thou rising sun, whose gladsome ray 
Invites my fhir to rural play, 

Dispel the mist, and clear the skies, 

And bring my Orra to my eyes, 

O, were I sure my dear to view, 

I’d climb thAt pine-tree’s topmost buttgli, 
Aloft in air that quiv’ring plays, 

And round and round for ever gaze. 
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My Orra Moor, where art thou laid 7 
What wood conceals my sleeping maid 7 
Fast by the roots, enrag’d, I’d tear 
The trees that hide my promis’d fair. 

O could I ride on clouds and skies, 

Or on the raven’s pinions rise ! 

Ye storks, ye swans, a moment stay, 
And waft a lover on Ills way ! 


Rut since the good Palcmon died, 

The chief of shepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's son9 must all give place 
To northern men, an iron race. 

The taste of pleasure now is o’er; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, please no more; 
The muses droop, the GotliB prevail ! 
Adieu, the sweets of Arno's vale ! 


My bliss too long my bride denies : 

Apace the wasting summer flies : 

Nor yet the wintry blasts I fear, 

Nor storms, nor night, shall keep me here. 
What may for strength with steel compare 7 
O, Love has fetters stronger far ! 

By bolts of steel are limbs confin’d, 

But cruel Love enchains the mind. 

No longer, then, perplex thy breast j 
When thoughts torment, the first are best j 
’Tis mad to go, ’tis death to stay : 

Away to Orra, haste away ! 

$ 22. Song. From the Lapland Tongue. 

Steele. 

Haste, my rain-deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our am’rous journey through this dreary 
waste : 

Haste, my rain-decr ! still, still thou art too 
slow ! [haste. 

Impetuous love demands the lightning’s 

Around us far the rushy moors are spread : 

Soon will the sun withdraw his cheerful ray ; 
Darkling and tir’d we shall the marshes tread, 
No lay unsung to cheat the tedious way. 
The wat’ry length of these unjoyous moors 
Does all the flow’iy meadows’ pride excel ; 
Through these I fly to her my soul adores ; 

Ye flow’ry meadows, empty pride, farewell ! 
Each moment from the charmer I’m confin’d, 
My breast is tortur’d with impatient fires; 
Fly, my rain-decr, fly swifter than the wind ! 

Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce desires. 
Our pleasing toil will then be soon o’erpaid, 
And thou, in wonder lost, shalt view my fair. 
Admire each feature of the lovely maid, 

Her artless charms, her bloom, her sprightly 
air. 


$ 23. Song. Amo's Vale. 

Earl of Middlesex* 

When here, Lucinda, first we came, 

Where Arno rolls his silver stream, 

Iiow blithe the nymphs, the swains how gay ! 
Content inspir’d each rural lay. 

The birds in livelier concert sung, 

The grapes in thicker clusters hung ; 

All look’d as joy could never fail 
Among the sweets of Arno’s vale. 

* Charles S&ckvilfo, afterwards Duke of Drawl. 
It was written at Floreneo in 1737, on tho death of 
John Gaston, She Into Duke of Tuscany, of the house 
of Mod in; and addressed to Hignnra Muscoi it a, a 
singer, a favorite of tho author's. 


$ 24. Song. The passionate Shepherd to his 
J.ove. Marlow. 

Come, live with me, and be my love. 

Ami \\c will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, or hills and fields. 

And all the stoepy mountain yields. 

And vc will sit upon the rocks, 

Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks. 

By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing* madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 

And a thousand fragrant posies, u 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle . 

A gown made of the finest wool, 

Which from our pretty Iambs we pull ; 
Fair-lined slippers for the cold. 

With buckles of the purest gold : 

A belt of straw, and ivy buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs : 

And if these pleasures may thee move. 

Come, live with me,jand be my love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing, 

For thy delight, each May morning : 

If these delights thy mind may move, 

Then live with me, and be my Jove. 

J 25. Song . The Nymph's Reply to the Shep- 
herd. Sir W. Ra lei u h . 

If all the world and love were young, 

And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 

There pretty pleasures might ine move 
To Eve with thee, and be thy love. 

Time, drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold, 

And Philomel becometh dumb ; 

The rest complain of cares to come. 

The flow’rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck’ning yields; 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses. 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 

In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw, and ivy buds 
Thy coral clasps, and amber studs. * 

All these to me no means can movfcy 
To come to thee, and be thy love. # * 

Rut could youth last, and love still brood , 
Had joy no date, nor age no need ; ■* • 

Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
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. $ 26. Song. 

Boat, curious, thirsty fly, 

Drink with me, add drink as I : 

Freely welcome to my cup, 

Couldst thou sip, and sip it up : 

Make the most of life you may ; 

Lifo is short, and wears away. 

Both alike arc mine and thine, 

Hastening quick to their decline : 
Thine’s a summer, mine no more, 
Though repeated to threescore 5 
Threescore summers, when they’re gone. 
Will appear as short as one, 

$ 27. Song . 


1 Not yet is hope so wholly flown, 
j Not yet is thought so tedious grown, 

I But limpid streams and shady tree 
| Retain, as yet, some sweets for me. 

J A ,l( l sec, through yonder silent grove, 
! Hoe yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her footsteps l pursue. 
And hid your frantic joys adieu. 

! The sole confusion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's »»yos inspire : 

, I scorn the madness you approve, 

I And value reason next to love. 


I 


$ 29. Song. 


IFvn Neptune, when first he took charge of- . , . . , . " . 

1 n : Mv mind to me a kingdom is ; 


ie sea. 

Been as wise, or at least been as merry, as wc, 

I Ic’d h.jvc: thought better on ? t, and instead of] 
his brine [wine. 

VVouM have fiU’d the vaat ocean with geaeron. J 

Wha* trafficking then would liave been on the v j v thjg eta 
main, I . . - j j j 


Such perfect joy therein I find, 

As far exceeds all earthly bliss. 

That God or nature hath assign'd ■ 
Though much I want that most would liar 


for the sake of good liquor as well asfor gain ! 
No fear then of tempests, or danger of sinking ; 
The fishes ne'or drowu that are always a- 
drinking. 

The hot, thirsty sun, then would drive with 
more hasfe, 

Secure in the evening of such a repast j [nap 
And when he'd got tipsy would have taken his 
With double the pleasure in Thetis’s lap. 

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
wino, 

Consider how gloriously Phoebus would shine; 
What vast exhalations he’d draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted supply. 
How happy us mortals, when bless'd with such 
rain, 

To fill all our vessels, and fill them again ! 
Nay, even the beggar, that has ne’er a dishy 
Might jump into the river, and drink like a fish. 
What mirth and contentment on cv'ry one's 
brow, [plough ! 

Hob. as great as a prince, dancing lifter the 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Although they but sip, would eternally sing. 
The stars, who, I think, don’t to drinking in- 
cline, 

Would frisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine j 
And, merrily twinkling, would soon let us 
know 

That they were as happy as mortals below. 
Had this been the case, then what had we en- 
joy’d, 

’Our spirits still rising, our fancy ne'er cloy'd; 
A pox then oaVl cptune, when 't was in his pow'r, 
To slip, Ijjcb a fool, such a fortunate hour ! 

* $ 28. Song . Shenstone. 

Adieu, ye jovial youths, who join 
n plunge old Care in floods of wine ; 

And/es your dazzled eye-balls roll, 

Discern him struggling in the bowl ! 


1 seek 110 more than may sullicc : 

I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

Look j what I lark, my mind supplies. 
Lo ! thus 1 triumph like a king. 

Content with that my mind doth bring 
I see how plenty surlcils oft, 

And hasty climbers soonest fall ; 

I sec that such as sit aloft 
Mishap doth threaten most of all: 

These get with toil, and keep with fear : 
Such cares my mind could never bear. 

No princely pomp, nor wealthy store, 

No force to win a victory. 

No wily wit to salve a sore. 

No shape to win a lover's eye : 

To none, of these I yield as thrall. 

For why 1 my mind despiseth all. 

Some have too much, yet still they crave; 

1 little have, yet seek no more . 

They are but poor, though much they have 
And 1 am rich with little 9 torc : 

They poor, 1 rich ; they beg, I give ; 

They lock, I lend j they pine, C live. 

I laugh not at another’s loss, 

I grudge not at another’s gain ; 

No worldly wave my mind can toss, 

1 brook that is another's bane. 

I fear no foe, nor fawn no friend ; 

1 loathe not life, nor dread mine end. 

My wealth is health, and perfect ease : 

My conscience clear, my chief defence ; 
I never seek by bribes to please, 

Nor by desert to give offence : 

Thus do I live, thus will 1 die ; 

Would all did so, as well as I ! 

I take no joy in earthly bliss 3 
I weigh not Croesus' wealth a straw; 
For care, I know not what it is ; 

I fear not Fortune's fatal law. 

My mind is such as may not move . 

For beauty bright, or force of love. 
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1 with but what I’fow 
I wander not to see* formore j 
I like the plain, 1 climb no hill ; 

In greatest storms I sit on shore, 

And laugh at them that toil in vain 
To get what must be lost again. 

I kiss not where I wish to kill ; 

I feign not love where most f hate ; 

I break no sleep to win iny will j 
I wait not at the mighty’s gate j 
I scorn no poor, I fear no rich ; 

I feel no want, nor have too much. 

The court no part, l like ne loathe : 

Ivx tremeaare counted worst of all : 

The golden mean betwixt them both 
Doth surest sit, and fears no fall ; 

This is my choice ; for why ? I find , 

No wealth is like a quiet mind. 

$ 30. Song . Beiunqfjkld. 

To hug yourself in perfect ease, 

What would you wish for more than these 1 
A healthy, clean, paternal seat, 

Well shaded from the summer’s heat : 

A little parlour-stove, to hold 
A constant lire from winter’s cold, 

Where yon may sii and think, and sing, 

Far off from court, God bless the king : 

Safe from the harpies of the law, 

From party-rage, and great man’s paw j 
Have choice, few friends of your own taste; 

A wife agreeable and chaste ;< 

An open, but yet cautious mind. 

Where guilty cares no entrance find J 
Nor miser's fears, nor envy’s spite, 

To break the sabbath of the night : 

Plain equipage, and temp’rate meals, 

Few tailors’, and no doctors’ bills; 

Content to take, as Heaven shall please, 

A longer or a shorter tagfe* 

5 31. Song . The Character </p happy Life. 

Sir Henry Wotton. 
How happy is he bom and taught, 

That serveth not another’s will ; 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill ; 

Whose passions not his masters are, 

Whose soul it still prepar’d for death : 
Untied unto the world- by care 
Of public fame, or private breath ! 

Who envies none that chance doth raise, 

Nor vice hath ever understood; 

How deepest wounds axe giv’n by praise, 

Nor rules of state, but rules of good ! 

Who hath his life from rumors freed, 

Whose conscience is his strong retreat; 
Whose statecan neither flatterers feed, 

Nor rumglmke oppressors great ! 

Who Go4H#h and parly pray 

More of his grace than gifts to lend ; 


And entertains the harmless, dfjr. 

With a religious book or fr&tffl ! 

This man is freed from senate hands, 

Of hope to rise, or fear to fall : 

Lord of himself, though not of lands, 

And having nothing, yet hath all. 

I 

$ 32. Song . Dft. Daklton.* 

Nor on beds of fading flow’re, 

Shedding soon their gaudy pride, 

Nor with swains in siren bow'rs, 

Will true pleasure long reside. 

On awful virtue’s hill subflmc 
Enthron’d sits th’ immortal fair : 

Who wins her height must patient climb; 

The steps are peril, toil,.aud cure. 

So ftofetoty* first did Jove ordain 
Etenri&t&ss ^fj&nsieot'pain. 

$ 33. Song, A Moral Thought . 

■- DR. IIawkkswokth. 
THROUQlt grofves sequester’d, dark, and still. 
Low voliMgApdttuoBsy colls among, 

In silentjp^prm careless rill 
With t&flguid murmurs steals along. 

A while ijtplaya witfcjcfrcling sweep. 

And lingering le^Uf its native plain ; 

Then pomu t^etuous down the steep. 

And mh^ca.withthe boundless main. 

O let my yedriithue devious glide 
Through silent. scenes obscurely calm; 

Nor wealth nor strife pollute the tide, 

Nor honor’s sanguinary palm. 

When labor tires, and pleasure palls, 

Still let the stream untroubled be, 

As dpwn the steep of age it falls, 

And mingles with eternity. 

: P L1& 

^34, Song. The Blind Boy. 

. , Colley Cibber. f 

0 say what is that thing call'd light, 

Which I must ne’er enjoy 1 

What are the blessings of die sight ? 

O tell ypur poor bSjjd boy! 

You talk of wondrot^ fttngt you see, 

You say the sun (hints bright ; 

1 feel him warm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night 1 

My day dr night myself I make, 

Whene’er 1 sleep or play ; 

And could I ever keep awake, 

With me ’twere always day. 

With heavy sighs I often bear 
■You mourn my hafjiess woe ; V 
But sure with patience ! can bearV 
A loss I ne’er cAn know. 

* Tn the Manque of Cornua. It seems to be imita- 
ted from a pOMsago in the 17th book of Tasso's Jeru- 
salem. 

t Written for, and set by, the late celebrated Mr. 
Stanley, organist of Si. Andrew, llolborn. 
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Then let not what I cannot have 
My cheer of mind destroy : 

Whilst thus I fling, I am a king, 

Although a poor blind boy. 

$ 35 . Song. Robert Dodsley.* 

How happy a state does the miller possess, 
Who would he. no greater, nor fears to be less ! 
On hia mill and himself lie depends for support, 
Which is better than servilely cringing at court. 
What though he all dusty and whiten'd does go, 
The more lie's bc-powdcr’d, the more like a 
beau : 

A clown in his dress may be honcster f;ir 
Than a courtier who struts in his garter and star. 
Though his hands are so daub’d they're not lit 
to be seen, 

The liejids of his betters are not very clean : 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 

Gold, in handling, will stick to the fingers 
like meal. 

What if, wheA a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
lie cribs without scruple from other men's 
sacks j 

In this of rigiit noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 

Or should he endeavor to heap an estate, 

Jn this he would mimic the tools of the state j 
Whose aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

As all his concern’s to bring griBt to his mill. 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when 
* he's dry, [lie j 

And down, when he’s weary, contented does 
Then rises up cheerful to work and to sing : 

If so happy a miller, then who’d be a king ? 

§ 3<». Song. The Old Man's Wish. Dr. Pope. 
If I live to grow old, for I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate — In a country town 
May I have a warm house, with a stone at the 
gate, 

And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate ! 
May I govern my passion with an absolute 
sway, 

And grow wiser and better as my strength 
wears away, 

Without gout or *tqae> by a gentle decay ! 

Near a shady grove, and a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at distance, whereon I may look 3 
With a spacious plain, without hedge or stile, 
And an easy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 

With Horace, and Petrarch, and two or three 
more 

Df the best wits that reign’d in the ages before 5 
With roast mutton, rather than ven'son or teal, 
And cleap, Brough coarse^inen at ev’ry meal. 
May I gpvern, dec. 

With si pudding on Sundays, with stout hum- 
ming* liquor, 

Vuftemnants of Latin to welcome the vicar 3 
Ia*the entertainment of the Miller of Mansfield. 


With Monte Fiaseone, or Burgundy wine, 

To drink the king’s health as oft as I dine. 

May I govern, &c. 

With a courage undaunted may I face my last 
day j 

And, when lam dead, may the better sort say. 
In the morning when sober, in the evening 
when mellow, 

He's gone, and [has] left not behind him his 
fellow : 

For he govern’d his passion with an absolute 
sway, [away. 

And grew wiser and better as his strength wore 
Without gout or stone, by a gentle decay. 

$ 37. Song. Time's Alteration. 

When this old cap was new, 

'Tis since two hundred year. 

No malice then we knew, 

But all things plenty were; 

All friendship now decays, 

(Believe me this is true,) 

Which was not in those days 
When this old cap was new. 

The nobles of our land 
Were much delighted then 
To have at their command 
A crew of lusty men, 

Which by their coats were known 
Of tawny, red, or blue, 

With crests on their sleeves shown. 
When this old cap was new. 

Now pride hath banish'd all, 

Unto our land's reproach, 

When he whose means art *mall 
Maintains both horse and coach 5 
Instead of a hundred men, 

The coach allows but two; 

This was not thought on then, 

When this old cap was new. 

Good hospitality 
Was cherish’d then of many ; 

Now poor men starve and die, 

And arc not help’d by any : 

For charity waxeth cold, 

And love is found in few; 

This was not in time of old, 

When this old cap was new. 

Where'er you travell’d then, 

You might meet on the -way 
Brave knights and gentlemen? 

Clad in their country, gray, 

That courteous would appear, 

And kindly welcome yon : 

No puritans then were; 

When this old cap was new. 

Our ladies, in those days, 

In civil habit went 3 
Broad-cloth was then worth pn&st, 

And gave the best content : 
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French fashions then were ecom'd, 

Fond fangles, then, none knew, 

Then modesty women adorn'd, 

When this old cap was new. 

A man might then behold 
At Christmas, in each hall, 

Good fires to curb the cold, 

And meat for great and small : 

The neighbors were friendly bidden, 

And all had welcome true, 

The poor from the gates were not chidden , 
When this old cap was new. 

Black jacks to ev’ry man 
Were fill'd with wine and beer, 

No pewter pot, nor can, 

In those days did appear : 

Good cheer in a nobleman's house 
Was counted a seemly show 
We wanted no brawn or souse, 

When this old cap was new. 

We took not such delight 
In cups of silver fine : 

None under degree of a knight 
In plate drank beer or wine : 

Now each mechanical man 
Hath a cupboard of plate for a shew, 
Which was a rare thing then 
When this old cap was new. 

Then brib'iy was unborn, 

No simony men did use ; 

Christians did usury scorn, 

Devis'd among the Jews : 

The lawyers to be fcc’d 
At that time hardly knew, 

For man with man agreed, 

When this old cap was new. 

No captain then carous'd, 

Nor spent poor soldiers’ pay ; 

They were not so abus'd 
As they are at this day : 

Of seven days they make eight, 

To keep them from their due j 
Poor soldiers had their right 
When this old cap was new ; 

Which made them forward still 
To go, although not press’d ; 

And going with good-will, 

Their fortunes were the best. 

Our English then in fight 
Did foreign foes subdue, 

And forc’d thenrL all to flight, 

When this old cap was new. 

God save our gracious king, 

And send him long to live l 
Lord, mischief on them bring 
That will not their alms give ; 

But seek to rob the poor 
Of that which is their due : 
This^wfiPnot in time of yore, 

When:this old cap was new. 


$38. Song. The Vicar of Bray* 

In good king Charles's golden days, 

When loyalty no harm meant, 

A zealous high-churchman I was, 

And so 1 got preferment : 

To teach my flock I never miss'd, 

Kings are by God appointed, 

And damn’d arc those that do resist 
Or touch the Lord's Anointed. 

And this is law 1 will maintain 
Until my dying day, sir — 

That whatsoever king shall reign, 

I’ll be the vicar of Bray, sir. 

When royal James obtain'd the crown, 
And popery came in fashion, 

The penal laws I hooted down, 

And read the Declaration : 

The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my constitution ; 

And had become a Jesuit, 

But for the Revolution. 

And this is law, &c. 

When William was our king declar'd, 

To ease the nation's grievance; 

With this now wind about I steer’d. 

And swore to him allegiance : 

Old principles I did revoke, * 

Set conscience at a distance; 

Passive obedience was a joke, 

A jest was non-resistance. 

And this is law, &c. 

When gracious Anne became our queen. 
The church of England’s glory, 

Another face of things was seen. 

And I became a tory : 

Occasional conformists base, 

I damn'd their moderation ; 

And thought the church in danger was 
By such prevarication. 

And this is law, &c. 

When George in pudding time came o'er, 
And mod'rate men look'd big, Bir ! 

I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more, 

And so became a whig, sir : 

And thus preferment I procur’d 
From our new faith’s defender; 

And almost ev’ry day abjur’d 
The pope and the pretender. 

And this is law, &c. 

Th’ illustrious house of Hanover, 

And protestant succession ; 

To these I do allegiance swear— 

While they can keep possession : 

For in my faith and loyalty y 
I never more will filter, \ . 

And George my lawful king shall be— 1 
Until the times do alter. • 

And this is law I will maintain 
Until my dying day, sir — 

That whatsoever king shall reign, / 
I’ll be the vicar of Bray, sir. 
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$ 39. Song. Tht Storm. G. A. Stevens. 
Ckask, rude Boreas, blustering railer; 

List, ye landsmen, all to me ! 

Messmates, hear a brother sailor 
Sing the dangers of the sea j 
I’rorn bounding billows fitst in-motion, 

When the distant whirlwinds rise, 

To the tempest troubled ocean, 

Where the seas contend with skies ! 

Hark ! the boatswain hoarsely bawling, 

‘‘ By topsail-shoots and haulyards stand ! 
Down top-gallants quick he hauling, 

Down your stay -sails, baud, boys, hand ! 

Now it freshens, set the braces, 

The topsail sheets now let go ; 

Lull; boys, luff! don't make wry faces, 

Up your topsails nimbly clew.” 

Now all you on down beds sporting, j 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms j 
Fresh enjoyments wanton courting, 

Sale from gll but love’s alarms j 
Round us roars the tempest louder, 

Think what fear our minds enthrals j 
1 l.ird ;r yet. it yet blows harder, 

Now again the boatswain calls ! 

'■ The lop-sail yards point to the wind, boys, 
See nil clear to reef each course ; 

Let the fore-sficet go, don't nUtid, boys, 
Though the weather should be worse. 

Fore and aft the sprit-bail yard get, 

Itccf the mizzen, sec .all clear ; 

Hi lids up, each prcventure-brace set, 

Alan the fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer !'* 

Now the dreadful thunder’s roaring, 

Peal on peal contending clash, 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue lightnings Hash ; 

One wide water all around ltd * 

All above us one black sky } 

Different deaths at once surround us : 

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 

“ The foremast’s gone !” cries ev’ry tongue out, 
” O’er the lcc, twelve feet ’bo* ? deck ; 

A leak beneath the chest-tree's sprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, 
f iuick the lanyards cut to pieces ; 

Conic, my hearts, be stout and bold ; 

Plumb tlic well — the leak increases, 

Four feet water in the hold. 7 ’ 

Wlnle o’er the ship wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn ; 

Alas ! from thence there's no retreating ! 

Alas ! to them there's no return ! 

Still the leak is gaining on us ! 

Both chain-pumps are chok’d below : 
lleavep Ir.veAnercy here upon us ! 

•For only that can save us now. 

“ O’er the lee-beam is the land, boys, 

— Let the guns o’erboard be thrown ; 

To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys, 

Bee ! our mizzen-mast is gone ! 

Vol. vi. Nos. 95 & 96. 


The leak we’ve found, it cannot pour fast, 
We’ve lighten'd her a foot or more j 
Up, and rig a jury foremast ; 

She rights, she rights, boys, we’re off shore ! 
Now oner more on joys we're thinking. 

Since kind Heaven has sav'd our lives ! 
Come, the can, hoys ! let’s be drinking 
To our sweethearts and our wives 5 
Fill it up, about ship wheel it. 

Close to our lips a brimmer join : 

Where’s the tempest now ! who feels it 1 
None — the danger's drown'd in wine. 

§ 40. Song. Neptune's raging l ury ; o the 
gallant Seaman's Sufferings. 

You gentlemen of England 
That live at home at case. 

Ah, little do you think upon 
The dangers of the seas 5 
Give ear unto the mariners, 

And they will plainly show 
All the cares, and the fears, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

All you that will l>e seamen, 

Must hear a valiant heart, 

For when you come upon the seas 
You must not think to start 5 
Nor once to be faint-hearted, 

In hail, rain, blow, or snow. 

Nor to think for to shrink 
When the stormy winds do blow. 

The bitter storms and tempests 
Poor seamen do endure. 

Both day and night, with many a fright, 

Wc seldom rest secure ; 

Our sleep it is disturbed 
With visions strange to know, 

And with dreams on the streams. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

In claps of roaring thunder. 

Which darkness doth enforce, 

We often find our ship to stray 
Beyond her wonted course : 

Which causclh great distractions, 

And sinks our hearts full low 5 
*Tis in vain to complain. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 
Sometimes in Neptune's bosom 
Our ship is toss’d in waves, 

And ev’ry man expecting 
The sea to be their graves ! 

Then up aloft she mounteth, 

And down again so low, 

'Tis with waves, O with waves, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

Then down again wc fall to pray'r. 

With all our might and thought, 

When refuge all doth fail us, 

Tis that must bear us out ; 

To God we call for succor, 

For he it is, wc know, 

That must aid us, and save us. 

When the stormy winds do blow, 
u 
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The lawyer and the usurer. 

That sit in gowns of fur, 

In closets warm, can take no harm, 

Abroad they need not stir ; 

When winter iicrco with cold doth pierce, 
And licats with hail and snow, 

We are sure to endure, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

We bring home costly merchandise, 

And jewels of great price, 

To serve our English gallantry, 

With many a rare device ; 

To please our English gallantry, 

Our pains we freely show, 

For we toil and wc moil, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

We sometimes sail to th ; Indies, 

To fetch home spices rare ; 

Sometimes again, to France and Spain, 
For wines beyond compare $ 

Whilst gallants arc carousing, 

In taverns on a row. 

Then wc sweep o’er the deep, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

When tempests are blown over, 

And greatest tears are past, 

In weather fair, and tcinp'rate air, 

We straight lie down to rest ; 

But when the billows tumble. 

And waves do furious grow, 

Then we rouse, up wo rouse, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

If enemies oppose us, 

When England is at war 
With any foreign nations, 

We fear not wound nor scar 5 
Our roaring guns shall teach 'em 
Our valor for to know, 

Whilst they reel, in the keel, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

We are no cowardly shrinkers, 

But true Englishmen bred 5 
We’ll ply our parts, like valiant hearts, 
And never fly for dread ; 

We’ll play our business nimbly 
Whene’er we come or go. 

With our mates, to the Straits, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

Then courage, all brave mariners, 

And never be dismay’d, 

Whilst wc have bold adventurers 
We ne’er shall want a trade ; 

Our merchants will employ us, 

To fetch them wealth, I know 5 
Then be bold, work for gold. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

When we return in safety, 

With wages for our pains. 

The tapster and the vintner 
Will help to share our gains : 

We call for liquor roundly. 

And pay before we go : 


Then we’ll roar on the shore, 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

$ 41 . Hong. Goldsmith. 

The wretch condemn’d with life to part 
Still, still on hope relies 5 
And ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper’s light, 

Adorns and cheers the way } 

And still, ns darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 

$ 42 . Song. Goldsmith. 

O memory ! thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vajn, 

To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning .all the past to pain : 

Thou, like the world, th' oppress’d oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch’s woe 1 
And lie who wants each other blessing. 

In thee must ever find a foe. 

$ 43 . Song. . 

Gently touch the warbling lyre, 

Cliloe seems inclin’d to rest ; 

Fill her soul with fond desire, 

Softest notes will soothe her broast : 

Pleasing dreams assist in love : 

Let them all propitious prove. 

On the mossy ^nk she lies, 

(Nature’s verdant velvet bed,) 

Beauteous flowers meet her eyes. 

Forming pillows for her head $ 

Zephyrs waft their odors round, 

And indulging whispers sound. 

$ 44 . The same parodied L 
Gently stir and blow the fire, 

Lay the mutton down to roast, 

DresB it quickly, I desire, 

In the dripping put a toast, 

That I hunger may remove j 
Mutton is the meat I love. 

On the dresser sec it lie, 

O ! the charming white and red ! 

Finer meat ne’er met my eye. 

On the sweetest grass it fed : 

Let the jack go swiftly round, 

Let me have it nicely brown’d. 

On the table spread the cloth, 

Let the knives be sharp and clean : 

Pickles get, and salad both, 

Let them each be fresh and green : 

With small beer, good ale and wine, 

O ye Gods ! how I shall dine ! 

$ 45 .* Song. Sha.isteari. 

Under the green-wood tree. 

Who loves to lie with me, • 

And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet binl’s throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither 5 • 

Here shall he see 

No enemy, « 

But winter and rough weather. ' ; 
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Who doth ambition shun, 

And loves to lie i' th’ sun, 

Seeking the food he cats, 

And pleas’d with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, cozne hither j 
Here shall he see 

• No enemy, 

But winter and rough weather. 

$ 46. Song. Garrick. 

Thou soil (lowing Avon, by thy silver stream 
Of things more than mortal sweet Shakspearc 
would dream. 

The fairies by moon-light dance round his 
green bed, [head. 

For hallow’d the turf is which pillow’d his 
The love-stricken maiden, the soft-sighing 
swain, [pain: 

Here rove without danger, and sigh without 
The sweet bud of beauty no blight shall here 
dread, 

For hallow’d the turf is which pillow’d his head. 

Here youth shall be fam’d for their love and 
their truth, 

And cheerful old age feel the spirit of youth; 
For the raptures of fancy hern poets shall trend. 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillow’d his head. 
Flow on, silvei* Avon, in song ever flow ! 

Be the swans on thy borders still whiter than 
snow ! 

Ever full be thy stream, like his fame may it 
• spread! * [head. 

And the turf ever hallow’d which pillow’d his 

$ 47. Song. The Fairies. 

Come follow, follow me, 

Yc fairy elves that lie, 

Light tripping o’er the green ; 

Come, follow Mali, your queen j 
Hand in baud we'll dance around, 

For this place is fairy ground. 

When mortals are at rest, 

And snoring in their nest ; 

Unheard and unespied . 

Through key-holes we do glide ; 
Overawes, stools, and shelves, 

We trip it with our fairy elves. 

And if the house beToul 
With platter, dish, or bowl, 

Up stairs we nimbly creep, 

And fmG. the sluts asleep ; 

Then we pinch their arms and thighs ; 
None us hears, and none us spies. 

But if thl house be swept, 

And from uncleanness kept, 

We praise the household maid, 
Anddhly she is paid : 
a Every Tfight before we go, 

■*We drop a tester in her shoe, 
p. Then o’er a mushroom’s head 
Our table-cloth we spread ; 

* A grain of rye or wheat, 

The diet that we eat ; 


Pearly drops of dew we drink, 

In acorn cups fill'd to the brink. 

The brains of nightingales. 

With unctuous lat of snails, 

Between two cockles stew’d. 

Is meat that ’s easily chew’d; 

Tails of worms, and marrow of mice, 

Do make a dish that 's wondrous nice ! 
The grasshopper, gnat, and fly, 

Serve for our mi nst re hy j 
Grace said, we dance a while, 

And so the time beguile : 

And if the moon doth hide her head, 

The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 
O'er tops of dewy grass 
So nimbly we do pass, 

The young and tender stalk 
Ne’er bends where we do walk; 

Yet in the morning may be seen 
Where we the night before have been. 

$48. Song. The Thief and Cordelier. Prior. 

Who has e’er been at Paris must needs know 
the OWve, 

The fatal retreat of th* unfortunate brave; 
Where honor and justice most oddly contribute 
To ease heroes’ pains by a halter and gibbet. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
There death breaks the shackles which force 
had put on, [had begun : 

And the hangman completes what the judge 
There the squire of the pad, and the knight of 
the post, 

Find their pains no more balk’d, and their 
hopes no mqre cross’d. 

Derry down, &c. 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets 
are known ; 

And the king, and the law, and the thief, has 
his own ; [thou oil 7 

But my hearers cry out, “ What a deuce dost 
Put off thy reflections, and give us thy tale.” 
Derry down, &c. 

’Twas there then, in civil respect to harsh laws, 
And for want of false witness to back a bad 
cause, 

A Norman, though late, was obliged to appear ; 
And who to assist but a grave Cordelier ! 
j Derry down, &c. 

The squire, whose good, grace was to open the 
scene, [begin ; 

Seem’d not in great haste that the show should 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart, 
And often took leave, but was loath to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 

“ What frightens you thus, my good son 7” 
says the priest ; [fess’d.” 

u You murder’d, arc sorry, and have been con- 
“ O father ! my sorrow will s»carce save iny ba- 
con; [taken. ’’ 

For ’twos not that I murder’d, but that 1 was 
Derry down, &c. 
u 2 
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“ Pooh ! pry’thee, ne’er trouble thy head with I At midnight with streamers flying, 
such fancies; Our triumphant navy rode; 


Krly on the aid you shall have from St. Francis : 

If the money you promised be brought to the 
chest, 

You have only to die ; let the church do the rest. 

Derry down, Ate. 

u And what will folks say if they see you afraid ? 

It reflects upon me, ns 1 knew not my trade : 

Courage , friend ! to-day is your period of sorrow : 

And thingH will go belter, believe me, to-mor- 
row.” 

Derry down, dec. 

I{ To-morrow V 9 our hero replied in a fright j 

“ lie that ’s hang’d before noon ought to think 
of to-night.” 

“ Tell your beads,” says the priest, “ and be 
fairly truss'd up ; 

For you surely to-night shall in Paradise sup.” 

Derry down, Alc. 

“ Alas 1” quoth the squire, u howe'er sumptu- 
ous the treat, 

Parhlcu ! I shall have little stomach to eat : 

I should therefore esteem it great lavor and 

grace, 

Would you be so kind as to go in my place.” 

Derry down, &c. 

“ That I would,” quoth the father, •* and thank 
you to boot ; 

Hut our actions, you know, with our duty 
must suit : 

The feast I proposed to you I cannot taste j 

For this night, by our order, is mark’d for a 
fast.” 

Derry down, &c. 

Then, turning about to the hangman, he said : 

u Despatch me, I pray thee, this troublesome 
blade ; 

For thy cord and my <Sord both equally tie ; 

And we live by the gold for which other men 
die.” 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 

$ 49. Song. Admiral Hosier' $ Ghost. 

' Gr.ovv.ii. 

I I was writ ton by the ingenious author of Luonid.-n, 
on tlio taking of Porto Hollo from l ho SpuiunnN by 
Admiral Vernon, Nov.Sfchl, 17:W. — The oa~o of J lo- 
ner, which is here so pathetic. -illy represented, was 
briefly this: In April, lTdfi, that commander was 
sent with a strong fleet to tlio We-t Indies, to block 
up the galleons in the ports of thnt country ; or, 
should they prequne to nnne out, to seize mid carry 
them to Knglnnd: he accordingly urrived ut the 
Knsliinoiitos, near Porto- Bello, but, being restricted 
by his orders from obeying the dictates of his cour- 
age, lay muctive on that station until ho became 
the jest of l ho Spaniards : ho afterwards removed 
. . .7 1 rt hagomi , and cont inued cruising in those sen s 
till the far greater part of his men perished deplora- 
bly by thh' diseases of that unhealthy climate. — 
This brave- man, seeing his best officers and men 
thus daily swept away, his ships exposed to inevi- 
table destruction, and hiinsolf made the sport of tho 
enemy, is said to have died of a broken heart. 

As near Porto-Bdlo lying 
On the gently-swelling flood. 


There, while Vernon site all-glorious 
From the Spaniards* late defeat, 

And hia crews, with shouts victorious. 

Drunk success to England's fleet; 

On a sudden, shrilly sounding, 

Hideous yells and shrieks were heard : 
Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A sail troop of ghosts appear'd ; 

All in dreary hammocks shrouded, 

Which fur winding-sheets they wore. 

And, with looks by sorrow clouded, 

Frowning on that hostile shore. 

On them gleam’d the moon’s wan lustre ; 

When the shade of Hosier brave 
His pale bands wore seen to muster. 

Rising from their wat *ry grave ; 

O’er the. glimmering wave he hied him, 
Where the Rurfurd rear’d her sail. 

With three thousand ghosts beside him, 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 

11 Heed, O heed, our fatal story ! 

I am Hosier’s injur’d ghost; 

You, who now have purchas’d glory 
At this place where I was lost : 

Though in Torto-Hcllo's ruin 

You now triumph free from fears; 

When you think of my undoing. 

You will mix your joys with tears. 

11 See these mournful *spectres sweeping 
Ghastly o'er this hated wave, 

Whose wan cheeks are stain’d with weeping; 

These, were English captains brave. 

Mark thoso numbers, pale and horrid, 

Who were once my sailors bold ; 

I.o ! each hangs his drooping forehead, 

While Iiis dismal tale is told. 

u I, by twenty sail attended, 

Dul the Spanish town affright ; 

Nothing then its w ealth defended, 

Rut iny orders not to fight. 

O ! that in this rolling ocean 
1 had cast them with disdain ; 

And obey’d my heart’s warm :.».cion 
To have quell'd the pride of Spain ! 

“ For resistance I could fear none, 

Rut with twenty ships had done 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 

Hast achiev'd with six alone. 

Then the Rastimentos never 
Had our foul dishonor seen, 

Nor the sea the sad receive* 

Of this gallant train had Lien. 

“ Thus like thee, proud Spain dismaying, 

And her gallcoiiB leading ho. -•». 

Though, condem’d for disobeying, 

I had met a traitor’s doom : 

To have fallen, my country crying,* 

* He has play'd an English part,’ 

Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev’d and broken heart. 
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I Unrepining at thy glory, 

Thy successful arms wo hail j 

But remember our sad story, 

And let Hosier's wrongs prevail. 

Sent in this foul clime to languish, 

Think what thousands fell in vain, 

Wasted with disease and anguish, 

Not in glorious battle slain. 

II Hence, with all my train attending 
Front their oozy tombs below, 

Through the hoary foam ascending, 

Here I feel my constant woe : 

Here, the Bastimentos viewing, 

We recall our shameful doom, 

And. our plaintive cries renewing, 

Wander through the midnight gloom. 

li O'er the waves, for ever mourning, 

ShaH we roam depriv’d of rest, 

If, to Britain's shores returning, 

You neglect my just request : 

After this pioud foe subduing, 

When you? patriot friends you see, 

Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England — sham'd in me.’’ 

§ 50. Song. The Sea Fight in xcii * 

Thursday in the morn, the ides of May, 
Uncorded for ever the famous ninety-t wo, 
Brave Russel did discern, by dawn of il.iy, 
The lofty sails of France advancing now ; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let English valor sliinc, 
Let fly a eulverin, the signal for the line ; 

Let every hand supply his gun ; 

Follow ine, 

And you'll see 

That the battle will be soon begun. 
Toumlle on the main triumphant roll’d, 

To meet the gallant Kussel in combat on 
the deep; 

He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To sink the English admiral and his fleet. 

S Now every valiant mind to victory doth aspire, 
The bloody light’s begun, the ^ea itself on lire : 

* The groat naval victory intended to bo celebrated 
by this . '»t_yld soil!? wiia ileternnm ri,n flora iim- 
liiiig m*l iuii nl" sovt'Val d:iy«, off rap* La I fugue, mi 
tli<> ruiivtol'Nimii.iiidy, • lit* aid of May, ItMfci, hi iii\or 

oft bo Kiiglnli 1 1 Ii r»tfb**ed tl'fl-c, Cuiisi'.t mg 

of 99 sail of the lino, uu<yr the command of Admiral 
Russel, afterwards Earl of Orford, mcr a French 
i(|u:i(lron of ahoul half thal number, coiiiiiianded by 
t Jm t'b. ...lier 'IV^ville, wlmso ship l.e Sulvil Royal 
carried upwards of a liumlred rums, and was esteem- 
ed the linest \iw-il in Europe. This last fleet was 
fitted out for the purpose of restoring King James tlio 
Second to his dominion?-: and that prince, together 
with llin Duke of l/rwick, and several great officers 
both of his own rofirt and of the court of France, and 
cion Tourvillo biAisclf, beheld the final destruction 
of tin; French nWips from nn oininenco on tbo shore. 

cc^jJF that Russel lind engaged to favor the 
scheme of lus old master's restoration, on condition 
that the French took caro to avoid him j hut Tour 
ville’s impetuosity and rashness rondereil the whole 
almrtive: and tlio distressed and ill-fated 
monarch retired in n fit. of despondency, to mourn his 
niis/Virtuues, and recover his fieuco of mind, amid the 
solitary gloom of Lu Truppc. 


And mighty Fate stood looking on ; 

Whilst a flood, 

All of blood, 

Fill’d the scuppers of the Royal Sun ! 
Sulphur, smoke, and fire, disturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gal- 
lic shore ; 

Their regulated bands stood trembling near, 
’ll) see the lofty streamers now no more. 

At six o’clock the. Red the smiling victors led, 
To give a second blow, the fatal overthrow' ; 
Now death and horror equal reign; 

Now they cry, 

Run or die, 

British colors ride the vanquish’d main ! 
See, they fly amaz’d o’er rocks and sands ! 
One danger they grasp al to shun the great- 
er fate ; 

In vain they cry lor aid to weeping lands; 

'Flic m niplis and sea-gods mourn their lost 
estate ! 

For evermore adieu, thou Royal dazzling .Sun. 
From thy untimely end thy master’s Hite begun : 
Enough, thou mighty goil ofw'ar ! 

Now we sing, 

Ble-w the king, 

IiCt us drink to e\cry English tar. 

§51. Song. The Millers 1 Vedding. ( 1 a u k i i k . 
Leave, neighbors, your work, and to sport 
and to play j 

Let tlie tabor Htrikc up, and the village be. gay : 
No day fhrough the year shall more, cheerful 
be men ; 

For Ralph of the Mill marries .Sue of the Green. 

CHORUS. 

I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 

And while the wind blows, 

Ami while the mill goes, 

Who’ll lie so happy, so happy as we 7 
Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a 
bride, 

Be married to-day, and to-morrow be rloy’d : 
My body iH stout, and my heart is as sound ; 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 
ground. 

Chorus. I love Sue, &c. 

Let ladies of fashion the best jointures wed, 
And prudently take the licst bidders to bed : 
Such signing and sealing's no part of our bliss ; 
Wc settle our hearts, and we seal with a kiss. 

Chorus. I love Sue, &c. 

Though Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your 
beaux, [clothes, 

Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your line 
In nothing lie'll follow the folks of high life, 
Nor e'er turn his hack on his friend or his wife. 

Chorus. J love Sue, &c. 

While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but 
lies still, 

Our joys shall continue and ever be new, 

And none be so happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
Chorus. I love Sue, &C. 
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{52. Song in Harlequin's Invasion. Garrick. 

To arms ! yc brave mortals, to arms : 

The road to renown lies before ye ! 

The name of King Shakspeare has charms 
To rouse you to actions of glory. 

Away ! ye brave mortals, away ! 

'Tie Nature calls on you to save her ; 

What man but would Nature obey, 

And fight for her Shakspearo for ever ! 

$ 53. Song in the same. Garrick. 
Thrice happy tho nation that Shakspeare has 
charm’d ! 

Moro happy the bosoms his genius has warm’d ! 
Ye children of nature, of fashion, and whim, 
lie painted you all, all join to praise him. 
Chorus . Come away ! come away ! 

His genius calls — you must obey. 

From highest to lowest, from old to the young, 
All states and conditions by him have been sung) 
All passions and humors were rais’d by his pen 5 
He could soar with the eagle, and sink with 
the wren. 

Chorus. Come away, &c. 

To praise him ye Fairies and Genii repair, 
lie knew where yc haunted, in earth or in air : 
No phantom so subtile could glide from his view, 
The wings of his fancy were swifter than you. 
Chorus. Come away ! come away ! 

His genius culls — you must obey. 

§ 54. Song in the Country Girl . Garrick. 
Teli. not me of the roses and lilies 
Which tinge the fair cheek of your Phyllis ; 
Tell not me of the dimples and eyes 
For which silly Corydon dies ; 

Let all whining lovers go hang ; 

My heart would you hit, 

Tip your arrow with wit, 

And it comes to my heart with a twang, twang, 
And it comes to my heart with a twang. 

I am rock to the handsome and pretty, 

Can only be touch’d by the witty j 
And beauty will ogle in vain ; 

The way to iny heart’s through my brain. 
Let all whining lovers go hang : 

Wo wits, you must know, 

Have two strings to our bow, 

To return them their darts with a twang, twang, 
To return them their darts with a twang. 

$ 55. Air in Cymon. Garrick. 

You gave me last week a young linnet, 

Shut up in a fine golden cage ; 

Yet how sad the poor thing was within it, 

O how it did flutter and rage ! 

Then he mop'd and he pin’d, 

That his wings were confin’d, 

Till 1 open’d the door of his den : 

Then so merry was lie ; 

And, because he was free, 

He came to his cage back again. 


[bcox ti. 

$ 50. The Friar qf Orders Gray. 

“ Dispersed through Shakspeare ’s plavs are innumer- 
able lit tin fragments of ancient ballads, the entire 
copies of which could not be recovered. Many of 
these being of the most beautiful and pathetic sim- 
plicity, tlm Editor was tempted to select some of 
them, and with a fnw supplemental stanzas to con- 
nect them together, ami form them into a little tale. 
One small frugment was taken from Beaumont and 
Fletcher.” 

It was a friar of orders gray 
Walk'd forth to tell his beads; 

And he met with a lady fair, 

Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 

11 Now Christ thee save, thou reverend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me, 

If ever at yon holy shrine, 

My true-love thou didst see 7” 

(i And how should I know your true-love 
From many another one 7” — 

“ O. by his cockle hat and staff. 

And by his sandal Bhoon : 

“ But chiefly by his face and mfcn. 

That were so fair to view; 

His flaxen locks, that sweetly curl’d. 

And cyno of lovely blue.” 

“ O lady, he is dead and gone ! 

Lady, he’s dead and gone ! 

And at his head a green-grass turf. 

And at his heels a stone. 

“ Within these holy cloisters long 
lie languish’d, and he died, 

Lamenting of a lady V love, 

And ’plaining of her pride. 

u Here bore him, barc-faccd on his bier. 

Six proper youths and tall ; 

And many a tear bedew’d his grave 
Within yon kirk -yard wall.” 

u And art thou dead ! thou gentle youth 7 
A nd art thou dead and gone 7 
And didst thou die lor love of me 7 
Break, cruel heart of stone !” 

u O weep not, lady, weep not so ! 

Some ghostly comfort seek : 

Let not vain sorrow rive thy heart, 

Nor tears bedew thy check.?/* ■ 

11 O do not, /o npt, holy friar, 

My sorrow now rcpiovc ; 

For I have lost the sweetest youth 
That e’er won lady’s lov». 

u And now, alas ! for thy sad *bss, 

I'll ever weep and sigh ; 

For thee I only wish’d to liv&. 

For theo 1 wish to die.” 

H 

“ Weep no more, lady, weep no more ; 

Thy sorrow is in vain : 1 

For violets pluck’d, the swceld* * 

Will ne’er make grow again. 

tl Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 

Why then should sorrow last? 

Since grief but aggravates thy loss. 

Grieve not for what is past.” 
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“ O say not so, thou holy friar ! 

I pray thee, say not so ! 

For since my true-love died for me, 

7 Tis meet my tears should flow. 

“ And will he never come again 7 
Will he ne’er come again 7 
Ah, no ! he is dead, and laid in his grave, 

For ever to remain. 

“ His cheek was redder than the rose 3 
The coincliest youth was he. 

But he is dead, and laid in his grave, 

Alas ! and woe is me !” 

“ Sigh no more, lady, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever j 
One foot on sea, and one on land, 

To one thing constant never. 

“ Hadst thou been fond, he had been false, 
And* left thee sad and heavy j 
For young men ever were fickle found, 

Since summer trees were leafy.'’ 

" Now say not so, thou holy friar, 

1 pray thee, say not so ! 

My love he had the truest heart 3 
O he was ever truej^ 

" And art thou dead, thou much-lov’d youth 7 
And didst thou die for me 7 * 

Then farewell, home ! for evermore 
A pilgrim I will be. 

“ But first upon my true-love’s grave 
My weary limbs I’ll lay ; 

And.thrjce I’ll kiss the -green-grass turf 
That wraps his breathless clay.” 

4t Yet stay, fair lady, stay awhile 
Beneath this cloister wall : 

Sec, through the hawthorn blows the wind, 
And drizzly rain doth fall.” 

" O stay me not, thou holy friar, 

O stay me not, I pray ! 

No drizzly rain that falls on me 
Can wash my fault away.” 

V 7 Yet Stay, fair lady, turn again, 

* * And dry those pearly lean' ; 

FoV^ee, beneath this gown of gray, 

Thy^oc”." tj-ue-lovc appears ! 
u Here, forced by grief and hopcjlcss love, 
These holy weeds I scy^ght l 
A nd here, amidst thcsftftonely walls, 

To end my days ^thought 3 
“ But haply, fo; jmy year of grace 
Is not yet pal’d away, 

Might I still hoje to win thy love, 

No longer wouVl I stay.” 

Now farewell /rief, and welcome joy 
Once more olTto my heart 3 
For since I’wyfbund thee, lovely youth, 
dft ws e ffiora will part.” 

$57. Shakapeare’a Mulberry Tree. Garrick. 
pVi old this fair goblet ! 'twas carv'd from 
* . the tree, [by thee ! 

Width, O my sweet Shakspearc, was planted 
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As a relic I kiss it, and bow at thy shrine, 
What comes from thy baud must be ever divine ! 
All shall yield to the Mulberry tree 3 
Bend to thee, 

Blcss’d Mullicrry ! 

Matchless was lie 
Who planted tlicc, 

And thou, like him, immortal shalt be. 

Ye trees of the forest, so rampant and high, 
Who spread round your branches, whose heads 
sweep the sky ; [here 

Ye curious exotics, whom taste has brought 
To root out the natives at prices so dear ; 

All shall yield to the Mulberry tree, Ac. 

The oak is field royal, is Britain’s great l>oast, 
Preserv'd once our king, and will always our 
coast 3 [that fight, 

But of fir we make ships, we have thousands 
While one, only one, like our Shakspearc can 
write. 

All shall yield to the Mulberry tree, Ac. 

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle liowcrfl, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers 3 
The garden of ShakHpcarc all fancies will suit. 
With the sweetest of flowers, and fairest of fruit . 
All shall yield to the Mulberry tree, Ac. 

With learning and knowledge the well -letter’d 
birch [church j 

Supplies law and physic, and grace for the 
But law and the gospel in Shakspearc we ifnd, 
And he gives the Is-st physic lbr body and mind. 
All shall yield to the Mullicrry tree, Ac. 

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree. ; 
Let Pho-lms and Bacchus their glories resign, 
Our tree shall surpass both the laurel and vine. 
All shall yield to the. Mulberry tree, Ac. 

The genius of Shakspearc outshines the bright 
day, [vcy 3 

More rapture than wine to the heart can con- 
So the tree that he planted, by making his own. 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine, all in one. 
All shall yield to the Mulberry tree, Ac. 

Then each take a relic of this hallow’d tree 3 
From folly and fashion a charm let it be : 

Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the brim 3 
To honor the country, do honor to him. 

All shall yield to the Mulberry tree 3 
Bend. to thee, 

Blcss’d Mulberry ! 

Matchless was he 
Who planted thee, 

And thou, like him, immortal shalt be. 

$ 58. Song. Black-eyed Susan. Cat. 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 
The streamers waving in the wind, 

When black-ey'd Susan came on board 3 
11 0 where shall I my true-love find 7 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 

If my sweet William sails among your crow.” 
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William, who high upon the yard 
Rock’d by the billows to and fro, 

Soon an her well-known voice he heard, 
lie sigh'd, and cast his eyes below ; 

The cord glides swiftly through his glowing 
hands, 

And quick aB lightning on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, high pois’d in air, 

Shuts close his pinions to his breast, 

If chance his mate's shrill call he hear, 

And drops at once into her nest. 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 
Alight envy William's lips those kisses sweet. 

“ O Susan, Susan, lovely dear ! 

My vows shall ever true remain ; 

Lot me kiss off that falling tear : 

We only part to meet again. 

Change as yc list, yc winds, my heart shall bo 
The faithful coinpass that still points to thee. 

u Relieve not what the landmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind : 
They’ll tell thee, sailors, when away, 

At every port a mistress find. 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so, 
For thou art present wheresoe’er I go. 

11 If to fair India's coast we sail, 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright ; 

Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale. 

Thy skin is ivory so white. 

Thus every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my soul some charm oflovely Sue. 

11 Though battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet free from harms, 
William shall to his dear return : 

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's 
eye.’' 

The boatswain gives the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosoms spread; 

No longer must she stay on board : 

They kiss'd) she sigh'd ; he hung his head j 
Her less’ning boat unwilling rows to land ; 

“ Adieu l 7 ' she cries, ind wav’d her lily hand. 

$ 59. Song. Rowe. 

As on a summer's day, 

In the greenwood shade I lay, 

The maid that I lov’d, 

As her fancy mov’d, ■ 

Came walking forth that way. 

And as she passed by, 

With a scornful glance of her eye, 
u What a shame,” quoth she, 

“ For a swain must it be, 

Liko a lazy loon for to lie ! 

“ And dost thou nothing heed 
What Pan our god has decreed, 

What a prize to-day 
Shall be given away 
To the sweetest shepherd's reed ? 


\ [BOfc TI. 

“ There's not a single swain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 
Now busily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 

“ Khali another maiden shine 
In brighter array than thine ? 

Up, up, dull swain, 

Tunc thy pipe once again, 

And make the garland mine.” 

“ Alas ! my love,” I cried, 

“ What avails this courtly pride ? 

Since thy dear desert 
Is written in my heart, 

What is all the world beside 7 
" To me thou art more gay, 

In this homely russet gray, 

Than the nymphs of our green, 

So trim and so sheen,. 

Or the brightest queen of May. 

“ What though my fortune frown, 

And deny thee a silken gown ; 

My own dear maul, 

Be content with this shade. 

And a shepherd aUfchy own.'’ 

$ 60. Song. 

One morning very early, one morning in the 
spring, [sing; 

I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully dul 
Her chains she rattled on her hands, while 
sweetly thus sung she : Tine. 

" I love my love, because I know my love loves 

11 0 cruel were his parents who sent my love 
to sea, [love from me ! 

And crurl, cruel was the ship that bore my 
Yet I love his parents, since they’re his, although 
they’ve ruin’d me, [loves me. 

And I love my love, because I know my love 
“ O ! should it please the pitying pow'rs to call 
inc to the sky, [my love to fiy ; 

I’d claim a guardian angel’s charge, ground 
To guard him from all dangers, how happ; i 
should I be ! [loves r.e. 

For I love my love, because 1 know i Oj love 
“ I'll make a strawy garland, ^IT make it won- 
drous fin* 1 , 

With roses, lilies, I’ll mix the eglantine, 

And I’ll present it to my teve, when he returns 
■from sea; » [loves me. 

For I love my love, because Jg know my love 
"O! if I were a little bird toMmild upon his 
breast, « [rest ! 

Or if I were a nightingale tf sing my love to 
To gaze upon his lovely eyeball my reward 
should be ! 1 [loves me. 

For I love my love, because I View my love 
** O ! if I were an eagle, to soar ini ■» the sky ! 
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my 
love might spy : 

But, ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er 
shall see : [loves me.” 

Yet I love my love, because I know my love 
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$ 61 . Song. 

What beauties does Flora disclose ! 

How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed ! 
But Mary's still sweeter than those. 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 

No daisy, nor sweet blushing rose, 

Nor*all the gay ilow’rs of the field, 

Nor Tweed gliding gently througlvthosc, 

Such beauty and pleasure can yield. 

The warblers are heard in each grove, \ 
The linnet, the lark, and the thrush, \ 
The blackbird, and sweet cooing dove, 

With music enchant cv’ry bush. 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
l.et us see how the primroses spring j 
We’ll lodge in some village on Tweed, 

And love while the leather'd folks sing. 
How dofs my love pass the long day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few sheep ? 
l)o they never carelessly stray, 

While happily she lies asleep ? 

Tweed’s murmurs should lull her to rest ; 

Kind Nature indulging my bliss. 

To relieve the soft pains of my breast 
I’d steal an ambrosial kiss. 

Tis she docs the virgins excel, 

No beauty with her can compare ; 

Love’s graces all round her do dwell, 

She’s fairest where thousands arc fair. 

Say, charmer, where do thy Hocks stray 7 

0 tell me, at noon where they feed ! 

Shall I .setik them on sweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleasanter banks of the Tweed ? 

§ G L 2. Song. Nancy of the Vale. Shfnstonk. 
Th k western sky was purpled o’er 
With cv’ry pleasing ray, 

And floeks, reviving, foltSio more 
The sultry heat of day ; 

When from a hazel’s artless bow’r 
Soft, warbled Strephon’s tongue ; 

Me hless’d the scene, he bless ’d the hour, 
While Nancy’s praise he but*?. 

Let\bps with fickle falsehood range 
The p’Ab? of wanton love j 
Whilst wcepirf«f*iWid8 lament their change, 
And sadden cv’ry grove : 

But endless blessings crcv.W-'fhe day 

1 saw fair Esham’s £<ne; 

And every blessing, «nd its way 

To Nancy of I Vale. 

Twas from Avona's bank the maid 
Diffus’d ber lovtfo beams j 
And cv’ry shining nance display’d 
The Naiad of tyj streams. 

•£oft as the wild-buck’s tender young, 

That float oil /{von’ s tide, 
'iii.^iie-d^-fkft^ftter-lily sprung 
And glitt’dng near its side. 

Fresh s^he hord’ring flow’rs her bloom, 
ifrfr eye all mild to view ; 

The Jittle halcyon’s azure plume 
W&s never half 60 blue. 


Her shape was like the reed, so sleek. 

So taper, straight, and fair ; 

Her dimpled smile, her blushing cheek, 

How charming sweet they were ! 

Far in the winding vale retir’d 
This peerless hud 1 found, 

And shadowing rocks and woods conspir’d 
To fence her bcaulicH round. 

That nature in so lone a dell 
Should form a nymph so sweet, 

Or fortune to her secret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet ! 

Gay lordlings sought her for their bride. 

But she would ne’er incline : 

“ Prove to your equals true/’ site cried, 

“ As 1 will prove to mine. 

; Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good-will; 

To Inin I give my plighted vow, 

With him I’ll climb the lull.” 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

1 clasp’d the constant fair; 

To her alone I give my youth, 

And vow my future care. 

And when lliis vow shall faithless prove, 

( )r I these charms forego, 

The stream that saw our lender love, 

That stream shall cease to How. 

$ 63. Song. To the Memory of W. Shemtonr , 
Esq. Cunmnojiam. 1 

Gowk, shepherds, wo/11 follow the. hearse, 

And see our lov’d Oorydon laid: 

Though sorrow may blemish the, verse, 

Yet let the sad tribute be paid. 

They call’d him the pride of the plain; 

In sooth ho was gentle and kind ; 

ITc mark'd, in bis elegant strain, 

The. graces that glow’d in his mind. 

On purpose he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert inirlit dwell; 

He cultur’d the thyrno for the hi es, 

But never would rille their coll. 

Ye lambkins that play’d at his feet, 

Go bleat, and your master bemoan ; 

Ilis music was artless and sweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure shall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the blossoms appear; 

The sweets of the forest shall fail, 

And winter decolor the year. 

No birds in our hedges shall «*mg, 

(Our hedges so vocal before,) 

Since he that should welcome the sprin, 

Can greet the gay season no more. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praise, 

And poets came round in a throng ; 

They listen’d, and envy’d his lays, 

But which of them cquall'c! his song ? 

Ye shepherds, henceforward he rnuto, 

For lost is the pastoral strain ; 

So give me my Oorydon 's flute, 

And thus — let me break it in twain. 
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$ 64. Song . Lyttelton. 

When Delia on the plain appears, 

Aw'd by a thousand tender fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move j 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love 7 
Whene’er she speaks, my ravish’d ear 
No other voice but hers can hear, 

No other wit but hers approve j 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

If she some other swain commend, 

Though I was once his fondest friend, 

Ilia instant enemy l prove ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When she is absent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The clearest spring, the shadiest grove ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When fond of pow’r, of heauty vain, 

Her nets she spread for ev'ry swain, 

1 strove to hate, but vainly strove ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love 7 

J G5. Song. Rowe. 

To the brook and the willow, that heard him 
complain, 

Ah, willow ’ willow ! [pain. 

Poor Colin went weeping, and told him his 
Ah, willow! willow! Ah, willow! willow! 
" Sweet stream,” he cried, "sadly I’ll teach 
thee to flow, [woe. 

And the waters shall rise to the brink with my 
" All restless and painful my Celia now lies, 
And counts the sad moments of lime as it flics : 

" To the nymph, my heart’s love, ye soft slum- 
bers, repair, 

Spread your downy wings o’er her, and make 
her your care ; 

" Let me be left restless, mine eyes never close, 
So the sleep that I lose give my dear one repose. 

“ Sweet stream ! if you chance by her pillow to 
creep, 

Perhaps your soil murmurs may lull her to sleep: 
** But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed, 
And the loss of my charmer the fates have de- 
creed, 

(t Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, be- 
lieve, 

Few sighs to thy loss, and few tears will I give ; 
u One fate to thy Colin and tlicc shall betide, 
And soon lay thy shepherd down by thy cold 
side. 

u Then glide, gentle brook, and to lose thyself 
haste ; 

Bear this to my willow; this verse is my last.” 

$ 66. Song . Percy. 

O, Nancy ! wilt thou go with mo, 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ? 

Can silent glens have charms lor thee. 

The lowly cot and russet gown ? I 


No longer dress’d in silken sheen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 

Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene 
Where thou wert fairest of the fair 1 
O, Nancy! when thou’rt far away, 

Wilt thou not cibt a wish behind 7 
Say, canst thou face the parching ray, 

Nor shriid' oefore the wintry wind 7 
O can that soft and gentle mien 
EiMcmes of hardship learn to bear, 

No ' sad, regret each courtly scene 
Where thou wert fairest of the fair 7 
O, Nancy ! canst thou love 60 true, 

Through perils keen with me to go; 

Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue, 

To share with him the pang of woe 7 
Say, should disease or paiu befall, 

Wilt thou assume the nurse’s rare, * 

Nor wistful those gay sconc9 recall 
Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

And when, at last, tliy love shall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh, 

And chccr with smiles the bed of death 7 
And wilt thou o’er his breathless clay 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay 
Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

$ 67. Song. Mallet. 

The smiling morn, the breathing spring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to sing ; 

And, while they warble from .each spray, 
Love melts the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wise, 

Like them improve the hour that flics; 

And in sod raptures waste the day, 

Among the shades of JUndermay ! 

For soon the winter of the year, 

And age, life’s winter, will appear; 

At this thy living bloom must fade. 

As that will strip the verdant shade. 

Our taste of pleasure then is o’er; 

The feather’d songsters love no more : 

And when they droop, and we decay, 

Adieu the shades of EndemjLlUfr.U--' J 

$ 68. Highland Mary. Burns. 

Ye banks, ancfbrSftft^ind streams around 
The castle o’ Montgc^cry, 

Green be your woods, and* .Mr your flowers, 
Your waters never drumlflVj 
There Bimmcr first unfald h«y robes, 

And there the langcst tar.y : 

For there I took the last fa jewcel 
O’ my sweet Highland M *ry. 

IIow sweetly bloom’d the ga A green birk, 
IIow rich the hawthorn’s blossom ! # 

As underneath their fragrant slu qe; ' 

I clasp’d her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours, on angel wings, • 

Flew o’er me and my dearie ; 

For dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 
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Wi’ monjr a vow, and lock'd embrace, 
Our parting was fu’ tender; 

And, pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ou reels asunder ; 

But, oh l fell death's untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sShqcarly ! 

Now green’s the sod, and cold's the clay. 
That wraps my Highland 


Wha will be a traitor knave ? 

Wlia can fill a coward’s grave ? 

VVlia sa hast* as be a slave 1 

Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman f.i* 7 
Caledonian ! on wi’ me ! 


O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, V 
I aft hac kiss’d sae fondly ! \ 

And clos’d for aye the sparkling glance, \ 
That dwelt on me sae kindly : 

And mould’ring now in silent dust, 

That heart that lo’cd me dearly ; 

But still within my bosom’* core, 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 


By oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By your sons in servile chains ! 

We will drain our dearest veins, 

But they shall lie — shall be free ! 
Lay the proud usurpers low ! 

Tyrants fall in every foe ! 

Liberty’s in every blow ! 

Forward ! let us do or die ! 


$ 69. Sitng. Green grow the Rashes; A Frag- 
ment. Burns, 
chorus. 

Green grow* the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

The sweetest hours that e’er I spent, 

Arc spent amang the lasses, O ! 

There’s nought but care on cv’ry han’ 

In cv’ry hour that passes, () ; 

What signifies the life o’ man 
An ’twcrc na for the lasses, O ? 

Green grow, Ate. 

The warly race may riches chase, 

An' riches still may fly them, O ; 

An’ though at last they catch them fast, 

Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, 0 1 
Green grow, &c. 

But gie me a cannie hour at e’en, 

My arms about my dearie, O ; 

An' warly cars, an’ warly men, 

May a’ gac tapsalteeric, O ! 

Green grow, See. 

For you sac douse, ye sneer at this, 

*Y e rc nought but senseless a ,-es, O; 
“Tho^visest man the warl e’er suw, 

He A ■yly lov’d the lasses, O. 

GTfOc/i grow, &c. 

Auld Nature swears, the lgy/jJy dears 
Her noblest work sh^ classes, O : 

Her 'prentice ban’ s* j tried on man, 

An’ then she nude the lasses, O. 

Green grow, Arc. 

$ 70. Song. Bannock-Bum; Robert Bruce’s 
Address topis Army. Burns. 

. Scots wha hae w/’ Wallace bled, 

' ^Scots, wham Bryfce has often led, 

- V r « i >--y6r gory bed, 

.•Or to gjjmoua victorie. 

Now’s t*!£*day, and now’s the hour ; 

See* the front o’ battlo lower ; 

See approach proud Edward’s power — 
"Edward ! chains ! and slavery ! 


$71. Song. The Soldier’s Return. Burns 
Whf.n wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 
And gentle peace returning, 

Wi’ mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning. 

1 left, the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I’d been a lodger, 

My humble knapsack a’ rny wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in iny breast, 

My hand unstain’d wi’ plunder; 

And for fair Scotia haine again, 

' I cheery on did wander. 

T thought upon the banks o’ Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy; 

1 thought upon the witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reach’d the bonnic glen. 

Where early life I sported; 

I pass’d the mill, and trysting thorn, 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 

Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother’s dwelling 1 
And turn’d me round to hide the flood 
That in my cen was swelling. 

Wi* alter’d voice, quoth I, “ Sweet lass, 
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom, 

O ! happy, happy may he be, 

That’s dearest to thy bosom ! 

My purse is light, 1’vc far to gang, 

And fain would lie thy lodger ; 

I’ve serv'd my king and country king. 

Take pity on a sodger.” 

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me, 

And lovelier was than cycr : 

Guo’ she, “ A sodger ancc 1 lo’cd, 

Forget him shall I never : 

Our humble cot, and hamely fare, 

Vc freely shall partake it, 

That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Yc’rc welcome for the sake o't.” 

She gaz’d — she redden’d like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 

She sank within my arms, and cried, 

“ Art thou my ain dear Willie r ’ 
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" By Him who made yon sun and sky — 

By whom true love's regarded, 

1 am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded ! 

"The wars are o'er, and I'm come hame, 

And find thee still true-hearted ! 

Though poor in gear, we're rich in love, 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted.” 

Quo' she, “ My grand sire left me gowd, 

A mailen planish'd fairly ; 

And come, my failhlii’ sodger lad, 

Thou’rt welcome to it dearly.” 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 

The farmer ploughs the manor 5 
But glory is the sodger's prize, 

The sodger’s wealth is honor ; 

The brave, poor sodger ne’er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger; 

Remember he's his country’s stay 
I11 day and hour of danger. 

$72. Song. The gloomy Night. Burks. 

T11 f. gloomy night is gath’ring fast, 

Loud roars the wild, inconstant blast ; 

Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I see it driving o’er the plain. 

The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatter’d coveys meet secure, 

While here 1 wander, press’d with care, 

Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The Autumn mourns her rip’ning corn 
By early Winter’s ravage torn j 
Across her placid, azure sky, 

She sees the scowling tempest fly : 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 

1 think upon the stormy wave, 

Where many a danger I must dare, 

Far from the bonnic banks of Ayr. 

'Tis not the surging billow’s roar; 

Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ; 

Though death in cv’ry shape appear, 

The wretched have no more to fear : 

But round my heart the ties are bound, 

That heart transpierc’d with many a wound ; 
Those bleed afresh, those ties 1 tear, 

To leave the bonnic hanks of Ayr. 

Farewell, old Colia's hills and dales, 

Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 

The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 

Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes ! 

My peace with these, my love with those — 
The bursting tears my heart declare— 
Farewell the bonnic banks of Ayr. 

$73. Song. My Nannie's awa. Burns. 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays, 
And listdflk the lambkins that bleat o'er the 
braes, [shaw ; 

While birds warble welcome in ilka preen 
But to me it’s delightless — my Nannie’s awn. 


The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands 
adorn, 

And violets bathe in the weet o* the mom 5 
They pin my sad bosom sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o’ Nanmin — and Nannie’s awa. 
Thou lav ’rock that springs frae the dews of the 
lawn, s [dawn, 

The shephnj;! to warn o' the gray-breaking 
A nd thou mellow mavis that hails the night-fa*, 
(Jive^vcr for pity — my Nannie's awa. 

(V_.ie, autumn, sac pensive, in yellow and gray, 
And soothe me wi’ tidings o' nature's decay : 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alanc can delight me — now Nannie’s awa. 

$ 74. Song. The Cypress Wreath. Scott. 
(). Lady, twine no wreath for me, 

Or twine it of the cypress tree ! 

Too lively glow the lilies light, 

The varnish'd holly’H all too bright, 

The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine : 

But, Lady, weave no wreath for me, 

Or weave it of the cypress tree ! 

Let dimpled mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laughing vine; 

The manly oak, the pensive yew, 

To patriot and to sage be duc$ 

The myrtle bough bids lovers live, 

But that, Matilda will not give ; 

Then, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 

Or twine it of the cypress tree ! 

Let merry England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear; 

Let Albin bind her bonnet blue 
With heath and liare-bcll dipped in dew; 

On favor’d Erin’s crest be seen 

The flower she loves of emerald green — 

But, Lady, twine no wreath for ine r 
Or twine it of the cypress tree ! 

Strike the wild harp, while maids prepare 
The ivy meet for minstrel's hair; 

And, while his crown of laurcd-leavcs ' ■ 

With bloody hand the victor weaves, • 

Let the loud trump his triig yyk -tril , 

But when you hear the passing hell, 

Then, Lady, Iwhml?, wreath for me, 

And twine it of the cypress tree. 

Yes ! (wine for me the cyjkps bough ; 

But, O Matilda, twine not now ! 

•Stay till a few, brief months are past, 

And I have look'd and lov'd my last! 

When villagers my shroudtbcstrcw 
With pansies, rosemary, aAfl rue, — 

Then, Lady, weave a wrcat x - for me, f . 

And weave it of the cypress t^e. 

$ 75. Hunting Song . °ocott. 
Wakkk, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns the day, 

All the jolly chase is here, 

With hawk, aud horse, and hunting spea 



book Vi.] SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 


901 


Hounds arc in tlfeir couples yelling, 

Hawks arc whistling, horns arc knelling, 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 

■ Waken, lords and Judies gay.” 

Waken, lords and ladu^jay, 

The mist lias left the moutagin gray, 
Sprin£lcts in the dawn arc steVning, 
Diamonds on the brake arc gleam jjg; 

And foresters have busy been, 

To track the buck in thicket green ; 

Now we come to chant our lay. ^ 

*•' Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the green- wood haste away ; 

We can show you where lie lies, 

Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 

We can show the marks he made, 

When ’gainst the. oak his antlers fray’d j 
You shall see him brought to bay : 

“ Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 


Louder, louder chant the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 
lluu a eourse as well as we. 

Tune, stern huntsman ! who can balk ? 
Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk : 
'Flunk of this, and rise with day, 
Gentle lords and ladies gay. 


§ 7ij. A Canadian Boat Song. Moor*:. 
Faintt.y as tolls the evening chime, 

Our Voices keep tune, and our oars keep time. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We ll sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near, and the day-light’s past ! 


The sea-bird had flown toiler wave-girdled nest, 
The fisherman sunk to his slumbers ; 

One moment I look’d from the hill’s gentle slope, 
— AH hush d was the billows’ commotion, — 
And thought that the Light-house look’d love- 
ly as hope. 

That star ol life’s tremulous ocean. 

The. time is long pa>.l, and the set-no is afar; 

Vet, when my head rests on its pillow, 

Wi'l memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blaz’d oil the breast of the billow : 

In life’s closing hour, when the trembling soul 
flics, 

And death stills the heart’s last emotion, 

O then may the seraph of merry arise, 

Like a star on eternit) ‘s ocean. 

$ 78. Song. The Meeting of the Water*. 

Moon i'. 

There is not in the wide world a valley so 
sweet, [meet ; 

As that vale in whose bosom the bright wutnw 
Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must d< - 
part, [my heart. 

Lre the bloom of that valley shall fade from 

Yet it vi as not that Nature bad shed o’er the 
scene 

Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 
’Twas nut the soil magic ol* streamlet or lull ; 
Oh! no — it was something more exquisite still. 

’Twas that friends, the bolov’d of my bosom, 
were near, [dear, 

Who made each scene of enchantment more 
And who felt how the bless ’d charms of Nature 
improve, [wc love. 

When we see them reflected from looks that 


Why should we yet our nail unfurl ? 

There is not a breath the blue w ave to curl ! 
Rut, when the wind blows olF the shore, 

Oh ! sweetly we’ll rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 

‘ yiic Rapids are near, and the day-light’s past ! 

* iTt* ya’s tide ! this trembling moon, 

Shall Vo us float over thy surges soon. 

Saint of this griv^ isle ! hear our prayers, 

Oh ! grant us cool heavens and favoring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near, and the day-light’s past ! 

77. Song. The Light-house. Moore. 
This scene was more beautiful far to my eye, 
Than if day in its pride had array’d it ; 

The land breeze blow mild, and the azure arch’d 
sky 

m Look’d pure a* the spirit that made it; 

The murmur roSe soft as I silently gaz’d 
L.- *-}»«-» kai^ifwy waves’ playful motion, 
From the dilb, distant hill, ’till the Light-house 
* fV£ blaz'd 

(<ike a star in the midst of the ocean. 

No longer the joy of the sailor boys breast 
Was heard in his wildly-brcath’d numbers ; 


.Sweet vale of Ovoca! how calm could l rest 

In thy bosom of shade with the friends 1 love 
best, 

Where the storms which wc feel in tins cold 
world should cease, fjM'aee ! 

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in 

§ 79. Song. The last Rose of Summer. Moore . 

’Tis the last rose of summer, 

Loft blooming alone ; 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flower of her kindred, 

No ruse-bud, is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 

Or give sigh for sigh ! 

I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 

Since, the lovely are sleeping, 

Go sleep thou with them; 

Thus kindly l scatter 
Thy leaves o’er thy bed, 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may I follow, 

When friendships decay, 
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And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away ! 

When true hearts lie wither’d, 

And fond ones are flown, 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ? 

$ 80. Song. This World is dll a fleeting Show. 

Moore. 

This world is nil a fleeting show, 

For man’s illusion given : 

The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 

Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There's nothing true bat Heaven ! 

And false the light on Glory's plume, 

As fading hues of even : 

And Love, and Hope, and Reauty's bloom, 

Are blossoms gathered for the tomb — 

There’s nothing bright but Heaven ! 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day. 

From wave to wave wc’rc driven : 

And Fancy’s flash, and Reason’s ray, 

{Serve but to light the troubled way — 

There’s nothing calm but Heaven ! 

$ 81. Song. The Bower of Bendemeer . M* >on e . 
There’s a bower of roses by Rcndcmccr’s 
stream, [long j 

And the nightingale sings round it all the day 
In the tune of my childhood ’twas like a sweet 
dream, 

To sit m tlic roses and hear the bird’s song. 
That bower and its music I never forget, 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
I think — is the nightingale singing there yet 7 
Arc the roses still bright by the culm 13cn- 
dcmccr 1 

No — the roses soon wither’d that hung o’er the 
wave 3 

But some blossoms were gather’d, while 
freshly they shone, 

And a dew was distil I’d from their flowers, 
that gave [was gone. 

All the fragrance of summer, when summer 
Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that 'breathes of it many a year ; 
Thus bright to my bouI, as ’twas then to my 
eyes, [demcer ! 

Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bon- 

§ 82. Song. Hail , Columbia . J. Hopkins. 

Haii., Columbia! happy land 3 

Hail, ye Heroes ! Heaven-born band, 

Who fought and bled in Freedom’s cause, 
Who fought and bled in Freedom’s cause, 
And, when the storm of war was gone, 
Enjoy’d the peace your valor won. 

Let Independence be oar boast, 

Ever mindful what it cost ! 

Ever grateful for the prize. 

Let its altar reach the skies. 

Firm— united— let us be, 

Rallying round our Liberty 3 
As a band of brothers join’d, 

Peace and safety we shall And. 


Immortal Patriots! rise once more, 

Defend your rights, defend your shore : 

Let no rude foe with impious hand, 

Let no rude foo, with impious hand, 

Invade the shrine whe e sacred lies., 

I Of toil and blood, >liG wcll-carn'd prize. 

While oflcrirg peace, sincere and jus*, 

In Heaven: »Ve place a manly trust, 
That&nth and justice will prevail, 

Anv every scheme of bondage fail. 
j Finn — united, &c. 

Sound ! sound the trump of Fame, 

Let Washington’s great name 
Ring through the world with loud applause, 
Ring through the world with loud applause 3 
Let every clime, to freedom dear, 

Listen with a joyful ear. 

Witli equal skill and Godlike powe - , 

He go\crns in the fearful hour 
Of horrid war, or guides with ease 
The happier times of honest peace. 

Finn — united, &lc. * 

Behold the Chief, who now commands, 

Once more to serve his country stands — 

The Reckon which the storm will beat, 

The Rock on which the storifl will beat. 
But, arm'd with virtue, firm an 

II is hopes arc fix'd on Heaven and you. 

When hope was sinking in dismay, 

And glooms obscur’d Columbia's day. 

His steady mind, from changes free, 
Resolv’d on death or liberty. 

Finn— united, &c. 

$ flo. Song. Columbia. Dwight. 
Columbia, Columbia, to glory arise, [Bkies ! 
The queen of the world, and the child of the 
Thy genius commands thee 3 with rapture be- 
hold, 

While ages on ages thy splendors unfold. 

Thy reign is the last, and the noblest of time 3 
Most fruitful thy soil, most inviting thy clinic 3 
Let the crimes of the East ne’er cncrimsor 
thy name, — 

Be freedom, and science, and virtue, thy fr \ie 
To conquest, and slaughter, lgjt Europe aspire 3 
Whclin nations in blood, and wrap cities in fire 3 
Thy heroes the rights of mankind shall defend, 
And triumph pursue them, and glory attend. 

A world is thy realm : for a world be thy laws, 
Enlarg’d as thine empire, and just as thy cause : 
On Freedom’s broad basis that empire shall rise. 
Extend with the main, and dissolve with the 
skies. 

Fair Science her gates to thy sons shall unbar, 
And the East see thy morn .’ide the beams of 
her star. 

New bards, and new sages, unrivnl’d^sfr aH sc 
To fame, unextinguish’d, when tiVq^ is no mere 3 
To thee, the last refuge of Virtue design’d, ‘ 
Shall fly, from all nations, the best of mankind 3 
Here, grateful to Heaven, with transport shall 
bring [spring. 

Their incense, more fragrant than odort of 
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Nor less shall thf fair ones to glory ascend, 

And Genius and Beauty in harmony blend; 

The graces of form shall awake pure desire, 

And the charms of tho soul ever cherish the 
fire ; [fin’d, 

Their sweetness unmingta), their manners re- 


And Virtue's bright image'^stamp'd on the 
. %ind, V» [to glow, 

With peace, and soil rapture, slial 1 teach life 
And light up a smile in the aspect of ^oc. 
Thy fleets to all regions thy power shall display, 
The nations admire, and the ocean obey ; 

Each shore to thy glory its tribute unfold, 

And the East and the South yield their spices 
and gold, [shall flow, 

As the day-spring unbounded, thy splendor 
And earth's little kingdoms before thee shall 
bow, [furl’d, 

While trie ensigns of union, in triumph 
Jlusli the tumult of war, and give peace to the 
world. 

Thus, as down*a lone valley, with cedars o'er- 
spread, 

From war's dread confusion I pensively stray’d, 
The gloom from the face of fair heaven rot ir’d ; 
The winds ceas’d to murmur; the thunders ex- 
pir'd ; 

Perfumes, as of Eden, flow’d sweetly along, 
And a voice, as of angels, enchautingly sung, — 
* # Columbia ! Columbia ! to glory arise, [skies !" 
The queen of the world, and the child of the 
$ 34. The Spanish Lady's Love. 

Will you hear a Spanish lady, 

How she woo’d an English man ? 
Garments gay, as rich as rnay be, 

Deck'd with jewels, had she on : 

Of a comely countenance and grace was she, 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 

As his prisoner there he kept her, 

In his hands her life did lie ; 

Cupid's bands did tie them faster. 

By the liking of an eye. 

L his courteous company was all her joy, 
Xo’javi or him in any thing she was not coy. 
But a* last there came commandment 
For to set all ladies free, 

With their jewels still adorned, / 

None to do them injury. 

“ O, then/' said this lady gay, “ full woe is me ! 
O let me still sustain this kind captivity ! * 

" Gallant captain, show some pity 
To a lady in distress ; 

Leave me not within this city, 

For to die in heaviness: 

Thou hast set, this present day, my body free, 
.IJut my heart in prson still remains with thee." 
“ How should'st thou, fair lady, love me, 
•V. T hcr' ‘ho;,: know'at thy country's foe 1 
Thy fair wfcrds make me suspect thee ; 
Sferp*-jts lie where flowers grow." 

M Ay the harm I wish on thee, most courteous 
knight, [light ! 

God Ignat upon my head the same may fully 


lt Blessed be the time and season 
That thou eam’st on Spanish ground ! 

If you may our foes be termed, 

Gentle foes wc have you found ; 

With our city, you have won our hearts each 
one, [own." 

Then to your country bear away that is your 

“ Rest you still, most gallant lady : 

Rest you still, and weep no more; 

Of f,ur flowers you have plenty, 

Spain doth yield you wondrous store.*' 

“ Spaniards fraught with jealousy wc oft do find, 
But Englishmen, throughout the world, arc 
counted kind. 

** Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

Thou alone enjoy ’st my heart ; 

I am lovely, young, and tender, 

Love is likewise my desert : 

Still to serve thcc day and night my mind is 
press’d ; [bless'd.” 

The wife of every Englishman is counted 

u It would lie a shame, fair lady, 

For to hear a woman hence ; 

English soldiers never rarry 
Any such without offence.” 

I will quickly change myself, if it be so. 
And, like a page, will follow thee where'er 
thou go. 1 ' 

" I have neither gold nor silver 
To maintain thee in this case : t 

And to travel is great charges, 

As you know, in ev’ry place." 

“ My chains and jewels, ev'ry one, shall be thy 
own, [unknown.” 

And eke ten thousand pounds in gold that lies 

“ On the seas are many dangers, 

Many storms do there arise. 

Which will he, to ladies, dreadful, 

And force tears from wat'ry eyes." 
u Well, in troth, 1 shall endure extremity, 

For I could find in heart to lose my life for thcc.” 

et Courteous lady, leave this folly, 

Here comes all that breeds the strife ; 

I, in England, have already 
A sweet woman to my wife ; 

I will not falsify my vow for gold nor gain. 
Nor yet for all the fairest dames that live in 
Spain" 

" O how happy is that woman 
That enjoys so true a friend ; 

Many happy days God send her ! 

And of my suit I’ll make an end : 

On my knees I pardon crave for my offence, 
Which love and true affection did first com- 
mence. 

" Commend me to that gallant lady. 

Bear to her this chain of gold. 

With these bracelets for a token, 

Grieving that I was so bold : 

All my jewels, in like sort, take thou with 
thee ; [me. 

For they are fitting for thy wife, but not for 
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“ I will spend my days in prayer, 

Lore, and all his laws, defy ; 

In a nunnery I will shroud me, 

Fair from any company : 

Rut, era my prayers have an end, be sure of this, 
To pray for thee and for thy love 1 will not miss. 

“ Thuafarewell l most gallant captain 5 
Farewell to my heart's content ! 

Count not Spanish ladies wanton, 

Though to thee my mind was bent : 

Joy and true prosperity go still witli thee !” 
The like fall unto thy share, most fair lady/ 7 

§ 85 . Ballad. The Children in the Wood; 
or, The Norfolk Gentleman’s last Will and 
Testament. 

Now ponder well, you parents dear, 

The words which I shall write } 

A doleful story you shall hear, 

In time brought forth to light. 

A gentleman of good account 
In Norfolk liv 7 d oflate, 

Whose wealth and riches did surmount 
Most men of his estate. 

Sore sick he was, and like to die, 

No help that he eouhl have ; 

1 lis wife by him as sirk did lie. 

And both possess’d one grave. 

No love between these two was lost, 

Each was to other kind : 

In love they liv’d, in love they died. 

And left two babes behind : 

The one a fine and pretty boy, 

Not passing three years old : 

The other a girl, more young than he, 

And made in beauty's mould. * 

The father left his little son, 

As plainly doth appear. 

When he to perfect age should come, 

Three hundred pounds a year} 

And to liis little daughter Jane, 

Five hundred pounds in gold, 

To lie paid down on marriage day, 

Which might not be controll'd. 

Rut, if the children chanc’d to die 
Ere they to age should come, 

Their uncle should possess their wealth ; 

For so the will did run. 

“ Now, brother/ 7 said the dying man, 

“ Look to my children dear ; 

Re good unto my boy and girl, 

No friends else I have here : 

To Cod and you I do commend 
My children night and day } 

Rut little while, lie sure, we have 
Within this world to stay. 

“ You must be father and mother both, 

And uncle, all in one ; 

God knows what will become of them 
When I am dead and gone/ 7 
With that bespake their mother dear : 

" O brother kind,” quoth she, 

“ You are the man must bring our babes 
To wealth or misery. 


'•And if you keep them carefully, 

Then God will you reward 5 
If otherwise you seem to deal, 

God will your deeds regard.” 

With lips as cold as ap/stonc 
She kiss’d her cjj^Jrcn small : ** 

" God bless yoy both, my children dear !” 
With that,/ lie tears did fall. 

These/* jSccchcs then their brother spoke 
T(C this sick couple there : 

11 'f\w keeping of your children dear, 
Sweet sister, do not fear} 

God never prosper me nor mine. 

Nor aught else that I have, 

If I do wrong your children dc.Tr, 

When you arc laid in grave !” 

Their parents being dead and gone, 

The children home lie takes, 

And brings them both unto his house, 

And much of them he makes, 
lie had not kept these pretty babes 
A twelvemonth and a day, 

When, for their wealth, lie did devise 
To make them both away. 

He bargain’d with two ruffians rude, 
Which were of furious mood, 

That they should take the children young. 
And slay them in a wood ! 

He told his wife, and all lie. had, 
lie did the children send 
To be brought up in fair London, 

With one that wak his friend I 

Away then went these pretty babes, 
Rejoicing at that tide } 

Rejoicing with a merry mind. 

They should on cock-horsc ride. 

They prate and prattle pleasantly, 

As they rode 011 the way, 

To those that should their butchers be, 
And work their lives’ decay ! 

So that the pretty speech they had 
Made murd Tors’ hearts relent ; 

And they that undertook the deed 
Full sore they did repent ! 

Yet one of them, more hard of heart j 
* Did vow to do his charge, 

Because the wretch that hired him 
Had paid him very large ! * 

The other would not agree thereto ; 

So here they fell at strife } 

With one another they did fight 
About the children’s life. 

And lie that was of mildest mood 
Did slay the other there, 

Within an unfrequented wood 5 
While babes did quake for fear. 

He took the children by the Itoadr*’ 
When tears stood in their ey&;^ 

And bade thorn come and go with jEm, 
And look they did not cry j 
And two long miles he led them on, .. 
While they for food complain : 
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“ Stay here/' quoth lie , a I'll bring you bread, 
When I do come again.’' 

These pretty babes, with hand in hand, 

Went wandering*.- o and down : 

Hut nevci more they sJl v the man 
Approacliing from the town ! 

Tlttif pretty lips with blackberries 
■AVcre all besmear’d and dyM ; 

And when they saw the darksoM} ni^ht. 

They sat them down and cqlr 
Thus wander’d these two pretty babes, 

Till death did end their grief j 
In one another’s arms they died, 

As babes wanting relief. 

No burial these pretty babes 
Of any man receives, 

Till Robin-red-broast. painfully. 

Did eb\cr them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrath of God 
Upon their uncle fell ; 

Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his house, 

His conscience felt a hell. 

Ills barns were tir’d, his goods consum’d, 

II is lauds were barren made. 

His cattle died within the lield, 

And nothing with him staid. 

And, in the voyage of Portugal, 

Two of his sftns did die ; 

And, to conclude, himself was brought 
To extreme misery : 
lie pawn'd and mortgaged all his land 
Eri?\>aven years came about ; 

And now at length this wicked act 
Did by this means come out : 

The fellow, that did take in hand 
These children for to kill, 

Was for a robbery judg'd to die. 

As was God’s blessed will j 
Who did confess the very truth. 

The which is here express’d ; 

Their uncle died, while he for debt 
In prison long did rest. 

* All yflu that be executors math:, 

And overseers eke, 

Of children that be fatherless, 

And infants mild and meek ; ✓ 

Take you example by this thing, 

And give to each his right ; 

Lest God with such like misery, \ 

Your wicked minds requite. | 

$ 86. The Frolickaome Duke ; or, the Tinker’s 
good Fortune. 

The following ballad is upon the same subject as the 
Induction to Minks peure’s Turning of the Shrew j 
whether it may be thought to have suggested the 
.hint to the dramatic poet, or is not rather of later 
>tfato, the render must determine, 
rhd story is told of Philip the Good, Duke of Burgun- 
dy : and '/thus related by an old English writer : 
“ The -aid Duke, at the marriage of Eleonora, sis- 
ter toJlitf King of Portugal!, at Bruges, in Flanders, 
%f hign was solemnized in the deepe of winter*, when, 
asTbyireason unseasonable weather, ho could 
I. neither hawk© nor hunt, and was now tired with 
cards, dice, dec., and such other domestic -ports, or 

* Vo l. vi. Nos. 95 & 96. 
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to see ladies dance ; with some of his courtiers lie 
would, in the evening, walke disguised all about tho 
towny. It so fortuned, as ho was walking late ono 
night, he found a country fellow deoa drunko, 
snorting on a bulky; he mused hie followers to 
bring him to his pnlucc, and ihoro stripping him of 
ms old clothes and ut t\ ring him after tho court 
fashion, when he awakened, he and they wero all 
ready to attend upon his excellency, and persuade 
him that lie wns some great duke. The poor fel- 
low, admiring how lie enmn there, was served in 
state all day long: after supper, ho snw them 
dance, heard mu-iukc, and all the rest of lho*c 
court-like pleasures: bill, Into at night, when ho 
•was well tippled, and again taste ailcepe, they put 
on his old robes, mid so conveyed him to the place 
where they first found him. Now tho fellow had 
not made them good sport llie duv before, us hu 
did now, when he returned to hinise'lf: ull the jimL 
was to see how he looked upon it. In conclusion, 
after some little admiration, the poor man told hi* 
friends he hnd seen a vision; constantly believed it; 
would not otherwise ho [>ersunded ; and so the jest 
ended." Burton’s Anatomy of Me lane holy, pi 2. 
sect. 2. inciiib. 4. Uil ed. Jt&l, fob 

Now, as fame docs report, a young duke keeps 
a court, [sport : 

One that pleases his fancy with frnlicksome 
Hut among all the rest, here is one 1 protest, 
Which will make you to smile when you hear 
the true jest. (ground, 

A poor tinker he found lying drunk on tho 
As secure in a sleep as if laid in a s wound. 

The duke said to his men, William, Richard, 
and Hen, « 

“ Take him home to my palace, we'll sport 
with him then.’’ [convey’d 

O'er a horse he was laid, and with care soon 
To the palace, although he was poorly array'd : 
Then they stripp'd olT his clothes, both his 
shirt, shoes, and hose. 

And they put him to lied for to take his repose. 

Having pull’d oil* his shirt, which was all over 
dirt, 

They did give him clean Holland, which was 
no great hurt : 

On a bed of soft down, like a lord of renown, 
They did lay him to sleep the drink out of his 
crown. 

In the inorniug when day, then admiring he lay, 
For to sec the rich chamber both gaudy and gay. 

Now he lay something late, in his rich bed of 
state, [wait ; 

Till at last knights and squires they on him did 
And the chamberlain bare then did likewise 
declare, 

He desired to know what apparel he'd wear : 
The poor tinker amaz'd, on the gentleman gaz'd, 
And admired how he to his honor was raised. 

Though he seem'd something mute, yet he 
chose a rich suit. 

Which he straightways put on without longer 
dispute ; [eyed, 

With a star on each side, which the tinker oil 
And it seem'd for to swell him no little with 
pride ; [sweet wife ? 

For he said to himself, “ Where is Joan my 
Sure she never did see me bo fine in her life." 
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From a convenient place the right duke, his 
good grace, 

Did observe his behaviour in every ease. 

To a garjtec of state on the tinker they wait, 
Trumpets sounding before him } thought he, 
u ^hjs is great [\ icw, 

Where,’;tt<wj6sr or two, pleasant walks he did 
With commanders and squires in scarlet and 
blue." 

A fine dinner was dress’d, both for him and his 
guests ; 

lie was plac’d at the table al>ove all the rest, 
In a rich chair or bed, lined with fine crimson 
red, 

With a rich golden canopy over his head : 

As he sat at his meat the music play’d sweet, 
Witli the choicest of singing, his joys to com- 
plete. 

While the tinker did dine, he had plenty of 
wine, 

11 ich canary ami sherry, and tent superfine. 
Like a right honest soul, faith, he took olf his 
bowl. 

Till at last lie began for to tumble and roll 
From his chair to the floor, where lie sleeping 
did snore, 

lleing seven times drunker than ever before. 
Then the iluke dnl ordain, they should strip 
him amain, 

A ml restore him his old leather garments again : 
'Twos a point next the worst, yet perform it 
they must, 

And they carried him straight where they 
found him at first ; 

Then he slept all the night, as indeed well lie 
might} plight. 

Dut when lie did waken his joys took their 
For his glory to him so pleasant did seem, 
That he thought it to be hut a mere golden 
dream ; 

Till at length he was brought to the duke, 
where he sought 

1 ' or a pardon, as fearing he’d set him at nought ; 
Dm his highness he said, “ Thou’rt a jolly, 
hold blade, , 

Such a frolic, before, I think never was play'd." 
Then his highness bespoke him a new suit ami 
eloke, I joke j 

Which he ga\ c lor the sake of this frolicksomc 
Nay, and five huudred pound, with ten acres 
of gronud : ft cries round, 

‘‘ Thou shall never," said lie, “ range the eoun- 
Orying, * Old brass to mend }’ for I’ll be thy 
good friend, [attend. ’’ 

Nay, and Joan, thy sweet wife, shall my duchess 
Then the tinker replied : “ What ! must Joan, 
my sweet bride, 

De a lady, in chariots of pleasure to ride ? 
Must we have gold and land ev’ry day at com- 
mand ? 

Then I shall bo a squire I well understand : 
Well, I thank your good grace, and your love 
I embrace j 

I was never before in so happy a case." 


$ C7. Song. Death's final Conquest. 

These fine moral stanzas wero originally into tided 
for a solemn funeral song iu a play of James Shir- 
ley's, entil led, The CoiitcpSon of Ajax and Ulys- 
«ns. Shirley nourished u dramatic writer, early 
iu the reign of Charles 1., blit ho outli\ed the lies- 
titration. His death happened Oct. £1, ltititi, irt. 
T‘J. It is said to huvu been a favorite son,; with 
King (/buries II. 

The glories tfour birth and state 
Arc fthaddHfenot substantial things ; 

There is nowmior against fate : 

Death lays his icy hands on kings : 

Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust lie equal made 
With the poor crooked sithc and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field. 

And plant fresh laurels where they kill} 

Dul their strong nerves at last must yield } 
They tame hut one another still. 

Marly or late 
They stoop to fate, 

And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your blow ; 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds : 
Upon death's purple altar now 
fc!cp where the \ie.tor victim bleeds. 

All heads must come 
To the cold tomb : 

Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom, in the dug. 

§ lift. Song, (tilderoy. 

He was a lantou* robber, who li\ril about (he middlo 
of the 17th century, if wo may credit flic hUlorioa 
and story -hooks ol‘ highwaymen, which relate ninny 
improbable louts uf him, as his rolihiiu; Cardinal 
Kichclicti, Oliver Cromwell, &c. Hut these hlnries 
ha\c, probably, no other authurity than the records 
of lamb Street. 

Gildekoy was a bonnic boy, 

Had roses lull his shoone, 

His stockings were of silken soy, 

Wi’ garters hanging doune : 

It was, I wccnc, a coinclic sight, 

To see sac trim a hoy ; 
lie was. my joy and heart's delight, 

My handsome Gilderoy. 

Oli ! sike two charming cen he had. 

A/breath ns sweet as rose ; 

He in ever ware a Highland plaid, 

Dut costly silken clothes. 

He gain’d the luvc of ladies gay, 

Nanc eir tull him was coy, 

Ah ! wac is mec ! 1 mourn the day, 

For my dear Gilderoy. 

My Gilderoy and I were bom 
Baith in one toun together ; * 

We scant were seven years beforh 
We gan to luvc each other ; 

Our daddies and our mammies they 
Were fill’d wi’ mickle joy, .* 

To think upon the bridal day 
Twist me and Gilderoy. 
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For Gilderoy, that luve of mine, 

(Judo faith, 1 freely bought 

A wedding sark of Holland fine, 

Wi’ silken flowers wrought : 

And lie gied me a wedding ring, 
Which 1 receiv’d with joy ; 

Naojad nor lassie cir could sing 
-/Like me and Gildcroy. 

Wi’ mickle joy we spent our prime, 
Till we were hsiith sixteen. 

And alt we past, the lnngsome time 
Among the leaves sae green ; 

Aft on the banks we'd sit us thair, 
And sweetly kiss and toy ; 

Wi’ garlands gay wad deck my hair 
My handsome Gilderoy. 

Oh ! that he still had been content 
Wi’ vne to lead his life ! 

Hut, ah ! his manta’ heart was bent 
To stir m feats of strife ! 

And he in many a venturous deed 
His courngfc bauld wad try ; 

And now tilts gars mine heart to bleed 
For my dear Gildcroy. 


And when of me his leave he tuik. 

The tears they wet mine ee ; 

I gave tull him a parting luik, 

,f My benisiyi gang wi" thee ! 

(lod speed flice well, mine ain dear heart, 
For gane is all my joy; 

My heart is rent, sith we maun part, 

Mv, ’^mdsomc Gildcroy !” 

My (jilderoy, baitli far and near, 

Was fear’d in ev’ry toun, 

And hauldly bare away the gear 
Of many a lawlaml louii : 

Nano cir durst meet him mail to man, 

He was sac brave a boj ; 

At length wi’ numbers lie was tane, 

My winsome (jilderoy. 




Wae worth the loun that made the laws. 
To hang a man lor gear, 

To reave of life for ox or ass, 

- FTlr sheep, or horse, or marc : 

Had not their laws been made sae strict, 
f ncir had lost my joy ; 

Wi’ sorrow neir had wat my cheek . 

For my dear (jilderoy. 

GifF Gildcroy had done amisse, 

1 [e mought hac bnnisht been j 
Ah ! what sair cruelty is this, 

To hang sike handsome men ! 

To hang the flower o' Scottish land, 

Sae sweet and fair a boy ; 

Nao lady had so while a hand 
As thee, my Gildcroy. 


Of Gildcroy sac fraid they were, 
'■They bound him mickle strong, 

Tull Ede «burrow they led him thair, 
And, (Jn a gallows hung : 

TJioyfoing him high aboon the rest, 
Jfiiavasso t-rim a boy : 

I Thair Tly’crthc youth whom I lued best. 
/ My handsome Gilderoy. 


Thus having yielded up his breath, 
l bare his corpse away ; 

Wi’ tears, that trickled for his death, 

I wnsht his coinelyc clay ; 

And siker in a grave sae deep 
I laid the dcar-lucd boy, 

And now for evir maun i weep 
My winsome Gilderoy. 
yS H9. Song. Gilderoy. Campbell. 
Tim: last, the fatal hour is come, 

Thai bears iny love from me ; 

I hear the dead note of the drum, 

1 mark the gallows tree ! 

The hell lias tolled ; it shakes my heart ; 

The trumpet speaks thy name ; 

And must my Gilderoy depart 
To hear a death of shame ? 

No bosom trembles for thy doom *, 

! No mourner wipes a tear ; 

The gallows’ loot is all thy lomb, 

Tlic sledge, is all thy bier ! 

Oh, Gilderoy! bethought we then 
So soon, so sad, to part. 

When first in Muslin's lovely irlen 
You triumphed o'er my heart 1 
Yotu locks they glittered to the sheen, 

Your hunter garb was trim ; 

And gincclul was the ribbon green 
That bound your manly limb ! 

Ah ! little thought T to deplore 
Those limbs in letters hound; 

Or hear, upon thy seallbld floor, 

The midnight hammer sound. 

Ye cruel, cruel, that combined 
The truiltlcss to pursue; 

My (Jilderoy was ever kind, 

He could not injure yon ! 

A long adieu ! but where shall fly 
Thy widow all forlorn, 

When every mean and cruel eye 
Regards my woo with scorn ! 

Yes ! they will mock thy widow’s tears, 

And hate thine orphan boy ; 

Alas ! his infant beauty wears 
The form of Gilderoy ! 

Then will I seek the dreary rnound 
That vvrapj thy mouldering clay ; 

And weep and linger on the ground, 

And sigh my heart away. 

§ 90. Pong. The Harper. Campbell. 
On the green hanks of {Shannon, when Slice- 
lab was nigh, 

No blithe Irish lad was so happy as I ; 

No harp like my own could so cheerily play, 
And wherever I went was in y poor dog ’fray. 
When, at last, I was forced from my »Sheclah 
to part, 

She said, (while the sorrow was big at her 
heart,) [away ; 

" Oh ! remember your Sheelgh when far, far 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog 
Tray.” 


x 2 
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Poor dog ! he was faithful and kind, to be sure, 
And he constantly loved me, although I was 
poor} [less away, 

When the sour-looking folks sent me heart- 
I had always a friend in my poor dog Tray. 
When the road was so dark, and the nigbt was 
SO<*ld, 

And Pat frirat his dog were grown weary and old, 
How snugly we slept in my old coat of gray, 
And he licked me for kindness — my poor dog 
Tray. 

Though my wallet was scant, I remembered 
his case, 

Nor refused my last crust to his pitiful face) 
llut he died at my feet on a cold winter day, 
And I played a sad lament for my poor dog 
Tray. 

Where now shall I go, poor, forsaken, and blind? 
Can 1 find one to guide me, so faithful and kind ? 
To my sweet native village, so far, far away, 

I can never more return with my poor dog Tray. 

§ 91. Ye Mariners of England. A Naval Ode. 

Campbell. 

Yk Mariners of England ! 

That guard our native seas ; 

Whose flag has braved, a thousand years, 

The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe ! 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy tempests blow ; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave 1 — 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 

And Ocean was their grave : 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

"While the stormy tempests blow ; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the Btormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no, bulwark, 

No towers along the steep; j 

Her march is o’er the mountain waves, 

Her home is on the deep ! 

With thunders from her native oak, 

She quells the floods below — 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy tempests blow j 
When the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn ; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 


$<J2. Song. Battle qf the Baltic. Campbell. 
Or Nelson and the North, 

Sings the glorious day’s renown, 

When to battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Denmark’s crown, 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone j 
By each gun the lighted brand, \ 

In a bold, determined hand, 

And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. — 

Like leviathans afloat, 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine ; 

While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line : 

It was ten of April morn by the chime: 

As they drifted on their path, 

There was silence deep as death ; , 

And the boldest held his breath 
For a time. — 

I tut the might of England flushed 
To anticipate the scene ; 

And her van the fleeter rushed 
O’er the deadly space between. 

“ Hearts of oak!” our captains cried; when 
each gun 

From its adamantine lips 

Spread a death-shade round the ships, 

Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. — 

Again ! again ! again ! 

And the havoc did not‘ slack, 

Till a feeble cheer the Dane 
To our cheering sent us back j — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — » 
Then ceased — and all is wail, 

As they strike the shattered sail ; 

Or, in a conflagration pale, 

Light the gloom. — 

Outspoko the victor then, 

As he hailed them o’er the wave, 

“ Ye are brothers ! ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save : — 

So peace, instead of death, let us bring. 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet, 

With the crews, at England’s feet, 

And mafte submission meet 
To our king.” — 

Them Denmark blessed our chief, 

That! he gave her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of joy and grief 
Propi her people wildly rose, 

As Death withdrew his shades from the day. 
While the sun looked smiling bright 
O’er a wide and woeful sight, 

Where the fires of funeral light 
Died away. — 

Now joy, old England, raise ! 

For the tidings of thy might, 

By the festal cities’ blaze, 

While the wine cup shines in Jjght ; 

And yet, amidst that joy and uprOwi, '* 

Let us think of them that sleep. 



BOOS VI.] 

Full many a ftfthom deep. 

By thy wild and stormy steep, 

Elsinore ! 

Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride 
Once so faithful and so true, 

On the deck of fame that died,— 

WWi the gallant, good Riou :* 

•*^ft sigh the winds of heaven o’er their grave ! 
While the billow mournful rolls, 

And the mermaid's song condoles, 

Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave ! — 
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$ 93. Song . Hanks of the Rhine. Byron. 
The castled crag of Drachenfels 
Frowns o'er the wide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear tho vine, 

And hills all rich with blossom'd trees, 

And fields which promise corn and wine, 

And scatter'd cities crowning these, 

Whose Far white walls along them shine, 
Have strew'd a scene, which I should sec 
With double joy wert thou with me ! 

And peasant girls, with deep-blue eyes. 

And hands which offer early flowers, 

Walk smiling o'er this paradise ; 

Above, the frequent feudal towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray ; 
And many a rock which steeply lours, 

And noble arch in proud decay, 

Loojft Jpr this vale of vintage-bowers ; 

But one thing want these banks of Rhine, — 
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine ! 
i send tho lilies given to me ; 

Though long before thy hand they touch, 

1 know that they must wither'd bo, 

But yet reject them not as such ; 

For I have cherish'd them as dear, 

Because they yet tnay meet thine eye, 

And guide thy soul to mine, even here, 

When thou bchold'st them drooping nigh, 

And know'st them gather’d by tho Rhine, 
/mfToflcr'd from- my heart to mine ! 

The river nobly foams and flows, 

The charm of this enchanted ground, 

And all its thousand turns disclose * 

Some fresher beauty varying cound ; 

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 
Through life to dwell delighted here ; 1 
Nor could on earth a spot be found 
To nature and to me so dear, 

Could thy dear eyes, in following mine, 

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine ! 

$94. Song. My native Land — adieu. Byron. 

^lDieu, adieu! my native shore 
* .Fades o'dr the waters blue j 
The nig\l- winds sigh, the breakers roar, 

And. shrieks the wild seamew. 

,A Captain Riou, justly entitled the gallant and the 
Nelson, when he wrote home his de~ 


Von sun that sets upon the sea 
We follow in his flight ; 

Farewell awhile to him and thee, 

My native land— Good Night ! 

A few short hours and he will rise 
To give the Morrow birth ; 

And I shall hail the main and skies. 

But not my mother Earth. 

Deserted is my own good hall ; % 

Its hearth is desolate ; 

Wild weeds arc gathering on the wall ; 
My dog howls at the gate. 

" Come hither, hither, my little page ! 

Why dost thou weep and wail ? 

Or dost thou dread the billows' rage, 

Or tremble at the gale 7 
But dash the tear-drop from thine eye j 
Our ship is swift and strong : 

Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly 
More merrily along." 

" Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 
1 fear not wave nor wind ] 

Yet marvel not. Sir Childc, that I 
Am sorrowful in mind ; 
i For I have from my father gone, 

A mother whom 1 love, 

And have no friend, save these alone, 

But the© — and one above. 

“ My father blcss'd me fervently, 

Yet did not much complain $ c 

But sorely will my mother sigh 
Till I come back again.” — 
u Enough, enough ! my little lad, 

Such tears become thine eye : 

If I thy guileless bosom bad 
Mine own would not be dry ! 

“ Come hither, hither, my stanch yeoman. 
Why dost thou look so pale 7 
Or dost thou dread a French focman ? 

Or shiver at the gale 7" — 

11 Dcem’st thou I tremble for my life 7 
Sir Childe, I’m not so weak ; 

But thinking on an absent wife 
Will blanch a faithful check. 

“ My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall. 
Along the bordering lake. 

And when they on their father call, 

What answer shall she make 7” — 
lt Enough, enough, my yeoman good. 

Thy grief let none gainsay; 

But I, who am of lighter inood, 

Will laugh to flee away. 

“ For who would trust the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour 7 
Fresh feres will dry the bright-blue eyes 
We late saw streaming o’er. 

For pleasures past 1 do not grieve. 

Nor perils gathering near ; 

My greatest grief is that I leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

“ And now I'm in the world alone, 

Upon the wide, wide sea ; 
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Bat why should I for others groan, 

When none will sigh for me ? 

Perchance my dog will whine in vain, 

Till fed by stranger hands j 
But long ere 1 come back again. 

He’d tear me where he stands. 

" With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine ; 

Nor care what land thou bcar’st me to, 

So not again to mine. 

"Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves ! 

And, when you fail my sight, 

Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves ! 

My native land — Good Night 1" 

§ 93. Song. The world is bright btfore thee. 

IIalleck. 

The world is bright before thee ; 

its summer flowers are thine 5 
Its calm blue sky is o'er thee j 
Thy bosom virtue’s shrine : 

And thine the sunbeam given 
To nature's morning hour : 

Pure, warm, as when from heaven 
It burst on Eden’s bower. 

There is a song of sorrow — 

The death-dirge of the gay — 

That tells, ere dawn of morrow, 

These charms may melt away 3 
That sun’s bright beam be shaded, 

That sky be blue no more, 

The summer flowers be faded, 

And youth’s Warm promise o’er. 

Believe it not : though lonely 
Thy evening home may be j 
Though beauty's bark can only 
Float on a summer sea 5 
Though Time thy bloom is stealing, 

There’s still, beyond his art, 

The wild-flowcr wreath of feeling — 

The sunbeam of the heart ! 

$ <JG. Lamentation for the Death of Celin. 

Lockhart. 

At the gate of old Granada, when all its bolts 
are barr’d, 

At twilight, at the Vega gate, there is a tram- 
pling heard 5 

There is a trampling heard, as of horses tread- 
ing slow, 

And a weeping voice of women, and a heavy 
sound of woe. 

11 What tower is fall’n, what star is set, what 
chief come these bewailing V 9 
41 A tower is fall’n, a star is set. Alas! alas, 
for Celin !” 

Three times they knock, three times they cry, 
and wide the doors they throw : 
Dejectedly they enter, and mournfully they go : 
In gloomy lines they mustering stand beneath 
the hollow porch, 

Each horseman grasping in his hand a black 
and flaming torch ; 
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Wet is each eye as they go by,' and all around • 
is wailing, 

For all have heard the misery. “ Alas ! alas, 
for Celin !” r 

Him, yesterday, a Moor did slay, of Bcncerra- * 
jo’s blood, [blcs s^nod ; 

’Twas at the solemn jousting; around the \o- 
Tlic nobles of the land were there, and the lit- I. 
dies bright and fair 

Look’d from their lattic’d windows, the haugh- 
ty sight to share ; 

But now the nobles all lament, the ladies are 
bewailing, 

For lie was Granada’s darling knight. “ Alas ! 
alas, for Celin !’’ 

Before him ride his vassals, in order two by 
two, 

With ashes on their turbans spread, most piti- 
ful to vie.w ; 

Behind him his four sisters, each wrapt in sa- 
ble veil, 

Between the tambour’s dismal strokes take up 
their doleful talc ; 

When stops the mullled drum, ye hear their 
brotherlcss bewailing, 

And all the people, far and near, cry, — “ Alas ! 
alas, for Celin !” 

(), lovely lies he on the bier above the purple 
pall, 

The flower of all Granada’s youth, tl ,# » love- 
liest of them all ; [is pale, • 

His dark, dark eyes are clos’d, and Ins rosy lip * ’ 
The crust of blood lies black and dim upon hip * 
burnish’d mail, 

And evermore the hoarse tambour breaks in 
upon their wailing, 

Its sound is like no earthly sound, — “Alas! 
alas, for Celin !” 

The Moorish inaid at the lattice stands, the 
Moor stands at his door, 

One inaid is wringing of her hands, and qnc is 
weeping sore : * 

Down to the dust men bow their heads, and 
ashes black they strew, 

Upon thoir broider’d garments of crimson, 
green, and blue — 

Before each gate the bier stands still, then 
‘bursts the loud bewailing, 

From door and lattice, high and low — “ Alas ! 
alas, for Celin !” 

An old, old woman cometh forth, when she 
hears the people cry ; [eye. 

Her hair is white as silver, like horn her glazed . 
’Twas she that nurs’d him at her breast, that j* 
nurs’d him long ago ; . ' 

She knows not whom they all lament, but 
soon she well shall know — ^ 

With ono deep shriek she through doth break, 

when her cars receive their wailing—'- / 
“ Let me kiss my Celin ere 1 ’ dlS^Alas-'! alasTT"*" 
for Colin!” ’ ' 
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5 97. Song . Cfentle river , gfintfc rturr : trans- 
lated from the Spanish. Pehcy. 

Although the Knglish are remarkable for the number 
and varioty of theV ancient, ballads, and rotnin, 
porhaps, a greater fundness for these old simple 
rhapsodies of their uncchtors than most other na- 
tions, yot they arn not the ouly people who have 
riw*,ingiiishcd themselves by compositions of this 
Iftud. The Spaniards have great multitudes of 
them, many of which are of the highest merit. 
They cull them, in tlieir language, Romances. 
Most, of them rehilo to their conflicts with 1 ho 
Moors, and display a spirit of gallantry peculiar 
to that romantic people. Thu two following are 
sjKfcimens. 


Near him fighting, great Alonzo 
Stout resists the pavuim bands; 

From his slaughter'd steed dismounted, 
Firm intrench'd behind him stands. 
Furious press the. hostile squadron, 

‘ Furious he repels their rage. 

Loss of blood at length enfeebles : 

Who can war with thousands wage ? 
Where yon rock the plain o’ershadows, 
("lose beneath its foot retir'd, 
Fainting sunk the bleeding hero, 

And without a groan expir’d. 


(jlfcN ri.F. river, gentle river, 

Lo, thy streams arc stain'd with gore; 
Many a brave and noble captain 
Floats along thy willow'd shore. 

All beside thy limpid waters, 

All beside thy sand so bright, 

Moorish chiefs, and Christian warriors. 

Join'd in fierce and mortal light. 

Lords and dukes, and noble princes, 

Oil thy fatal banks were slain . 

Fatal banks, that gave to slaughter 
All the pride and llow’r of .Sp.uu ! 
There the hero, brave Alonzo, 

Full of wounds and glory died j 
There the fcarjess Lrdiales 
Fell a victim by his side. 

Lo ! where yonder Don Saavedra 

Through their squadrons slow retires ; 
Proirtl Seville his native city, 

Proud Seville his worth admires. 


('lose behind, a renegado 

Loudly shouts, with taunting cry: 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saavedra ! 
Dost thou from the battle fly ? 
u Well 1 know thee, haughty Christian ; 

Long 1 liv'd beneath thy roof; 

Oft Pve, in the lists of glory, 

Seen thee win the prize of proof. 

11 Well I know thy aged pari .its, 

-- 'TV' ell thy blooming bride 1 know ; 
Seven years 1 was thy captive. 

Seven years of pain and woe. 

M May onr Prophet grant my wishes*. 
Haughty chief, thou shaft be mine : 
Thou shalt drink that cup of sorrow 
Which I drank when 1 was thine !” 


Like a lion turns the warrior, 

Back he scuds an angry glare : 
Whizzing came the Moorish javelin, 
Vainly whizzing through the air. 
Back the hero, full of fury, 

Sent a deep and mortal wound : 
Instant sunk the renegado 
Mute and lifeless on the ground. 


Wifli a thousand Moors surrounded, 
.Brave Saavedra stands at hay : 
Wearied out, but uover daunted, 

/ Gold at length the warrior lay. 


§ 93. Alcanzor and Zrtida , a Moorish Tale 
imitated from the Spanish. Pkhi y. 
Softly blow the evening breezes, 

Softly fall the dews of night ; 

Yonder walks the Moor Alcanzor, 

Shunning ov’ry glare of light. 

In yon pulare lives liur Znidn, 

Whom lie loves with flame so pure . 
Loveliest she of Moorish ladies, 
lie a young and noble Moor. 

Waiting for (It’ appointed minute, 

(Ml he juia-s to ami fro ‘ 

Stojqnng now. now moving forwards, 
Sometimes quick, and sometimes slow. 
Hope and fear alternate tease him, 

Oil lie sighs with heartfelt care. 

See, fond youth, to yonder window , 

Softly stejis the tim'rous fair. 

Lovely seems the moon's fair lustre 
To the lost benighted swain, 

When nil silvery bright she rises, 

(hiding mountain, grove, and plain. 

Lovely secins the sun's full glory 
To the fainting seaman's eyes, 

When, some horrid storm dispersing, 

O’er the wave his rudiance lhe.s. 

But a thousand times more lovely 
To her logging lover's sight, 

Steals, half -seen, the beauteous maiden 
Through the glimmerings of the night. 
Tip-toe stands the anxious lover, 
Whispering forth a gentle sigh : 

“ Alla keep thee, lovely lady ! 

Tell me, am 1 doom'd to die ? 

“ Is it true, the dreadful stoiy 
Which thy damsel tolls my page, 

That, seduc’d by sordid riches, 

Thou wilt soli thy bloom to ago l 
“ An old lord from Antiqucra 
Thy stern father brings along ; 

But canst thou, inconstant Zaida, 

Thus consent my love to wrong 7 
" If 'tis true, now plainly tell me, 

Nor thus trifle with my woes ; 

Hide not then from ine the secret 
Which the world so clearly knows." 
Deeply sigh'd the conscious maiden, 

While the pearly tears descend; 
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* Ah ! my lord, loo true the story ; 

Here our tender loves must end ! 

u Our fond friendship is discover’d, 

Well are known our mutual vows 3 
All my friends are full of fury j 
Storms of passion shake the house. 

“ Threats, reproaches, fears, surround me 3 
My stern father breaks my heart ; 

Alla knows how dear it costs me, 

Gen'rous youth, from thee to part ! 

tl Ancient wounds of hostile fury 
Long have rent our house and thine ; 

Why then did thy shining merit 
Win this tender heart of mine ? 

u Well thou know’st how dear I lov'd thee, 
Spite of all their hateful pride, 

Though I fear'd my haughty father 
Ne’er would let me be thy bride. 

“ Well thou know’st what cruel chidings 
Oft I’ve from my mother borne, 

What I’ve suffer’d here to meet thee 
Still at eve and early morn. 

u I no longer may resist them ; 

All to force my hand combine ; 

And, to-iuorrow to thy rival 
This weak frame I must resign ! 

° Vet, think not thy faithful Zaida 
Can survive so great a wrong ; 

Well my breaking heart assures me 
That my woes will not be long ! 

u Farewell, then, my dear Alcanzor ! 

Farewell too my life with thee ! 

Take this scarf, a parting token j 
When thou wear’st it, think on me. 

" Soon, lov’d youth, some worthier maiden 
Shall reward thy gen’rous truth 3 
Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida 
Died for thee in prime of youth !” 

To him, all amaz’d, confounded, 

Thus she did her woes impart : 

Deep he Bigh’d j then cried, “ O, Zaida ! 

Do not, do not break my heart I 

u Canst thou think 1 thus will lose thee ? 

Canst thou hold my love so small ? 

No 3 a thousand times I’ll perish ! 

My curst rival too shall fall. 

“ Canst thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ? 

O, break forth, and fly to me ! 

This fond heart shall bleed to save thee, 
These fond arms shall shelter thee.” 

“ ’Tis in vain ! in vain, Alcanzor ; 

Spies surround me, bars secure : 

Scarce I steal this last dear moment, 

While my damsel keeps the door ! 

“ Hark ! I hear my father storming ! 

Hark, I hear my mother chide ! 

I must go ; farewell for ever! 

Gracious Alla be thy guide !” 


$ 99 . Song . Tht battle qf the Kegs. 

Hopkihsor. 

Gallants, attend, and heir a friend 
Thrill forth harmonious ditty : 

Strange things I’ll tell, which late befell 
In Philadelphia city. 

’Twas early day, as poets say, 

Just when the sun was rising, 

A soldier stood on log of wood, 

And saw a sight surprising. 

As in a maze he stood to gaze, — 

The truth can’t be denied, sir, — 

He spied a score of kegs or more, 

Come floating down the tide, sir. 

A sailor, too, in jerkin blue, 

The strange appearance viewing, 

First damn'd his eyes, in great surprise, 

Then said — 11 Some mischief’s brewing. 

“ These kegs now hold the rebels bold. 

Pack’d up like pickled herring ; 

And they’re come down t’ attack the town 
In this new way of ferry’ng.” 

The soldier flew, the sailor too 3 
And, scar’d almost to death, sir, 

Wore out their shoes, to spread the news, 

And ran till out of breath, sir. 

Now up and down, throughout the town. 

Most frantic scenes were acted 3 
And some ran here, and some ran there. 

Like men almost distracted. 

Some fire cried, which some denied. 

Hut said the earth had quaked : 

And girls and boys, with hideous noise. 

Ran through the town half naked. 

Sir William* he, snug as a flea, 

Lay all this time a snoring 3 
Nor dreamt of harm, as he lay warm 
In bed with Mrs. L*r*ng. 

Now, in a fright, he starts upright, 

Awak’d by such a clatter : 

Ile’rubs both eyes, and boldly cries, t . 

“ For God’s sake ! what’s the matter 1 ” 

At his bed-side he then espied 
Sir Erskine,t at command, sir 3 
Upon one foot he had one boot, 

And t’ other in his hand, sir. 
lt Arise ! arise !” Sir Erskine cries 3 
“ The rebels — more’s the pity — 

Without a lioat, are all on float, 

And rang'd before the city. 

“ The motley crew, in vessels new, 

With Satan for their guide, sir, 

Pack’d up in bags, or wooden kegs. 

Come driving down the tide, sir : 

11 Therefore prepare for bloody war 3 
These kegs must all be routed, " 

Or surely we despis’d shall be, 

And British courage doubted.” 

* Sir William Howe. f Sir William EfsUner ^ 
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The Royal bailti now ready stand, 

All rang’d in dread array, sir, 

With stomachs stout, to sec it out, 

And make a bloody day, sir. 

The cannons roar from shore to shore, 

The small arms make a rattle : 

Since wars began, I’m sure no man 
E’er saw so strange a battle. 

The rebel* vales, the rebel dales, 

With rebel trees surrounded, 

The distant woods, the hills and floods, 

With rebel echoes sounded. 

The fish below swam to and fro, 

Attack'd from ev’ry quarter; 
u Why, sure,” thought they, “ the Devil’s to pay 
’Mong’st folks above the water.’’ 

The kegy, ’tis said, though strongly made 
Of rebel staves and hoops, sir, 

Could not oppose their pow'rful foes, 

The conqu’ring British troops, sir. 

From morn tonight those men of might 
Display’d amazing courage ; 

And when the sun was fairly down, 

Retir’d to sup their porridge. 

A hundred men, with each a pen. 

Or more, upon my word, sir. 

It is most true, , would be too few 
Their valor to record, sir. 


I cannae clmse, but ever will 
Be luving to thy father stil : 

Whair-eir he gae, whair-eir he ryde, 

My love with him maun still abyde : 

In weil or wae, whair-eir he gae, 

Mine hart can ueir depart him frae. 

Balow, die. 

But doe not, doe not, prettie mine, 

To faynings fals thine hart incline : 

Be loyal to thy luvcr trew. 

And nevir change hir for a new ; 

If gude or fairc, of hir have care, 

For womens banning’s wondcrous sair. 

Balow, fee. 

Bairnc, sin thy cruel father is gane, 

Thy winsome smiles maun eisc iny pame : 
My babe and I’ll together live, 

He’ll comfort me when cares doe grieve : 
My babe and I right salt will ly, 

And quite forget man’s cruelty. 

Balow, fee. 

Farewcil, farewcil, thou falsest youth, 
That ever kist a woman’s mouth ! 

I wish all maids be warn’d by nice, 

Nevir to trust man’s curtesy j 
For if wc doe hot chance to bow. 

They ’lie use us than they care not how. 
Balow, my babe, ly stiL and slcipc ! 

It grieves me sair to see thee weipe. 


Such feats did they perform that day 
Upon those wicked kegs, sir, 

That yea?s to come, if they get home, 

They’ll make their boasts and brags, sir. 

$ 100. Lady Ann Bothwell's Lament. 

A Scottish Song. 

A laily of quality, of the numo of Uolhwcll, or rather 
Has well, having been, together with her child, de- 
serted by her husband, or lover, composed this pa- 
thetic ballad liersclf. 

Balow, my babe, ly stil and sleipe ! 

It grieves me sair to see thee weipe ; 

If thoust be silent, Isc be glad ; 

Thy m aining maks my heart fut sad. 

my boy, thy mithers joy, 

Thy father brcidcs me great annoy. 

Balow, iny babe, ly stil and sleipe ! 

It grieves me sair to see thee werpe. 
When he began to court my luve, 

And with his sugred words to muve, 

His faynings fuls, and flattering cheire, 

To me that time did not appeire : 

But now I see, most cruel! hee 
Cares neither for my babe nor mee. 

Balow, fee. 

Ly stil, my darlinge, sleipe awhile, 

'Wind when thou wakest sweitly smile : 

But smile not, aB thy father did, 

To cozen maids ; nay, God forbid ! 

But* yette I feire, thou wilt gae noire, 

Thy fathcris hart and face to beire. 

• Balow, fee. 

*.The British officers were so fond of the word 
reftl,"that they often applied it most absurdly. 


$ 101. Song. Corydon’s doleful Knell. 

The burthen of the song, Ding, Dong, &e. is, at pres- 
ent, appropriated tohuilosqiiu subjects, and there- 
fore may oxcito only ludicrous idcus in a modern 
reader ; but in tho timo of our poet it usually ac- 
companied tho most solemn and mournful strains. 

My Phillida, adieu, love ! 

For evermore farewell ! 

Ay me 1 I’ve lost my true Jove, 

And thus I ring her knell. 

Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong. 

My Phillida is dead ! 

I’ll stick a branch of willow 
At my fair Phillis’ head. 

For my fair Phillida 
Our bridal bed was made : 

But, ’stead of silkes so gay, 

She in her shroud is laid. 

Her corpse shall be attended 
By m&idcs in faire array, 

Till th’ obsequies are ended, 

And she is wrapt in clay. 

Her herse it shall'be carried 
By youths that do excel ; 

And when that she is buried, 

1 thus will ring her knell. 

A garland shall be framed 
By art and nature’s skill, 

Of sundry-color’d flowers. 

In token of good-will ;* 


Ding, dee. 


Ding, Sec. 


Ding, See. 


Ding, fee. 


* It is a custom, in many parts of England, to carry 
a fine garland before the eorpae of a woman who dies 
unmarried. 
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And sundry-color’d ribands 
On it 1 will bestow ; 

But chiefly blacke and yellowe 
With her to grave shall go. Ding, dec. 

I’ll deck her tomb with flowers, 

The rarest ever seen j 
And with my tears, as showers, 

I’ll keepe them fresh and green. Ding, &c. 
Instead of fairest colors, 

Set forth with curious art/ 

Her image shall be painted 
On my distressed heart. Ding, &c. 

And thereon shall be graven 
Her epitaph so faire, 

11 Here lies the loveliest maiden 

That e’er gave shepherd care.” Ding, A c. 
In sable will 1 mournc j 

Blackc shall lie all iny wcede : 

Ay me ! \ am forlornc, 

Now Thillida is dead. Ding, &c. 

$ 102. The old and young Courtier. 

The subject of this excellent old sung is a comparison 
iK'tweon the manners of the old gcnlry, as btill sub- 
sist ini' in the times of KliznliPth, nod tlie modern 
refinements uJlbctcd by fhuir sous in tbo reigns of 
her successors. 

An old song made by ail aged old pate, 

Of an old worshipful gentleman who had a 
great estate, 

That kept a brave old house at a bountiful rate, 
And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate j 
Like an old courtier of the queen's, 

And the queen’s old courtier. 

With an old lady whoso anger one word 
asswages ; [wages, 

They every quarter paid their old servants their 
And never knew what belonged to coachman, 
footmen, nor pages, [budges ; 

But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and 
lake an old courtier, &c. 

With an old study fill'd full of learned old books, 
With an old reverend chaplain, you might 
know him by bis looks, 

With an old buttery-hatch worn quite off the 
hooks, 

And an old kitchen that maintain'd half a 
dozen ohl cooks ; '* 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old hall, hung about with pikes, guns, 
and bows, 

With old swords, and bucklers, that had borne 
many slirowde blows, 

And an old frize coat, to cover his worship’s 
trunk hose, [nose, 

And a cup of old sherry to comfort his copper 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With a good old fashion, when Christmassc 
was come, 

To call in all his old neighbors with bagpipe 
and drum, 


With good cheer enough to furnish every old 

room, * 

And old liquor able to make a cat speak, and 
man dumb j t . 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old falconer, huntsman, and a kennel 
of hounds, [grounds. 

That never hawked nor hunted but in his owu # r 
Who, like a wise man, kept himself within liis 
own bounds, 

And when lie dyed gave every child a thousand 
good pounds j 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

But to liis eldest son his house and land lie as- 
sign'd, 

Charging him in his will to keep the old bouu- 
tiiull mind, 

To be good to his old tenants, and to his neigh- 
bors be kind : 

But in the ensuing ditty you shall hear liow ho 
was inclin’d, 

Like a young courtier of thd king's, 

And the king's young courtier. 

Like a flourishing young gallant, newly come 
to his land, [command, 

Who keeps a brace of painted madams at bis 
And takes up a thousand pound upon bis 
father’s land, 

And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neither 
go nor stand ! 

Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new-fangled lady, that is dainty, nit'*^ 

and spare, , . 

Who never knew what belonged to good ( 
house-keeping, or care ; 

Who buys gaudy-color 'd fans to play with 
wanton air, 

And seven or eight diflbrent dressings of other 
women's hair ; 

Like a young courtier, Ax. 

With a new-iashion'd hall, built where, the old 
one stood, ^ ^ 

flung round with new pictures that do tluf ^ 
poor no good, 

With a fine marble chimney, wherein burns 
neither coal nor wood, 

And a new, smooth shovelboard, whereon no 
victuals e’er stood j 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new study stuft full of pamphlets and ’ * 
plays, [prays ; 

And a new chaplain, that swears faster than lie 
Witli a new buttery-hatch that opcnB once in 
four or five days, 

And a new French cook to devise fine kick-'* 
shnws and toys 5 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new fashion, when Christmas is draw- 
ing on, 


* Thi. allude to tlio painted rffijuiH of nlnkLblcr, 0,1 * new j™rn<7 toTarodai. straight wts all 
anciently erected upon tombs and luomiuu'-uts. must be gone, * ^ 
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And leave non to keep house, but our new 
porter John, 

Who relieves the poor with a thump on the 
back with avstonc ; 

Like a young courtier, Ac. 

With a new gentleman -usher, whoso carriage 
is complete, 

With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to 
carry up the meat, 

With a waiting gentlewoman, whose dressing 
is very neat, 

Who, when her lady has din’d, lots the ser- 
vants not eat ; 

Like a young courtier, Ac. 

With new titles of honor bought with his 
lather’s old gold, 

For which sundry of his ancestors’ old manors 
ar«j sold ; [ hold, 

And this is the course most of our new gallants 
Which makes that good house-keeping is now 
grown so cold 

Among tiro young courtiers of the king, 

Or the king’s young courtiers. 

$ 103. Loyally confined. 

This excellent old song i - 4 preserved in David fdnvd’s 
“ Meiimires of those that pull'mcil in tlm rnn-e of 
Charles I.*’ lie speak < of it the cutiipoMt lull of 
11 worthy persnmi".', who sutlcred deeply in 1 hn»e 
tunes, nuit wiH'bt ill living, with no other reward 
Ilian the conscience of having suflered. The 1111 
thor’n name lie has not mentioned ; lint, if tradition 
niu v he credited, this song was written Iiy Sir It. 
li’K'st range. t 

— ' il^ Tr on, proud billows ; Boreas, blow ; 

' Swell, curled waves, high as Jove’s roof} 
Your incivility doth show, 

That innocence is tempest-proof ; 

Though surly Nercus frown, my thoughts arc. 

calm ; [halm. 

Then strike, Aflhction, lor thy wounds are 
That which the world miscalls a jail, 

A private closet is to me : 

Whilst a good conscience is my bail, 

And innocence my liberty 
^Jwj.bars, and solitude, togt :iicr met, 
ake 111 c no prisoner, but an anchoret. 

I, whilst I wish'd to he retir’d, 

Into this private room was turn’d,. 

As if their wisdoms had conspir'd 
The salamander should be burn’d : 

Or, like those sophists that would drown a fish, 
lam constrain'd to sutler what I wish. 

The cynic loves his poverty ; 

The pelican her wilderness ; 

And *tis the Indiau’s pride to be 
Nuked on frozen Caucasus : 

.Contentment cannot smart 5 Stoics, we see, 
Blake torments easic to their apathy. 

These manacles upon my arm 
-I, as my mistress’ favors, wear ; 

Ancf, for to keep my ancles warm, 

J have some iron shackles there : 

These walls are hut my g'Ufcrison ; this cell, 
Which men call jail, doth ptavc my citadel. 


I’m in the cabinet lock'd up, 

Like some high-prized inargarite, 

Or, like the great mogul or pope. 

Am cloystcr’d up from public sight : 
Retiredness is a piece of majesty, 

And thus, proud Sultan, I’m as great as thee. 
Here sin, for want of food, must starve. 
Where tempting objects arc not seen ; 

And these strong walls do only serve 
To keep vice out, and keep me in : 

Malice, of late, 's grown charitable., sure ; 

I'm not committed, but am kept secure. 

So he that struck at Jason’s life. 

Thinking t’ have made lus purpose sure, 
By a malicious friendly knife, 

Did only wound him to a cure. 

Malice, I see, wonts wit; for what is meant 
Mischief, oltimcs proves favor by th’ event. 
When once my prince afllicfion hath, 
Piuspcrity doth treason seem ; 

And, to make smooth so rough a path, 

I can learn patience from him : 

Now not to suffer shows no loy.il lien I ; 

When kings want ease, subjoc Is mu. f l.eu a 
part. 

What, though I cannot see mv Uht. 

Neither in person or in rein ; 

Yet contemplation is a thing 
That renders wli.it 1 haw not mine- 
My king from me what adannul e.m p.ui, 1 
Whom 1 do wear engraven on my Jhv.i! ! 

Have you not seen the flighting do, 

A prisoner like, coopt in a rage ! 

ITow doth she chant her wonted t.ilo 
In that her narrow hermitage! 

Even then her charming melody doth prow 
That all her bars are trees, her cage a gim*'. 

I nm that bird, whom they combine. 

Thus to deprive of liberty ; 

But though they do my corps enufiee, 

Yet, maugre hate, my soul is fire : 

And though immur’d, yet can 1 chirp, and sing 
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king ! 

My soul is free as ambient air, 

Although uu^iascr part ’s immnw’d, 
Whilst loyaljH^ghta do still repair 
T’ accomp^Finy solitude : 

Although rebellion do my body bindr. 

My king alone can captivate my imndc. 

§ 101. The Braes of Yarroiv, in Imitation of 
the ancient S<;oU Manner ■* 

A . Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny bride, 

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome inarrow, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny bride, 
And think no mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Where gat ye that bonny, bonny bride 7 

Where gat ye that winsome marrow 7 
A. I gat her where 1 dare na wed be seen, 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

* Written by William Hamilton. Ksq., of Ban- 
gour, who died March 35, 1751, aged 5U. 
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Weep not, weep not, my bonny, bonny bride ! 

Weep not, weep not, my winsome marrow ! 
Nor let tby heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Why does she weep, thy bonny, bonny bride 7 
Why does she weep, thy winsome marrow 7 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be seen 
Puing the birks on the BraeB of Yarrow 7 
A. Lang maun she weep, lang maun she, maun 
she weep, [row j 

Lang maun she weep with dule and eor- 
And lang maun l nae mair weil be seen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow : 
For she has tint her luver, Inver dear, 

Her luver dear, the cause of sorrow ; 

And 1 hac slain the comliest swain 
That cir pu’d birks on the firacs of Yarrow. 
Why rins thy stream, O Yarrow, Yarrow 
real? [row? 

Why on thy braes heard the voice of sor- 
Aml why yon niehincholiims weids 
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow 7 
What’s yonder floats 011 the rueful, rueful 
flude 7 

What’s yonder floats ? Odule and sorrow ! 
O, ’tie lie, the comely swain l slew 
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow ! 

Wash, O wash his wounds, his wounds in 
tears, [row ; 

His wounds in tears, with dule and sor- 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 

And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow ! 
Then build, then build, yc sisters, sisters sail, 
Yc sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow ; 

And weep around in waeful wise 
His hapless fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Curse yo, curse ye, his useless, useless shield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of sorrow, 
The fatal spear that pierc’d his breast, 
liis comely breast on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Hid I not warn thee, not to, not to luve 7 
And warn from fight 7 but, to my sorrow. 
Too rashly bauld, a stronger arm 
Thou mett’st, and felljton the Braes of 
Yarrow. JHBl 

Sweet 6 mclls the birk, grows, green 

grows the grass, 

Yellow on Yarrow’s banks the gowan, 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 

Sweet the wo,Ve of Yarrow fjowan. 

Flows Yarrow jswigj»t 7 as sweet, as sweet 
flows Tweed, - * 

As green its grass, its gowan as yellow \ 
As sweet smells on its braes the birk, 

The apple free its rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair, fair indeed thy luve, 
In flow’ry bands thou didst him fetter 5 
Though he was fair, and well beluv’d again, 
Than me he never lov’d thee better. 
Bask ye, then busk, my bonny, bonny bride , 
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow, 


£b<£jk vt. 

Busk yc, and luve me on the 'hanks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yar- 
row. 

B. How can I busk a bonny, bonny bride ? 

How can I busk a winsome marrow 7 

IIow luve him upon the banks of Tweed, 
That slew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow? 

O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain, 

Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover ! 

For there was basely slain my luve, 

My luve, as he had not been a luver ! 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
liis purple vest, ’twas my awn sewing : 

Ah, wretched me ! 1 little, little kenn’d 
lie was in these to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white, milk- 
white steed, 

Uuhcedful of my dule and sorrow; 

But, ere the dcwfall of the night. 

He lay a corpse oil the Braes of Yarrow. 

Much 1 rejoic’d that waeful, waeful day 5 
I sang, my voice the woods returning : 

But lang ere night the spear was flown, 

That slew my luve, and left me mourning. 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage pursue me ? 

My 1 u ver’s blood is on thy spear ! [w 00 c inc 7 
llow canst thou, barbarous man! then 

My happy sisters may be, may be proud ; 
With cruel and ungentle scofliu’, 

May hid me seek on Yarrow’s Braes 
My luver nailed in his coffin ; 

My brother Douglas inay upbraid, upbraid^ 
And strive with ihreatning words to muve * 
me ; 

My lu ver’s blood is on thy spear ! 

How canst thou ever hid me luve thee ? 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve. 
With bridal sheets my body cuver: 

Unbar, yc bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the expected husbande luver. 

But who tho expected husband, hulband is 7 
His hands, methinks, are bath’d in slai'gjjr 
ter : 

Ah, me ! what ghastly spectre’s yon 
Comes in his pale shroud, bleeding after ? 

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 

Take aff, take afif these bridal weids, 

And crown my careful head with willow. 

Pale though thou art, yet best, yet best beluv’d, 
O could my warmth to life restore thee ! 

Yet lyc all night between my briests, 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed ! O luvely, luvely youth, 
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter, 

And lye all night between my briests, # 

No youth shall ever lye there alter.^ *■ 

A. Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride, 
Return, and dryjthy useless sorrowe y 

Thy luver heedt^ncught of thy sight/ ‘ 

' He lies a corpse on the Braes of Yatrow. 
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$ 105. To Althea from Prison. 

This excellent sonnet, which possessed a high decree 
.if fame among the sold cavaliers, whs w ‘ by 
Colonel KichHrd Lovelace, during his confinement 
in the (vute-housp, Westminster ; to which ho wils 

mitred by the House of Common^, In April, 

10-13, fur presenting a petition from tho county of 
Kent, requesting them to restore the king to his 
rights, and to settle the government, Hoe Wood’s 
Athena;, viil. ii. p. 338 j where may ho seen, at 
large, t ho nflTecting story of this elegant writer j 
wh», after having been distinguished for e\ory gal- 
lant and polite accomplishment, the paLtcrn of his 
own sex, ami tho darling of the ladies, died in tho 
lowest wretchedness, obscurity, and want, in 1658. 

When love, with un confined wings, 

Ifovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at my grates ; 

When 1 lye tangled in her hfire, 

And fetter’d with her eye, 

The birds that wanton in the airc 

# Know no such libertic ! 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our carelessc heads with roses crown'd, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 

When thirsty griefe in wine we steepe, 

When healths and drafts goe free, 

Fishes that tipple in the deepe, 

Know no such liberlie. 

When, linnet-like, confined I 
With shriller note ehalj sing 
'i^Spfllercye, sweetness, majestye, 

■And glories, of my king; ( 

When i shall voyce aloud how good 
lie is, how great should be, 

Tli 7 enlarged windes that curie the flood 
Know no such liberlie. 

Stone walls do not a prison make, 

Nor iron barres a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage : 

If I have freedom in my love, 
in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soare above, 

Enjoy such libertie. ( 

$ 106. Childe Waters. " 

Child is frequently used by our old writers as a title. 
It is repeatedly given to Prince Arthur in the fae- 
rie Qjioane : and the son of a king is, in the same 
poem, called “ Child Tristram.” And it ought to 
lie observed that the word tkdd 9 or ehisld 9 is still 
used in North Britain to denominate a man, com- 
monly with some contemptuous character affixed to 
him, but sometimes to denote man in general. 

Childe Waters in his stable stoode, 

• And stroakt his milke-white steede : 

To him a fayre yonge ladye came 

As ever wafo womans weede. 

Sayes* 41 Christ yon save! good Childe Wa- 
• tin ” 

Sayqs*® Christ you save* and see, 

My gjrdle of gold, that wasVtoo longe, 

Is now too short for raee. 
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a And all is with one childe of yours, 

I feele sturro at my side : 

My gowne of greene it is too strait; 

Before, it was too wide.” 

11 If the childe be mine, ihyre Ellen,’ 7 he sayd, 
“ Be mine, ns yon tell me ; 

Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both. 
Take them your owne to bee. 

“ If the childe he mine, fayre Ellen, he myd, 
lie mine, as you doe swearo; 

Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both, 
And make that childe your heyre. 7 ’ 

►Shoe sayea, 44 I had rather have one kino, 

( Hiildc Waters, of thy mouth, [both. 

Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 
That lyc by north and southe. 

“ And I had rathfjr have one twinkling, 

Childe Waters, of thine ee; [both, 

Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 
To take them mine owne to bee.” 

41 To-morrow, Ellen, I must forth ryde 
Farr into the north countrcc ; 

The fayrest ladye that I can findc, 

Ellen, must goe with mce.” 

“ Thoughe I am not that ladye fayre, 

Yet let me goe with thee : 

And ever, I pray you, Childe Waters, 

Your foot-page let me lice.’ 7 
“ If you will my foot-page-beo, Ellen, t 
As you doe tell to mee. 

Then you must cut your gowne of grcenc 
An inch above your knee. 
lt Soe must you doe your yeilowe lockes, 

An inch atiove your ec j 
You must tell no man what is my name : 

My foot-page then you shall bee. 77 
Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode. 
Ran barefoot by his syde ; 

Yet was he never soe courteous a knighte, 

To say, “ Ellen, will you ryde 7” 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode. 
Ran barefoote thorow the broome j 
Yet was he never soe courteous a knighte, 

To say, " Put on your shoone. 77 
44 Ride sofllye,” ghee sayd , u O, Childe Waters, 
Why doe yotiUlde bo fast 7 
The childe, which is no man’s but thine. 

My body itt will brast. 77 
Hee sayth, “ Seest thou yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke or brimme 7 77 — 

44 I trust in God, O, Childe Waters, 

You never will see* njfeswimme !” 

But when shee came to the water syde, 

Shee sayled to the chinne; 

“ Nowe the Lorde of Heaven be my speede. 
For I must learne to swimme l 77 
The salt waters bare up her clothes ; 

Our Ladye bare up her chinne : 

Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To see fayre Ellen swimme j 

* Permit, suitor. 




And when shee over the water was, 

Shoe then came to his knee ; 

Hee sayd, “ Come hither, thou fayre Eltfn, 
Loe yonder what I seif i 
" Seest thou not yondef hall, Ellen t ’ 

Of red gold shines the yate : 

Of twenty-four fayre ladyes there, ' % 

The fayrest is my male. 
u Sojlipt thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Offend gold shines the towre : 

There are twenty-four fayfO ladyes there, 
The fayrest is my paromoure.” 

“ I see the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red gold shines the yate : 

Cod give you good now of yoursclfe, 

And of your worthy mateA 
“ 1 sec the hall now, Childe waters, 

Of red gold shines the towre : 

Cod give you good now of yoursclfe, 

And of your paramoure. 7 ’ 

There twenty-four fayre ladyes were 
A playingo at the ball ; 

And Ellen, the fayrest Indye there, 

Must bring his steed to the stall. 

Then? twenty-four fayre ladyes were 
A playingo at the chcsse ; 

And Ellen, the fayrest ladyc there, 

Must bring his liiyse to gresse. 

And t ben bespake Childe Waters sister, 
These were the wordes sayd shee : 

" You have the prettyest page, brother, 

That ever I did sec; 

“ Hut that his bellye it is soc bigge, 

Ills girdle stands soe bye : 

And ever, l pray you, Childe Waters, 

Let him in my chamber lye.* 7 
*' It is not lit for a little foot-page, 

That has run through mosse and myre, 

To lvc in the chamber of any ladye 
That wears so rich attyre. 

“ It is more mectc for a little foot-page, 
That has run through mosse and myre, 

To t ake his supper upon his knee, 

And lye by the kitchen fyw. 7 * 

Now when they had supped every one. 

To tad they took© theyre waye : 
lie sayd, “ Come hither,, my little foot-page, 
And hearken what Isaye : , 

•* Coe thee y tpwnc, 

And lowe 1 ; 

The fayrest lwfye't^^^tLttahst find© 
Hyre, in nuim turineir Id sfeepo ; 

And take her up in thine armes twayne, 

For filing* of her ieete. 77 
Ellen is gone i$tO the townc, 

And lovro info the streete; 

The fayrest ladye that she colde Undo, 

She hyred in his armes to sleepe ; 

And took her up in her armes twayne, 

For filing iaf her feete, 

J * Defiling. 


“ I pray you nowc, good Childe Waters, 

I .tit me lyc at your feete : 

For there is noe place about this house 
Where I may sayc* a sleepe. 77 
lie gave her leave, and fayre Elttn 
l)ownc at his beds feete laye : 

This done, the night drove on apace ; 

And, when it was near the daye, 

lice sayd, “ Rise up, my little foot-page ! 

Clive my steede cornc and haye ; 

And give him nowc the good black oates, 

To carry moe better awaye.’ 7 
Up then rose the fayre Ellen, 

And gave his steede cornc and haye; 

And sue hliec did the. good black oates, 

To carry him better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger s?de, 

And grievously c did grnane : 

Slice leaned licr back to the inangcr side, 

And there she made her moane. 

And that bclieard his mother dearc, 

She heard her woeful woe, 

She sayd, “ Ui.se up, thou Childe Waters, 

And into thy stable goc ; 
i: For in thy stable is a ghost, 

That grievouslye doth groane : 

Or else some woman lal>oures,witii childe. 

She is so woc-begone. 77 
Up then rose Childe Waters soone. 

And did on his sliirtc of silke ; 

And then he put on liis other clothes, 

On his bodyc as white as inilke. 

And when he cainc to the stable dorc. 

Full still there hee did bland. 

That he might heare his fayre Ellen, 
llowe slice made her mom'ind.t 
Shee sayd, Lullabyc, mine owno dcarc cliil- 
Lullabye, deare childe, dear : 

I wolde thy father wptc a kiiige, . ‘‘ 
Thy mother laycl on a bicre !’ 7 4 v s * 

" Peace, nowc,” hee said, " good fhiHs Ellen, 
Bee of good cheere, I praye ! 

And the bridale and the churchinge bothe 
Shall be upon one daye.” 

$ 107. The King and the ^^er qf Mansfield. 
It has boon a favorite subject, with our English lml- 
lad-nmkers,to represent out kings conversing, t it In r 
by* accidont or design, with the meanest of ilwir 
subjects. Of tho former kind, boshles this snug of 
the Kilig and tho Miller, we have King Henry aiul 
tho Soldier : King James 1. mid tho Tinker j ‘King 
William III. and tho Forester, See. Of the hitter 
sort are King Alfred and tho Shepherd ; King Rd- 
ward IV. and the Tanner *, King Henry VU I. and 
the Cobbler, dec. This is a pmee of groat mitinui ■ 
ty, being written before tho time of Edward I V. I 
and for Its genuine humor, diverting incidents, unit 
faithlkl picture of rustic manners, is infinitely su- 
perior to all that have been since written in imita- 
tion of it. 

Part the First, 

Hknry, our royall king, would ride a hunting 
To the greenc finest so pleasant and faire, 

* E^say, attempt. 1 f Moaning, bomoaning. 
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To sec the harts skipping, and dainty does) 
tripping : 

Unto merry Sherwood his nobles rep, lire ; 
Ilawkc and hound were unbound, all things 
prepar'd , 

For the game, in the same, with good regards; 

A 11 a long summers day rode the king pleasantly, 

With all his princes and nobles eche one 3 
Chasing the hart and hind, and the bucke gal- 
lantlye, [home. 

Till the darkc evening forced all to turne 
Then, at last, riding fast, he had lost quite 
All his lords in the wood, late in the night. 

Wandering thus wcarilye, all alone, up and 
downc, 

With a rude miller he mmt at the last : 
Asking tfie ready way unto mire Nottingham : 

71 Sir/’ quoth the miller, "1 mean not to jest, 
Vet 1 think, what I thinkc sooth for to say, 
You doc not lightlye ride out of yout way.’' 

“ Why, what* dost thou think of me, 7 ’ quoth 
our king merrily, 

“ Passing thy judgment on me so briefe ?” 

* 7 Good faith,” said the miller, “ I mean not to 
llattcr thee ; 

T guess thee to lie but some gentleman thiefe ; 
Stand thee backc, in the darkej light not 
adowne," 

Lest I presently crackc thy knaves crowne.” 

“ Thou dost abuse me much, 7 ’ quoth the king, 

•jp* " saying thus 5 

>Tani a gentleman 5 lodging I lacke.' 7 
77 Thou hast not,’ 7 quoth the miller, " one groat 
in thy purse 3 

All thy inheritance lianges on thy backe. 7 ' 

“ [ have gold to discharge all that I call ; 

If it be forty pence, I will pay all.’ 7 

77 If thou beest a true man, then,' 7 quoth the 
ftfUer, [night. 77 

" 1 swgare bymy toll-dish I f ll lodge thee all 
77 HereViny hand/ 7 quoth the king, “ that was 
I ever. 77 [be a sprite. 

" Nay, soft, 7 ’ quoth the miller, “ thou mayst 
Better I'll kn6w^th$fl, ere hands we will shake 3 
With none bu^Jtfontat men hands will I take. 7 ' 
Thus they we&£^' along unto the miller's 
housed [souse 

Where they werh scething of puddings and 
The miller firtt entered in, after him went the 
king, 

Never camehee in soe smoakye a house. 

‘‘ Now/ 7 quoth he, 77 let ine see here what you 
are. 7 * [spare.” 

.Quoth our king, “ Look your 311 , end do not 

* 7 I like well thy countenance, thou hast an 
honest.face 3 [lye. 7 * 

With my son Richar^ tbis night thou shalt 
Quoth his wife, " By my* troth, it is a handsome 
youth, 

Yet a itji best, husband, to deal warilye. 

Art t|hou no runaway, prytbee, youth, tell ? 
Shew me thy passport, and tall shall be well.” 


Then our king presentlye, making lowe cour- 

Witb^ h*tt ii^jls hand, thus be did say : 

“ 1 baye;nb passpc^t/nor never was servitor, 

, Butr^pwfeboiunyerrode out of my way 3 
Mu kindness here offered to mee, 

I wQ^gple you in evexye degree. 77 
Thenfto fhb miller his wife whispered secret- 
lye, [kin. 

Saying, 71 It seemeth this youth's of good 
Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners 3 

To turne him Ottt,.eertainlye, were a great 
sin.’ 7 . . [some grace. 

"Yea,” quoth hee, "you may see, he hath 
Who 11 lie doth speoke to his betters in place.*’ 
" Well,” quo* J^ifendtlter's wife, " young man. 
ye’re 

And, though! well lodged shall he . 
Fresh straw will' I have laid on thy bod so 
brute, [quoth shoo. 

And good brown hempen sheets likewise/ 7 

Aye,” quoth the good man, “ and when that 
is done, fsonne. 77 

Thou shalt lye with no worso than our own 
" Nay, first/’ quoth Richard, " goode-felluwo, 
tell me true, 

Hast thou noc creepers within thy gay hose ? 
Or art thou not troubled with the scnhhntlo V 

" I pray, 7> quoth the king, 77 what creatures 
are thoso ?” 1 

" Art thou not lowsy, nor scabby V 7 quoth he : 
77 If thou beest, surely thou lyest not with incc.” 
ThiB caus’d the king suddenlye to laugh most 

heartilye, [eyes. 

Till the tears trickled fast downe from his 

Then to their supper were they set order lye. 

With hot bag-puddings, and good apple-pycs, 
Nappy ale, good and stale, in a brown bowlc. 
Which did about the board merrily trowlo. 
“Here,” quoth the miller, "good fellow, I 
drink to thee, . 

And to all cuckolds, wherever they l»ec.” 

77 I pledge thee,” quoth our king, " and thankc* 
thee heartilye 

For my good welcome in every degree : 

And hero, in like manner, I drink to thy 
sonne. 77 

77 Do then, 77 quoth Richard, "and quickc let it 
come.” 

"Wife,” quoth "fetch me forth 

LightfSd^";^'®-, . 

And of hi, rofetta rtjjfe i ftBewoll taste.” 

A foire ven'sdiv pastjmP^ogbt she out pres- 
entlye. . - . .* [no waste : 

77 Eatc,” quqth j&O milfet, "but, sir, make 
Here’s dainty Ligbtfootel 7r ?"Jto faith/ 7 said tlie 
king, v ‘ Y 

" I never before eate so dainty a thing.” 

" I wis, 77 quoth Richard, 77 no dainty at all it is, 

For we do eate of it everyc day. 77 
“In what place/’ sayd our. king, "may bo 
bought like to this T” 

77 We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay : 
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From merry Sherwood we fetch ij 
Now and then we make bold 


' Then I thinke* 




f 


itlie, 
it all up and 


'Echo foole/Hqui 
Never are we withoutft$frW*hi . 

Very well fleshed, andevcelWflfc 
But, prytbee, say nothing where^J 
We would not for two penefttfea 

it kirtwre." .{ajjgf gl. ... 

" Doubt not,” " “7 pwm* 

iwtt [me.” 

The king shall more on’t for 

A cup of lambs-wom . mfeig^e unto him 
then* " 

And to 
The nobles, 

downs, : ■ ■ 

For to seeks out the king Ifr every tpwne. 

At lost, at the millers cott, soone they espy ; d 
him out, 

As he was mounting uposliis fhire steedc ; 
To whom they came presently, fading down 
on their knee > ' “ ' / Jmeede : 

Which made the millers lmart wofully 
Shaking and quaking, before him nd^tood, 
Thinking be should have been bang'd by the 
rood. ■ 

The king, perceiving him fearfully trembling, 
Drew forth© his sword, but nothing he sed. 
The miller downs did fall, crying before them 
all, [head : 

Doubting the king would have cut off his 
But he, his kind courtesy for to requite, 

Gave him great living, and dubb’d him aj 
knight. 

Part the Second. 

Whxnas our royall king was Cpie home from 
Nottingham, , ■■ /> j vr - 

And with his nobfesat ^fSf^nster lay 5 
Recounting the sports s^^pejsttmet they had 
In this l«5e progressalc^nrrthe.way ; [token 
Of them all, great and small, he did protest, 
The miller of Mansfleld^ aport liked him best. 
“ And now, my qubthtiie king, « I am 


Lftj^r EXTRACTS. [Book ?t 

1 God save your worshipped then said the 
messenger, [sire ; 

. “ And grant your ladye her own hearts de- 
fetid to your sonne Richard good fortune and 
*’ £ V happiness 5 

_ sweet, gentle, and gallant young squire ! 

QtUr king greets you well, and thus he doth say. 
You must come to the court on St. Georges 
day. 

Therefore, in any case, iaile not to lie in 
place / 1 [jest : 

" ! wis," quoth the miller, “ this is an odd 
What sliould we doe there 7 faith, I am halfe 
//^afraid.” [the least/’ 

w r«mbt,” quoth Richard, “ to be hang’d at 
“ Nay," quoth the messenger, " you doe mis- 
take; * [sake/* 

Our king he provides a great feast "for your 

Then sayd the miller, “ By my troth, messen- 
ger# 

Thou hast contented my worshippe full well. 
Hold, here are three farthings, to quite thy 
gentleness [tell. 

For these happy tydings which thou dost 
Let me see, heare thou mee ; tell to our king, 
We’ll wait onhismastershippineverye thing.” 
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be iny 
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bumnesir^^ . [parts; 

Thmjwhicb bad e&entimeebecn in those 
Wfi^lKe earn* *» the they did 

dwell. ■ , 

Hit message oxderlye then gaahd tell. 


The pursgivante smiled at their simplicityc, 
And, making many leggs,tooke their reward ; 
And his leave taking with great humilitye, 

To the king's court againe he repair’d ; 
Shewing unto his grace, merry and free. 

The knightes most liberall gill and bount'il 

When he was gone away, thus gan the mille; 
say: 

“ Here come ezpences and charges indeed ! 
Now must we needs be brave, tho’ we spend 
all we have ; 

For of new garments we have 
Of horseB and serving-men wo 
With bridles and saddles, .C 
more." M>. 

u TusbO ! air 

should you-miKj 
You shall ne'er be t 
For I will turn and 
gowne, 

With every thing else iBB HSpj j^hee : 
And on oufr mill-horses 
Willi pijlowea and pro- 

In tbismoit . stately sort rode JWgUinto the 
"‘court, , . ■' 

Their jolly sqn Richard rodejfai^nMof all ; 
Who set up, for gppd hap, a c^MStaherln^ 

Abftif^yrl^ddbwne king’s hall ;* 
old mifier wfth hands bn ms side ; 

A wife like meld 1 ml #1 mince at that 
; tide/ ’’K ) '* 

| The king and 1>U ^ jfeb »Myj» td of their 
coming, \^mgM k [thine; 

Meeting this galkjnt kmghr his brave 




boo: 






u Welcome, sir knighte/' quoth be, " with you* 
gay lady $ ... 

Good sir John Cockle, once welcome egaine^ > * 1 
And soc is the squire, of courage so free/* djk 
Quoth Dicke, u A bots on you ! do yoti.tagrijl 


SONGS, BALLAfiS^c. m 

s such sport they did make, 
oohfcgwith laughing did make their sides 


Quoth our king gentlye, “ How should 1 Joigjrij 
thee ? I 

That wast my own bed-fellbwe, well it dt| 
wot." [t<Aeri, 

11 Yea, sir,” quoth Richard, "and by the samel 
Thou with thy farting didst make the bed 


hot” 


“ Thou whoreson unhappy knave," then ggbUti 
“ Speak cleanly to our lung, or else go sh*t*;"| 
Tho king and his Courtiers IaUgh at tbit hear* 
tilye, \ ■ [band*f 

While the king taketh them both by the 
With the court dames’ and maids, like to the 
queen of spades, 

The miller’s wife did so orderly stand, ; 

A milkmaids courtesye at every word ; 

Anil downe all tlicfolkes were set to the board. 
There the king royally, in princelye majesty©, 
Sate at his dinner with joy and delight ; 
When they had eaten well, then he to jesting 
fell, 1 

And in a bowlcfof wine dranke to the knight : 

“ Here’s to yon both, in wine, ale and beer ; 
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer." 
Quoth, sir. John Cockle; “I’ll pledge you a I 
pottle, 

Were it the best ale in Nottinghamshire." 

“ But then," said our king, “ now 1 think of a 
thing, [here/’ 

Some of your LightfoOt I would .we hod] 
“ Ho ! ho !” quoth Richard, u full Well I may 
say it, 

’Tia knavery to e ate it, end then to betray it." 

" Why irt ffco^aagTy V* quoth our king mer-j 

unkind 

me in ole and 


** then mmU* ■ en “ r Cockle the king called 


jure like to stay till l| 



'lhe king mede'4 pfrbfler to snatch itawey^ 
'•’Ti* jneat for your sister, good sir $ you 
v ‘must ifey,” 

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly 
•spent 5 

Aqd then the tadyes prepared to dance ; 

Old sin John Cockle and Richyrd incontinent 
Unto their places the king fid advance 5 
’ Vol. vi. Nob. 95 dTRj. \ 


ibr their pains did the king give 
. ' [wet!: 

. Richard then if be would 
tadyes ftce, tell me which 

&*r> 

... / "Jugg Grumball, sir^ with the 
, red head ; 

She's my love, she's my life, her wilt I wed ; 
3hb hath sworn 1 shall have hor maidenhead." 




And of merry Sherwood made him o’ersecr; 
And gave hinro« tabbed thi*0;huudred pound 
yearlye* A , [doer; 
" Take heed now you steal no more of my 
And once a quarter let's here have your view j 
And now, sir John Cockle, 1 hid you adieu." 

$ 108. The, Witches 9 Sang, 

From fie* Jenson %** Masque of Queen*, presented at 
Whitehall, Feb. 3 , 1609 . 

It h true, this song of the Witches, falling from thn 
learned pen of Ben fenson, is rather un oxtract 
from the various incantations of classic antiquity, 

1 than a display of the opinions of our own vulgar. 
But let ft be observed, that a parcel of learned 
wiseacres hod just before busk'd themselves <m 
this subject, with oar British Solomon, James I., 
at their head ; and these had so ransacked all 
writers, ancient and modern, ‘and so blended and 
kneaded together the several superstitions of dif- 
ferent times aud nations, that those of genuine 
English growth could 00 longer be traced out and 
distinguished-. . 

By good luck tba whimsical belief of fairies and 
goblins eould fbrhlsh no pretences for torturing 
our feliow-creaturoe, tad iheroforo we have this 
handed down to os pure and unsophisticated. 

I Witch- 

I Bavk beeheaW dby looking after 
A raven feeding ii^u a quarter ; 

And* soon© as ^^gS|Lher backto the south 5 
X snateb'dthia wer&e&$at of her mouth. 

■ * V , rj • 


I have lieene githepng wolves hoires, 
Them&d deggea feame, and' adders eases ; 
The spurgfhg ofadead baan^eyee : 

Aud all ni#ce the ^eu^gjta^e^d rise. 

• j* • ' ■*— 



a 

From cnarnel 
From private 
And frighted a e 

‘ •'V- *‘ 

Under a cradle 1 didesaepft * **v ~X ■*#.». * 
By day, and, when the childe Wes andes^n 
At night, I suck’d the breath $ aft&yeae* 
And pluck’d the nodding nurse by the noee- 
Y 



m EXTRACTS. 

6 Witch. ■ 

I had a dagger : what did;) 1 

Killed an infest to kprif 
A piper it got/at 
I bode him agaih ^ wipd^; 

rt MTUMsk ^ 


[BOOK 71. 


A murderer yonder 
The amine and tl 
I bit off a sinew; 

1 brought off his ragged 



[backe, 


The sbrieh^lea 

blacke, . 

The blond pf the ffoggp^a^the bone in. his 
I have been getting ; jfg&wta of his skin 1 
A purset, to keeper 'Chapin. 

9 Wtfoh. 

And I h’ boeue plucking {plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders tongue? 
Night-shade, moone-wort^Ubbardfj bane; 

And twise by the dogges was like to be tune. 

W Witch. . 

I from tho jaws of a gardinor’s bitch [ditch.; 
Did snatch these , hones, and then leap’d tho 
Yet went 1 back to the bouse .ngUfeei * , 
Kill’d the blacke cat, Snd;bere is the bntfhe. 

11 Witdhl 

I went to tho toade, breeds under the wall, 

1 charmed him out, and he came at my call-; 

1 scratched out the e^ei of the owle before y 
1 tore the batta wings ; what would yon have 
- mpref ^ , 

' *. Dame, ' 

Yes : l Hkve brought, to helpe your vows, 
Horned poppie, cypresse boughes, ' \ 

The fig-tree wild that grows On tombes, 

And juicetbat from the larch-tree comes, 

The basiliskes blood, and thpMpets skin ; 

And now our orgies let’s begfcr \- 

- . ,r> '-V' . ' ... 

$ 109v. Thp Fmxim fhrwelL 
This humorous eld, -the hand oftbe 
wlttyBr. Oovbet^ s^v$Wtbi»n6p tar i f&rwich', 
to. In-his netlrirarc^ta it Is calfed^ Apro- 
par new Ballad, iutrtUWl^e Fairies FarewelL- 
or OedHwnoifci^VlU Hw.lft nwgot whistled to 
the tune of th|SJloadoW v BjroWt by the learned ; by 
tbflo&feante^, ^d^^oobfrortune.” : 

!i ; \ 

/>%--.• v 

s-i* ■ 

ppw^Cn|Mt 


- both 

You merry were and glad,’ 

So little core of sleepe and sloth 
*; .These prettie ladies had. 

;Wheu Tom came home from labor, 
rOr Ciss to milking rose, 

Then merrily went their tabour, 

And nimbly went their toes. 

I Witness those rings, and roundelayes 
} Of theirs, whibh yet reraairie, 
tWem footed in queen Maries dayes 
L ‘ Chi many a grassy ptoyne. 
Evince of late ^Utabetb 
f- jfed later James name in, 

They never dane’d on any heath, 

As when the '{hue, had been. 

% which wee ftOte the fiiiriea 
Were of thenold profession ; 

Their songs were Ave Maries, 
Tfyeirdances were procession. 

utOnw. nlfts ! thnv nil are 



jpri^ibabies, 
PrarngjAyonr land ; 
'“repiioln from thence 
s Piiritanes, 
jelings ever since, 
yourdemaines. 


JjBut how, nlas ! they all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the seas, 

Or father for religion fled, 

Or else they take their ease. 

A tdl^tale in their company 
They never could endure; 

And Whoso kept not secretly 
Their mirth, was punish’d sure : 

It was a just and Christian deed 
To pinch such blacke and blue : 

0 bow the common -jvelth doth need 
Such justices as you ! 

Now they have left our quarters; 

A Register they have, 

Who can preserve their charters ; 

A .tnan both' wise. and grave. 

An htmdred of their merry pranks 
By one that I could name 
Are kept in store ; con 
To WilliamTor the som^ 
to Williun dxirse ■ 

"#ive laud aid p^ai#a dto8§& 

Wholly 

..frtlPI,. 

rtWfk&Igs^MSoutiet ii ^pHritiri ftem a small 
‘ Tliomiisi Cranr, |3»q. one of 

WttNwWML Of the pji v io-obaAsU^nd newer in 
OSWlYJib'Jds matoityCberl«%|, . Lend. JftW." 
This etogantyandalmist forepiiecR^Hler, whose 
poeraijhmdMsa dsuarvsdly ifcvivt&dfod ta tho 
primedffcirifgo, In Iff&f, „ r S§f/ 

In the original ‘follows a fhbd^^elawhidi, net 
being of. general application, norofttutl merit, I 
have ventured to omit v *- , ^ 

Hi® that loves a roete cheeke, Z Vi • 

Or eorall Up adadres, 

Or from star-Uke eyes 4i# seek 
FueU to maint&ine hit 
As old time ma^es thece deCay, 

So his flames must waste away. 



BOOlF^'I ] ^ 

But a smooth and stedh«te mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 
VT< arts with equal love combin d 
Km Hr new i dying tires , 

\V hen. these are not, I dcspu>e 
1 iu.Iy cheekcs, or lips, or ejea 


SONGS BALLADS, foe 


6 3 


$ 111 The Hermtt Beat Tip 
Ai the close of the day, when the hamlet ul 

still, [proved a£?? 

And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness I 
lien nought but the torrent is heard on * fDai 
hill, [grove— 

I w is the if, bj the cave^ oi the mountain re- 
elm d, I 

\ 1 1 lift it his nightly oompqunt thus began 
1 h >u^h inourntui his numberb, bib feoul was 
icsignd, [man 

lie thought as a sage, though he felt as a 
Yh why, thus abandon d to darkness and 
wo< , [strain 1 

\\ hy thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy Ad 
1 i spring shall return and a lover bestow , 

Ynd ih) bosom no trace of misfortune retain 
\ct if pity mspiro thte, O cease not tby lay 1 
Miurn swtcttbt coinpimont man c ilia theo 
to mourn [swaj 1 

O soothe him whose plewurcs like thine, piss 
lull quirklythey pass, but they never re- 
turn • 


Allow toe tq muse and to sigh, 

Noi talk Of the change tint ve find > 
None, qfcc*. was so watcMul on I - 
I have tefc i«y dear Phdhs behind 

New Uhto# what it is to hate strove 
With the torture of doubt and d< sue 
What it is to admire and to I we 
And to leave her we love and ulmire 
Ah, lead forth my flock m the morn, 
And the damps of each evening lepel 
, 1 am funt and forlorn 

ve bade my dear Phillis farewell 


Now gliding remote on the verge of the sky, 
he moon hilf extmc t, a dun crescent dn>- 
pliys, 

But 1 itf ly I mark d when majestic on high 
shone, and thf planets were loBt in her 
blaze [sue 

Roll on then, fair orb and with gladness pur- 
Thp path, that conducts thee to splendoi 
* sg'dd 

But mjui'tf fodetl glory no change shall renew 
Ah, fool r tqtfnttirt a gle*y b > vam ? 

I'm night, aqd the landscape is lovely no 
more ^ [for >ou, 

I mourn , aWOfdlands, 1 mqurn not 

1 r morn is appriptfoig, your charms to re 
stow, x 

Pcrfum d wip fresh fmgfttado, and glittering 
with dew 

Nor yet for the rav igo of w inter 1 neam } 
Kind Nature the embryo blossom snail Save 
But when shall spring visit the mouldering 

nrit l 

. O, whan shall it dawn on the ugfct of the 
• grate ? * 

$ 112 A paetorat Ballad 


In Four Parte 
bitansrotE 


1 ABSElfCL 

Yx Shepherds so cheerful and gay, 
Wh&e flocks never carelessly roam , 
Should Cory don's happen to stray, 

O call the poor wanderers (home 


Since Phillis vouchsaf'd me a look, 
I never once dream'd of my vine 
May I lose both i 


If I knew of a 1 


that was mine 1 
I pris'd every horn* tbit went by, 

Beyond all that hod pleas'd me before , 
But now they are pass d and I sigh, 

And I grieve that I pm d them no more 

But why do I languish in vam ? 

Why wander thus pensivi ly here 1 
O, why did I come from tho pl-un 
Where X ted on the smiles of my d# or T 
They tell me, my ft«*qritc maid, 

The pnd« of that vaHvy, is flown , 

Alas » where with her Utave btriy d 
1 could wander with pleasure alono 

When tore d the fair nymph to forego, 

W liat anguish 1 felt it my heart 1 
Yet 1 thought but it might not be so, 

Twos with pain wlien she saw me depart 
She goz d, as 1 slowly withdrew , 

My path I could hudly discern , 

So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

I thought that she bade me return 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 
1 o visit some far distant shrine, 

It he boar but a relic away, 

Is happy, nor hoard to repine 
Thus* widely remov’d from the fair, 

Where my vows- my devotion, 1 owe, 
Soft hope is the relic I bear, 

And my solace wherever 1 go 

2 wow 

My banks they are foriftWA with bees, 
Whose murmuxftate* one to sleep , 

My grottos are Ms With ttsht. 

And my hityi wbjto Wrth sM*, 

My fountains, ’ 

Where the J 

Not a pine in my MMikfhMAdMn, 

But with tentfrUrrif woodkfo* u bound. 
Not a beech’s more beautifot green, 

But a sweet bnitf tWrnes It ironad 
Not my fields m the prime of the year 
More charms than my cattle unfold $ 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fishes of gold 




elegant extracts. 


[Bo/t 



One would think she might like tp retire 
To the bow'x 1 have labor’d t$ 

Not a shrub that 1 heard her 
But l hasted and pl&f$$d H 

0 how sudden the ftr#W*£- 

With the lilach to renddfjrgigr^ 

Already it calls for my We, 

To prune the wild branches r 2 -^ 

From the plains, from the / 

groves, >\/S ..... 

What strains of wild melodyflow p 1 - 
How Um nightingales w*rbje their loves, / 
From pickets of roses that blow ! 

And when her bright form shall appear, 

Each h^rd shall harmoniously join 
In a concert so soft an&jOvC&ar, 

As^she' may not be &dd fo resign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair, 

1 have found where the wood-pigeons breed 
But let me that plunder forbear : 

She will say 'twos a barbarous deed. 

For he ne’er could be true, she ayerr’d, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young 3 
A nrl I lov'd her the more when 1 heard 
Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with sy^btness unfold 
How that pity was ffuo to a dove, 

That it ever attended the bold 3 
And she call’d it the sister of love. 

But her words such a pleasure convey, 

Ho much I her accents adore, 

Let her speak, and whatever she say, 
Methinks, i should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 
UntnoV’d, when her Corydon sighs 1 
Will a nymph that is fond of tho plain, 
■These plains and this valley despise 7 
Pear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease i 
Where ! could have pleasingly- stray’d# 

If aught in her absence could please. , 

But where does mV Phxllida et m ? 

And Where fixe her grots and her bowers 1 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the shepherde ss gentle, as ours 1 
Tito groves may perhaps bo as fair. 

And the free df ihe valleys as fine 3 
The swains mpy T 

But theirWu^ Dane. 



With her the brave $ 

With her in^Pra^leases the grave 5 
She is eVejy^y pleasin^to me. 

0 you that heft'been of her train, 

Come, and join in my amorous lays ! 

1 could Iqr down my life for the swain 
That will sing but a song in her praise 


When he sings, may the nymphs of tne town 
Come trooping, and listen the while 3 
Nay, on him let not Phillidaffrown 5 — 

But I cannot allow her to smile. 

when Poridel tries in the dance 
Any favor with Phillis to find, 

Q how, with one trivial glance, 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind,! 

In ringlets he .dresses his hair, 

And his crook ia bestudded around 3 
And his pipe — O may Phillis beware 
Qtk magic there is in the sound ! 

’jits Ids with mock passion to glow 3 
’Tia his in smooth tales to unfold, 

“ How her face is as bright as the snow, 

And her bosoui be sure, is as cold 3 
How the nightingales labor the strain, 

With the nores of his charmer to vie 3 
How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.” 

To the grove or the garden he strays, 

And pillages every sweet 3 
Then, suiting the wreath to his lays, 

Hfe throws it at Phillis’s feet. 

“ O PhilliB,” he whispers, “ more fair, 
MorenwOet, than the jessamine’s flow’r ! 
What sure pinks in a morn, to ■compare ? 
What is eglantine after a shower 1 

“ Then the bly no longer is white 3 
Then the rose is depriv’d of its bloom. 3 
Then the violets die with despite, 

And the woodbines give up their perfume." 
Thus glide the soft numbers along, 

Aud he fancies no shepherd his peer 3 
Yet l never should envy the song, 

Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound!' 

So Phillis the trophy despise • ** 

Let his forehead with laurels be 
So they shine not in Phi] 

The language that fiows f 
Is > stranger to Pm 
Y et inky she beware 1 
Or sure I must env; 

• 

4 # VMXM 

; sheep : 

They have nothing to do but ty stray, 

I have nothii^g tb do but to weep. 

Yet do not my folly reprove : 

She was ratyadd tt&pumfm begun 3 
She smil’d, and 1 could but loVe i 
She is ftlthtess, and 

Perhaps I was void of alt thought 5 
Perhaps it was plain to foresee, 

That a. nymph so complete would be sought 
By a swain more engaging than me. 

Ah ! love ev’ry hope can inspire : 

It banishes wisdom thd'w|l!t | 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever^ adorn’d with a smile ! 






Booa^vi.] 
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She is faithless, and I am undone ; 

Yc that witness the woes I endure, 

Let reason instruct you to Bhun 

What it cannot instruct you to cure. ■* 
Beware how you loiter in vain 
Arnid nymphs of a higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain V ' 

How fair and how fickle they be. : - ^ 

Alas ! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my Woes, 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repose ? v., 

Yet time may diminish the pain : .* > 

The flow’r, and the shrub, and the 
Which I rear’d for her pleasure in vain; ' ' | 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The sweats of a dewHsprinkkd rose, 

The sound of a murtnurin^tream, 

The peace which from solitude flows. 
Henceforth shall be Corydon V theme, . 

High transports are shown to the Sight; 

But we ore not to find them our own t -- 
Fate never bestow’d such delight, 

As I with my Phillis had known. 

0 yc woods, spread your branches apace ; 

To your deepest recesses I fly 3 - 

1 would hide with the beasts of thecbhse, 

1 would vaniflh from every eye. ' 

Yet my reed shall resound through the grove 
With the same sod complaint it begun 3 
How she smil'd, and I could not but, love 5 
Was faithless, and 1 am undone 1 , 

$ 113 . PJusbe. A Pastoral, Bfft o*. 

My time, O ye muses i was happily .spent, 
When Phtcbe went with me wherever t went : 
Ten thousand soft pleasures I ffelt in my breast : 
Sure netfffpid shepherd like CoUn was bless'd. 


336 

[Sweet music went with us both all the wood 
\ through, 

.The lark,lipnet, throstle, and nightingale too ; 
Winds oyer us whisper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
jAnd chh^v^ttbegitutolH^per under our (bet. 

ateont/though still they sing on, 
'Thewm&rsfr’e but lonely, the melody's gone ! 
Her v<jlice la the concert, as now 1 have found, 
Give#s(vety thing else its agreeable sound; 

I no piling power that hears me complain. 
Or cure my disquiet, or soften my pain 7 
T9 be cur’d, thoumust, Colin, thy passion re- 



and has left me behind, 
hange on a sudden I find ! 
as fine tU could possibly be, 

3 bqt, alas ! it wasshe. 

fcdfnin sweetly airing, 
ittrs the pebbles among, 
pid, if Phoebe Was. there, 
_ _t,'twas music to hear 1 
\% t. wa& by its side. 

J “' dbioshiag butchfde ; 


tlgoiirwtin? 
ib&and'Hear n) 


Tliou ki 
’•'It was _ 

But now 
And, still 
Must y oubei 
" Peace, therewith your 

comfrHu. ; r ;, , 

My dog I was ever 

Come wagging histaiito my fair oneandme 3 • 
••And Phmbewasplea^ too, and tomydog said, 
•‘Come hither, .poor fellow!" and patted his j 
head; flook, 

But.*ow, when he's fawning, I, with a sour 
Cry, "* Sirrah !" and give him a blow with my 
. crook : 

" Azuhl^j^ve hhn auit^hers for why should not 
Bo dull oe his master, when Phoebe's away.? 


But what swain is so silly to live without love ? 
No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return 3 
For ne'er was poor shephend so sadly forlorn. 
Ah 1 what shaft Ida? t shall die with despair - 
Take heed, allye swains, how ye love one so lair. 

$ ILL " A pastoral Ballad , RoWjs. 
Despairing beside a clear stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was laid 3. 

And, while a false nymph was his theme, 

A willow supported his head. 

The wind that blew ovor the plain. 

To his sighs with a sigh did reply ; 

And the brook, in refar/i to his pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

u Alas ! silly swain that I was !” 

(Thus, sadly complaining, he cried 3) 

" When first I beheld that lair face, 

'Twere better by far I had died. 

She talk'd, and I bless'd her dear tongue ; 

When she smil'd, it was pleasure too great 3 
I listen'd, and cried, when sho sung 3 
Was nightingale ever so sweet ! 

u How foolish was I to believe 
She could doat on so lowly a clown. 

Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forsake the fine folk of the town ! 

To think that a beauty so gay, 

So kind and so constant would prove 3 
Or go clad? like <mr maidens, in gray, 

Or live in a cottage on tyre ! 

“ What though I have skill to complain,. 

ragh the muses my temples have crown'd 3 
What though,; thqy h*« my soft strain. 
The virgb* ^^^^aroundj 
Ah, Colin MW# 

• Thy pipe.a^fl Hfft/r* 

Thy fair on& 
whose 

« All yptt, ft 

Who 

Whatever I 
Forbear to 

Though throi _ 

’Tis in voin.ftta Mm to iy 3 
Twas hers to be mm' & 4 to ebW** » 

Tis mine to be •ednstantyttiifcl ; 





“ If, while. my hard late I iustahr^ ■' Jy 
In her breast auy pity is founds 



# djthe maze, 

Wtf mwki crmjGpwh j 
Edwin, Twig, a getitle' youths 
Endow’d frith courage, sense, and truth, 
Though badly shap’d he been. 

His moMffftin back mote well be said 
To measure height against his head, 

And lift itself above j 
Yet, spite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid, v 
This creature dat’d )*> love.' 
lie felt the charms oflSdith’s eyes, 

Nor wanted hope to gain the prise, 

Could ladies look within $ 

But one Sir Topaz dratted with ait, 

And, if a shape could'frfa a heart, 

He had a shape to win. 

Edwin, if right 1 read my song, . 
With slighted passion paced along • *. , 
AU m the moony light ; 

’Twos near an old enchanted court, 
Where sportive fairies made resort, 

To revel out .the night. - • , 

His heart was drear, his hope^fras erfed, 
’Twas late, ’twas (hr, thfe kfcih . 

That reach'd the neighbor townl “ . 
Whh utpwy steps he quit* Che shades^ 'f 
Resolv’d, the d&rklhlgdosae heSread*, 
And drops hia^mbe iflowjm / > V * 
But scant he lays him dm&Jteflbor, - 
When hoUow* 


ue mine uvejmt or ere we pqyt, 
Tbmake.thee grief resign ; 

Now, take rim pleasure of thy chaunce ; 
Whilst I wifhMab, my partner, dauuce, 
Be little Mable thine.” 

He spoke, and, all a sudden, there 
Light music floats in wanton air; 

The Monarch leads the Queen : 
The Test their f&irie partners found : 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 
With Bdfrip Qf the Green: 

The daunchig past, the board was laid, 
And siker such a feast unmade 
As heart and lip desire : 

Witbouten hands the dishes fly, 

The glasses with a wish come nigh£ 

’/ And with a wish retire. ^ 

But now, to piebiejlJ 
Full every deatihay. 


Some wind and 


Wm flight i 




Thegonttroi 
But Oberba 
’’Content 

The vantage is tkineow 

Here ended all the pbanVbtn^riay ;' , , 
They smelt the fresh approjachof day 
And heard a cock to ctpwy 
The whirling wind, that bcirh^&e etq 
Has clapp’d the door, soft frnfijted lo 
To warn them all to go. 







BOOK VI.] 
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Then, Bcreaihlng, all at once they fly, 

And all at once the tapers die 3 
Poor Edwin falls to floor : 

Forlorn his state? and dork the place 5 , 

Was never wight in such a case 
Through all the land before! 

^ ' y' 'jJ 

But, soon as dan Apollo rose, ? 

Full, jolly creature \ home he goes : ^ ‘ ; 

He feels his back the less j 
His honest tongue and st^ady hdhd 
Had rid him of the lump behind. 

Which m&de.himwafit success : 

With lusty livelyhed he talks, !*' j 
He seems a-dauneing US he walks; m 

His story soon took wind 5 ^ • > 

And beauteous Edith seei the youth 
Endow'd with courage, sense;' 'and truth, 
Without a bench behind^ 

The story told, Sir Topaz mov'd, ,, 

(The youth of Edith erst approV'd^H : 

To see the revel scene : » ' '’ V ’. 1 

.A t close of eve he leaves bis home, / 

And wends to find the ruin’d (tome - - 
All on the gloomy plain. ‘ ’ ; 

-1 *5. 

As there he bides, it so befell, 

The wind came rustling down a dell, 

A shaking .seiz'd the wall : 

Up sprung- the topers, os before, 

The fairies bragly foot the floor, 






The revel new proceeds apace, 

I»y they Bisk it 6*st the place, 
They sit, they drink, and eat ; 
The time wi&j&Uc mirth beguile, 
And poor .fife bangs the while, 


By this the stars began to wink] 

They shriek, they fly, the tapers sink, 

And d^nydropa the knight : 

For never salifrby tkirie laid, 

With bound a glade 

adreed ho lay, 

Till UjO.^^Wfilkin rose the day, 
.^Trandfc^’d the dole was o'er: 

But Wot ye weU his harder lot ; 

K tale a Sybil nurse ared ; . ■ 

softly stroak’d my youngling head; 
And, when the tale was done, 
t( Thus, some are bom, my son,” she bries, 
" With basq impedjflieuts to rise, 

And some ntefim with non* 

“ But virtue can advance 
To what the tav’rite fools of chance 
By fortune seem’d design’d; - 
Virtue can gain the odds of fete, , 

And from itself shake off the weight 
Upon tir unworthy mind.’’ 

$116. Edwin and Emma. Mallet. 
Far in the windings of a vole, 

Fast by a sheltering wood, 

The safe retreat of health and peace, 

An humble cottage stood. t 

'There beauteous Emma flourish’d fair. 
Beneath a mother’s eye 5 
Whose only wish on earth was now 
To see her blest, and die. 

The softest blush tj>at nature spreads 
Gave color to her. cheek: 

Such orient color smiles through heaven. 
When vernal mornings break. 

Nor let the pride of greaLones scorn , 
This charmer of the plain**. 

That shii, wbotyd* their diamonds blaze,. 

To paint pun Illy deigns. 

Lbng had she fill’d each youth with love, 
Ewhms^wiftidespsir; 

And, though by all a wonder own’d. . 

Yet knew nst she, was fair. 

Till Edwin can*e f tbe pridepf swains, 

A soul devoid of afct^, .; ‘ 


-n-m ** 'T% 

• ••• 


Hie sister, 

Like lier in mafchief * 

To work them ltarm, v t | u *; 

Each darker sort employ ’d^ v 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS [BO<pc ti. 


Tho father too, a sordid man, 

Who love nor pity knew, 

Was all unfeeling as the clod. 

From whence his riches grfew. 

Long hod he seen their secret flame, * * 
And seen it long nftmov'd 
Then with a father's frown at last 
Hnd sternly disapprov'd. 

In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of differing passions strove , 

His heart, that durst not disobey, 

Yet could not cease to lota. 

Deny 'd her sight, he oft behind 
The spreading hawthorn crept, 

To snatch a glance, to mark the spot 
Where Emma walk’d and wept. 

Oft, too, on fttanmore’fl wintry waste, 
Beneath the moonlight shade, 

In Mglis to pour his soften’d soul, 

The midnight mourner stray'd. 

IIis cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale overcast 
So f ules the fresh rose m its prime, 

Bcfoie the northern blast. 

1 he parents now, with late remorse, 

Hung o er his dying bed ; 

And weary 'd Heiven with fruitless vows, 
And fruitless sorrows shed. 

‘ Tis past 1 he cry ’d— but if j our souls 
few cot mercy yet can mo\e, 

Let these dim eyes once more behold 
What they must ever love 1,1 
She come, his cold hand softly touch’d, 

And bath'd with many a tear 
Fast-falling o'er the primrose pale, 

So ritarnmg dews appear 

But, oh 1 his sister’s jealous care — 

A cruel sister she ! — 

Forbade what Emma came to say ; 

a My Edwin, live for me 
Now homeward as phe hopeless wept, 

The church-yard path along, 

The blast blew cold, the dark owl scream'd 
Her lover's funeral song. 

Amid the falling gloom of night. 

Her startling fancy found 
In every bush m hovenng abode. 


Just theq afaA reach'd, with ft#ftjing step. 
Her am mother's door : 

" He’s gone she cry»d ; '* and I shaU see 
That angel-face tto more. 

"I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high agaupt my side” — 

From her white am down sunk her head ; 
She shiver'd, sigh'd, and dy’U. 


His groan in every tow* ^ ' 

When, hw oar, 


$ 117. WUUtm and Margaret. Maffit. , 

When all was wrapt m dark midnight, 

And all were fast asleep, • 

In glided Margaret's grimly ghost, 

And stood at William s feet 

Hor face was like the April mom 
Clad m a wintry cloud, 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, 
lhat held the sable sbioud. 

Bo shall the fairest face appear 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that kings must wear 
When death has reft their crown 

Her bloom was like the springing flower 
That sips the silver dew; 

The rose was budded in hor cheek, 

And opening to the view. • 

But love had, life the canker-worm, 
Consum’d her early prime ; 

The rose grew pale, and left hej check, 

She died before her time. 

" Awake die cried, "thy true-love calls. 
Come from her midnight grate; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refus’d to save i 

“ This is the dark and fearful hour 
When injur'd ghosts complain 

Now dreary graves give up their dead. 

To haunt the faithless swam. 


" Bethink thee, Willufln, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath 1 
And give me back my maiden vow. 
And give me back my troth 


u How could you say my face was far 
And yet that face forsake * j 
How could you wm my virgin heart 
Yet leave that heart to break f 

“ How could you promise love to me, / 
And not that promise keep ? 

Why did you swear my eyif were bright. 
Yet leave those 'eyes to Weep! 

[“ How eould you say my Hp 
And made the soarlet ps Jet 
And why did I, young, witlesji 
Believe the flattering taUtt 


“ That face, alas'* no more fa fair, 

That bp no longer red; 

Dark are my eyes, now clos’d in death, 
And every charm is fled. 

“ The hungry worm my sister is, 

This winding-sheet 1 worn , " 

And cold and weary lasts our night 
Till th it last morn appear. 


“ But hark 1 the cock has warn’d me hence,. 

A long, and last adiou 1 1 / 

Come see, false man * how low she lies, 
That died for love of you.” 

Now birds did sing, and Morning smil’d, * 
And ehow'd her gbttenng head; 
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Pale Willing shook in every limb, 

** Then, ‘raving, left his bed. 

He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay, 

And stretch'd him on the green-grass turf 
'* That wrapt her breathless clay : „ \ 

And thrice he call’d on Maig’rct’s name, ■*. 

And thrice he wept fall sore } 

Then laid his cheek to thecold earth, 

And word spoke never more 1 

$ 118. Lucy and Colin. Ticks ll. 
Of Leinster, fam’d for maidens fair, , 

Bright Lucy was the (grace ; , 

Nor e'er did Liffy’s limpid stream , 

Reflect so fair a face j f'-; • 

Till lucldess love, and pining care, 

Impair’d her rosy hue, 
llcr coral Ups and damask cheeks, r . 

And eyes of glossy blue. / ■ 1 

O. have you fifcen a lily pole. 

When beating rains descend 7 
So droop’d the slow-consuming maid, 

Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy warn’d, of flattering swains 
Take heed, yo easy fair 5 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 

Ye perjur’d*swains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, ‘ 

A bell was heard to ring, 

And, shrieking at her window thrice, 

A raven flapp’d his wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew . 

llte solemn boding sound, 

And thus in dying words bespoke 
The \ 4 -gins weeping round : 
u I hears voice yon cannot hear, 

1, 1 must not stay; 
you canuot see, 
ikons me away. 

and broken town, 

1 

ipahride y ■* 

her thy vows, . - 
done? • 

i, receive bis kiss, 
jffl thrown*. 
i churph to. wed, * 
Impatient both prepare ^ 

But know, fbhd maid, and know, false man, , 
That Lucy will he there I 
41 T^ordbcarmy corpse, ye comrades, bear, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet} 

'lie m his wiqddlag»trim so gay, 

I in my winding-sheet.’*— 
s&bp spoke, •ihe died ! her corse was borne, 
TJhc bridegroom blithe to meet, 

He an his wedding-trim so gay, 

» in her winding-sheet. 

Then what Utim perjur’d Colin's thoughts! 
IXow were those nuptials kept t 


SONGS, BALLADS; &c. 


329 


VoWdi 
Nor thou;' 

Nor dunk 
To-mpriroWinl 


The bridemon flock’d round Lucy, dead, 

And all the village wept. 

Compassion, shame, remorse, despair, 

At once his bosom swell ; 

The damps of death bedew'd his brows. 

He shook, he groan'd, he fell ! 

From the , vain bride, {ah. bride no more !) 

The varying crimson fled 5 
When^Vtretch’d before her rival's corse, 

She saw her husband dead. 

He, to his Lucy's new-made grave 
Convey'd by trembling swains, 

| One mould with her, beneath one sod, 

For ever new remains. 

Oft at this grave the constant hind, 

And plighted. maid are seen ; 

With garlands gay, end true-love knots, 

They deck the stored green. 

But, swain forsworn ! whoe’er thou art, 

This hallow'd spot forbear $ 

Remember Colin’s dreadflii fate, 

And fear to meet him there. 

$ 119. Song. Diboin. 

! saw what seem'd a harmless child, 

With wings and bow, 

And aspect mild, 

Who sobb’d, and sigh'd, and pin'd, 

And begg’d I would some boon bestow 
On a poor little boy, stone-blind. , 

Not aware of the danger, I instant comply : d, 
When he drew from ids quiver a dart. 

And cty’d, w My power you shall know !" 

Then ha levelled his bow, 

And wounded me right in the heart. 

$ 120 . The Race-Hone. Diboin. 

See the course throng’d with gazers, the sport* 
are begun, £•* Done !" 

The confusion but hear ! — u I’ll bet you, sir” — 
Ten thousand strange murmurs resound far 
and near, 

Lords, hawkers, and jockeys assail the tir'd car : 
While, with neck tike a rainbow, erecting his 
crest* ' i - 

Pamper’d, prancing, and pleas’d, his head 
touching his breast, 

Scarcely snuffing the air, he's so proud and elate. 
The high-mettled racer first starts for the plate. 

Now Reynard*s tm’<UiUtf«kid o’er hedge and 
* ■ ■ [brush i 
* lathis 

him at 
way: 
long, te- 
field and 
[fleet horse j 
i stanch and 
yields up his 



Hounds, 

Tfcey na,l 
bay, 

And by 1 
While, a 
thee 
Always 1 
When, fairly 1 
breath, 

The high-mettled racer is in tt the death. 
Grown aged, us’d up, andtUfcu'd out of the stud. 
Lame, spavin’d, and wind-gati’d, but yet with 
some blood} 
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While knowing postilions Ins pedigree trace, 
Tell his dim won this sweepstakes, his sire 1 
g iin d that rat e , [o'er, 

And what matches he won to the ostlers count; 
As tluy loiter their tone at some hedge-ale- 
house door 9 

Wluh the harness sore galls, fund the queue* hi* 
sides goad, 

1 1 1 high mettled racer s a hack on the tm 

1 ill, at last, hiving labor’d, drudg’d earty and! 

1 itc, 

Bow’d down by degrees, he bends to his fete , 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round ft| 
mill, 

< >r draws sand till the sand of bis hour gliss 
stands still 

And now, cold and lifeless, expos’d to the vkw 
In the vr ry & ime cart which ho ) csterd y drew, 
W hih i pit) ing crowd his sad relic s surrounds 
1 Ik high mettled racer is sold for the hounds 1 

$ 121 Poor Jack Dibdif r 
(» pitter to lubbers and swabs d )e sec 
Pout d mger, ind fear, and the like , 

V 1 it lit w itci boat and good m a loom give me, 
\nd 1 1 nt to a little 1 11 strike 
1 hi ugh tlic tempest top-gallant masts smock 
sino >lh bhould smitq, 

And slim r each splutter of wood , 

( lc ir tlu wrock, stow tho yards, and bouse 
c\ery thing tight. 

And under reef d foresail wc 11 scud 
\\ ist 1 nor don t think me a milksop so soft 1 
1 o be take n for trifles aback, 

1 or they siys there’s a Provident o sits up aloft 
To Veep watch for the life of Poor Jack 

Why, f heard the good chaplain palaver one day 
About '•ouls heaven, mercy and such, 

And, my timbers 1 whit liugo he’d coil and 
bcliy 1 

Why , tw is just all as one as High Dutch 
But he said how a sparrow can t founder, d’ye 
see, 

Without 'orders that come down below, 

And many fine things that prov’d e learly to me 
That Providence takes us in tow [so oft] 
Tor stye he, do you mind me, let storms e’er 
Take the top-sails of sailors abac#, 

There s a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft] 
lo keep watt&ityr the Jde of Poor Jack* 

I sud to our P^WiMse|ri»k^d^cry, 
W hen at In# forces 

“ What argufa*»iri^&£^ eye 1 

Why, wMttdatonrafmpfei must ke r 
Cant yen soothe mtpp wide, and there’s 
room for us «dl, 

Both for seamen and lubber* etibore f 
And if to okl Devy X dbeutt go, friend Poll, 
Why, you never Ml hear of me more 
What then f all’s a hazard come dont be so 


“ D’ye mind me, a sailor should *be every inch. 
All as one as a piece oi the ship, 

And with her brave the world without offering 
to flinch, 

From the moment the anchor s a trip 
As for me in all weathers, all tunes, sides a in? 
ends, 

Nought b a trouble from duty that springs. 
For my heart is my Poll’s, and my rhino s my 
friend s, 

And as foi my life, ’tin the king’s 
Even when my time comes, ne er believe me 
so soft 

As for grief to be token aback 
Tint sarqc little cherub that sits up aloft 
Will look out a good birth foi Poor Jack 

$ 122 The So&terg (rune Dibdih 
O r all sensations pity brings 
'1 o proudly swell tho ample heart, 

From which the willing sorrow springs. 

In others* grief that bears a part 
Of ill *ad sympath) ’s delights, 

The manly dignity of grief, 

\ ]oy in mourning that excites, 

And gives the anxious mind relief 
Of the c would you the feeling know, 

Most gen’rous, noble, greatly biavc, 

That ever taught a heart to glow, 

’ Pis the tear that bedews a soldier’s giave 
Tor hard and painful is lus lot , 

1 et dangers come, he braves them all , 
‘Valiant, perhaps to be forgot, 

Or, undistinguieh d, doom’d to fall 
Yet wrapt in conscious worth secure 
The world, that now forgets lus toil. 

He views from a retreat obscure, 

And quits it with a willing smile 
Then trav Her, one kind drop bestow 
1 were graceful pity, nobly brava^ 

Nought ever taught the heart to glow V 
Like the tear that bedews a soldier** rtaty/ 

$123 Yanko D ifift*, * jf 
Y iMio he tell, and he tell no Ilf m 
We near one pretty brwsfe * 

Him flawing hair, him Mr** 

Sweetly fin Orxa look 
Hun sea big world, fine waxgtf feed, 

Grand cruel king fove bloefla * 

G wet ksftg 1 but Yanko say^sfl^don 
If he ne honest good f 

Virtue in foe be virtue still, 

Tuie stone be found in mine, 

The sun one dale, as well one hill, 

Make warm where er him shine. 

You broder him, him brodcr you. 

So all the world should call, 

I or natuie biv, ind she say tiue, 

Tint men lx breder all 

If cruel man like ti,er grim, 

Come bold m thirst of blood 


PerhQs I may laughing come back , 

Tor d ye see, there s a cherub that sits up aloft Pool mail be noble pity him, 
lo keep watch tor the lilc of Poor Jack 1 h it Ik no li jncbt good 
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-Virtue m tjo bo virtue still, 

Fine stone be found m mine 
The s m one dal** as well one hill, 
Mike w irm where tr him shine 


$ 121 Yanko Diuniff 
Di /t Yanko say and true he say, 

Aft mankind, one and t other, 

Negro mulatto, and Malay, 

1 hrough all the world be broder 
Inblick in yellow, what disgrace, 
i hat scandal so he use ’em ? 

T i r d re no virtue in de fice , 
l)c virtue in de bosom 
\Y h it harm dere m a shape or make ? 

Wh it h irm m ugly feature ? 

What* ver color form, he &ke, 

1 he hqart make human creature 
1 1 on blick and copper both be friend, 
No color h< brng beauty, 
hor beauty, Yanko say attend 
On him win do him duty 
Dear Y inko say, &c. 


$ \°> I etusall be unhappy together Dibwv 
W i bipeds, made up of frail clay, 

A 1 w ire the children of sorrow , 

And hough brisk and merry to day, 

Wc iniy ill bp unhippy to morrow 
l oi buiibhino's succeeded by rain , 

1 lien tearful of life’s stormy weather, 

I < bt pleasure should only bring pain, 

I ct ns all be unhappy together 
J grant the best blessing we know 

friend, for true friendship a a treasure) 
And yet,* lest your fuend prove a foe, 

Oh 1 taste not tho dangerous pleasure 
J hus frt ndship s a. flimsy aflhir, 

Thus nqies and health are a bubble , 

Thus * nothing delightful but care, 

Ndfc ifitpafog ideasing but trouble 
lifiitottl Would point out that life 

\ could be nearest to heaven, 

ngfhis stars, phooee a wife 
t honor axe given 
If are so rare, 

cutting so tingle, 
fcfoapect to the Air, 

" h,widHte stogie 



Tt appears from tlitbe premises plain, 

That w isdoi i ib nothing b it toll) , 
i hit ploasurc a l t nn that means pm, 

And that joy is jrur true melancholy , 

That alt thise who laugh ought to < rj, 

1 hat tn lino frisk and fun to Ik grieving , 
And that, wiict we must all ol us dio, 
Wofthould taste no enj yuu nt while living 

$ 126 Poor Piggy IIimhn 

Poor Peggy lov d a soldier 1 id 
Mon 1 ir more, than tongue c in tell ye , 
let was hei tender boson bid 
Whr no er bhe heard the loud reveille 
The fifes were screech owls *o hor oars 
The drums like thunder seem d to ritlli , 

Ah ' too prophetic were her fears 
They call d him from her arms to b&ttla 
1 hero wonders he against the foe 
Perform'd, and was with laurels crown d 
Vain pomp 1 ior soon death laid him low 
On tho cold ground 

Her heart all lo\e, her soul all truth 
1 hat none her fears or flight disi oi 1 1 
Poor Peg in guise a comely jouth 
follow d to tho tic Id her lover 
Directed by the htc and drum 
To where the work of dc ith wav doing , 
Where of braio hearts the time w is < omc 
Who, seeking honor, grasp at rum , 

Her very soul was chill’d with woe, 

New horror came m every sound. 

And whisper’d, death had hud him low 
On the cold ground 

With mute affliction as she stood. 

While her woman s fears confound her, 
With tenor all her soul subdued, 

A mourning train came thronging round her 
Tho pi unlive fife, and muffled drum, 

The martial obsequies discover, 

His name she heard, and cried , u I come, 
Faithful, to meet my murder d lover 
Then, heart rfcnt by a sigh ot woe, 

FpU, to the grief of all around, 

Where death had laid her lover low 
Op the cold ground* 
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$ 1. Epilogue to A Woman killed to ith 
Kindnm . 1617 . 

A N honest crew, disposed to bo merry, 

, Came to a tavern by, and call'd for wine : 
The drawer brought it, (smiling like a cherry,) 
And told them it was pleasant, neat, and fine, 
u Taste it, ,; quoth one 3 he did : " O fie !” 

(quoth he:) 

“ This Wine was good : now r t runs too nearl 
the lee ” 

Another sipp'd to give the wine his due, 

And said unto the rest it drank too flat ; 
The third said it was old; the fourth too new 5 I 
41 Nay/' quoth the fifth , u the sharpneas likes 
me not." ' 

Thus, gentlemen, you see how in one hour, ] 
The wine was neW, old, flat, sharp, sweet, 
and aovr/l . , 

i [grave: 

. some too] 
thiiday, 
hafP* 
ic’d, 

iMj-yttvte. 



Unto thi* wine 

-.Which 

Excuse metheh 
When jpnty 

$ 2 . tojkt 

jdmmncU 

you hut fcmnble to confess, 
As you ore wise toknovr* your happiness s 
Our author would not grieve to see you sit 
Ruling, with such unquestioned power, his wit : 
MSHmyould 1 give, that I could still preserve 
Mp|^lty to him, and yet deserve 


Your kind opinion by revealing now 
The cause of that great storm which clouds 
his brow 5 

And his close murmurs, which, since ; 
to you, 

I cannot think or mannerly or true ! , 

Well 5 1 begin to be resolv’d, and let ; 

My melancholy tragic Monsieur fret;| 

Let him the several harmless weep 
Of that all-daring trifle call’d his Si xm 
Yet I’ll inform you what, this very day; 

Twice, before witness, I bave.hqgrd him 1 
Which is, that you are growneapwr^" JL " 

For ten times more of wit, 4 haa.| 

Your silty ancestors in twepty yHL , . 

Y’ expect should in two bOars oe giv 
hoteV * ■* , 

For they, hb swears, to th’ theObW Would come 
Ere they had din'd, ter take upi&Cb&t room ; 
There sit bn benches, Wot adoprdU with mots. 
And graciously did vail their higft&own'd hats 
To every half -dress’d player, as he still 
Through th' hangings peep'd to see how the 
house did 111. 

Good, easy-judging souls! with what deliglf* 
They would expect & gig or target tight $ 

A furious talc of Troy, which they ne’ er thought 
Was weakly written, so “twere strongly foug Ii m. 
Laugh'd at a clinch, the shadow of a jest, •. 
And cry'd, “A passing good one, I protest t" 
Such dull and humble-witted people wcie^ 
Even your forefathers, whom we govern’d licrfi ; * 
And such had you been too, he swears, had not 
| The poets taught you how t' unweave a plot, 
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■ “And trace the winding scenes 3 taught you t 
admit [wit. 

What was true sfense, not what did sound like 
Thus they have arm’d you ’gainst themselves I 
to light, [write. 

iVW^strong and mischievous from what they 
Youtfiavc ljecn lately highly feasted here, 
Witlatwo great wits,* that grac’d our theatre, 
llut, 11 to feed you often with delight 
Will more corrupt, than mend, your appetite 3 
He vows to use you, which he much abhors, 
As others did your homely ancestors. 

$ Epilogue to the Cutter qf Coleman « 
street, spoken by the Person who acted Cut- 
ter. 1056 . Cowley. , 

Mktuinks a vision bids me silence break, 

• [ Without hie Peruke. 

\ml some words to this congregation speak 3 
So great and gay a one I ne’er did meet 
At the fifth monarch’s court in Coieman-Strect ;j 
Rut yet I womler much not to espy a 
Brother in all this court, call'd Zephaniah, 
Bless me ! what arc we ? what may this place be 7 
For 1 begin my vision now to see, 

That this is a mere theatre— Well then, 

If ’t be e’en bo, I’ll Cutter be again. 

[Puts on his Peruke. 
Not Cutter thft pretended cavaliers 
For, to confess ingenuously here 
To you, who always of that party were, 

I never was of any 3 up.aud down * 

I roll’d, a very rake-hell of this town. 

•R»;t now my lollies and my faults are ended, 
My ir,. and my mind are both amended ; 
And, if we may believe one who has fail’d before, 
Our auilior says he’ll mend— that is, he’ll 
write no more. 

Prologue to Alcibiadcs. 1675 . Otway. 
N&yi&'did rhymer greater hazards run, 
WnngstuBby your severity undone; 

1 to oblige ye, have done most, 

• Akdiraui^lgry jptaasyres at our own sad cost 3 
etfgavors have been lost. 
SffiUTf a st^b^ JCb’ring to be good, 
hpoekty>J^!treason understood 1 
W!$s$wa$^^ 6f the court 

Shall, play the|r^pr, and honor’d fort, 
kno^ftjpgoa of what’s sen 
Our anther mte.be gladly will submit :1 
‘Rut there’s a sort of things infest the (fit, . 
That would be witty spite of nature too, 

And, to be thought so, haunt and pester you. 
Hi/her/ubmetimes, those would-be wits repair, 
l> quest of you; where, if you don’t appear, 
Cries one— “ Pugh ! D— n me, what do we do 
here ?" 

Straight up he starts, his garniture then puts 
In etder, so he cocks, and out he struts 
To the cof&fe-house where he about him looks 3 
SJ>ics friebd 3 cries, “ Jack— I’ve been to-night 
at th’ Duke’s 3 

* Beaumont and Fletchor. 


The silly rogues are all undone, my dear, 

I'gud, not one of souse that I saw there.” 

Thus to himself he’d reputation gather 
Of wit, and good acquaintance, hut has neither. 
Wit has, indeed, a stranger been, of late ; 
’Mongst its pretenders, nought so strange as that . 
Both houses, too, so long a fast have known, 
Thatcoorsest nonsense goes most glibly down. 
Thu?, though this triHer never wrote before. 
Yet, &ith, lie ventured cm the common score : 
Since nonsense is so generally allow’d, 

Ho hopes that this may pass amongst the crowd. 

45 . Epilogue to Aurengzebe. 1 G 76 . Drydkn. 

A frktty task ! and so I told the fool, 

Who needs would undertake to please by rule : 
11c thought, that, if his characters were good. 
The scenes entire, and freed from noise and 
blood, 

The action great, yet circumscrib’d by time. 
The words not forc'd, but sliding into rhyme, 
The passions rais’d and calm'd by jukt degrees, 
As tides are s well’d, and then retire to seas 3 
He thought in hinting these his bus’ness done. 
Though he, perhaps, hah fail’d in ev’ry one. 
But, after all, a poet must confess, 

Elis art’s like physic, but a happy guess. 

Your pleasure on yoiir f ancy mus t dc^jul 3 
The lady’s pleas’d, just as she likes her fnnwU 
No song ! no dance ! no show ! he fears yob’ll ' 
say, ; 

You love all naked beauties, biltn play. 

He much mistakes your methods^ delight, 
And, like the French, abhors ottrtaigot fight : 
But those damn’d dogs can nevesbp Ajk* right. 
True English hate your MonBiet^|||j^--ttrts 3 
For you are all silk-weaveraf itgf" 

Bold Britons, at a brave bear-ga^«wMn; f 
Are rous’d, and, clatt’rlng sticks, ca^^ Play, 
play, play !” 

Mean time, your fribbling foreigner vyill stare. 
And mutter, to himself, “Ah, gens harbors /” 
And, ’gad, ’tie well he mutters, well for him; 
Our butchers else would tear him limb from 
limb. 

*Tis true, the time may come, your sons may bo 
Infected with this French civility : 

But this in after-ages will be done; 

Our poet writes a hundte&yeira too soon. 

This ag? come* efa tod swi pr he too fitst ; 
And early a blast. 

Who would ajmlf'nlm ft^efutnwke a test 

For fevors who Would strive, 

Whidh, likeabandm^fibstllaktes, ydu give ? 
Yet, scatter’d here there, I some behold, 
Who can diec^tj^tgfctol from the sold : 

To these he writes ; and, if by them allow’d, 
’Tis their prerogttliVeforttle the crowd; 

For he more fears (Uke a presuming man) 

Their votes who cannot judge, than theirs 
who can. 

t Alluding to the rivalry of the Spit&lfields manu- 
factures with those of France. 
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{ C. Epilogue to the Duke of Quite. 1683. 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook. Dkydkn. 

Much time and trouble this poor play has cost, 
And, ’fiiitii, 1 doubted once the cause was lost. 
Yet no one man was meant, nor great ndr 
small j 1 ' 

Our poets, like frank gamesters,* threw 

r rhcy took no single aim y ■ -V§r ■- 

Rut, like bold boys, true to their prft$eand 
hearty, 

Huzza'd, and tir'd broadsides at the whole party. 
Duels arc crimes j but, wlien the cause is right, 
Jn battle every man is bound to tight : 

For what should hinder me to sell my skin 
Dear as [ could, if once my heart were in ? 

Sc defendendo never was a sin. 

*Tis a tine world, my masters — right or wrong, 
The Whigs must talk, and Tories hold tlmir 
tongue. { 

They must do all they can— ‘ " 

Hut wc, forsooth, must bear a Christian mind, 

A nil tight like boys with one hand tied behind : 
Nay, and when one boy's down/t were wondrous 
wise 

To cry, “ Box fair, and give him time to rise !" 
When fortune favors, none but fools will dally : 
Would any of you, sparks, if Nan or Mally 
Tipp'd you th* inviting wink, stand, “ Shall I, 
Jiiuilir" ' 

A ti iuiiner cried, (that heard me tell the story,) 
{t Fie, Mistress Cook ! 'faith, you're too rank a 
Tory ! [cases ; 

Wish not Whigs bang'd, but pity their hard 
You women love to see men make wry faces.” 
u Pray, sir/' said I, “ don't thiuk me such a>j 
Jew; 

1 say no more, but give the devil bis due." 

“ Lenitives,” says he, “ best suit with our con* 
dition.” [cian.” 

" Jack Ketch,” says I, " 's an excellent physi 
u I love no blood.” “ Nor I, sir, as I breathe j 
But hanging is a fine dry kind of death.” 

“ Wc trimmers are for holding all things even." 
“ Yes, just like him that htfng 'twist hell and 
heaven." 

Have we not had men’slivesVnough already f 
u Yes, sure ; but you're for holding all things] 
steady. [brother, 

Now, since the weight, hangs all on one side, 
You trimmers &om r to \jttis0 it, hang on 
t'other. ^ : ’ ./»■ ling, 

Damn'd nouters, in MSBfc why 6 f steer- 
Arc neither gshn&tieifl^^ 

Not Whigs nor Tprie^^^^^rtlnii'ndrthat j 
Nor birds, nor beasts; bat j 

A twilight animal, trur to4aei|bor cause, * ' 

With Tory wings, but VVteggjsh teeth and 
claws/' - ’ 

4 7. 


P ro i a s&tO ih* Old Bachelor. 1693. 

COftOHEVK. 
How" this vile world ia chang'd ! In former 
days 

Prologues were Berious speeches before plays ; 
* This play was written jointly hy JDrydon and Lee. 


| Grave, solemn things, (as graces arc to feasts, 
Where poets begg’d a blessing from their gdesUr. 
But now no more like suppliants we come 1 ' 

A play makes war, and prologue is the drum.' 
Arm'd with keen satire, and with pointed wit. 
We threaten you, who do forjudges sitA /* 
To save our plays } or else we’ll damn ypujj&pit.. 
But, for your comfort, it folia out to-day/-' 
We've a young author, and his first-born play : 
Bo, standing only on his good behaviour. 

He's very civil, and entreats your favor. 

Not but the man has malice, would he show i! : 
Hut, on my conscience, he’s a bashful pod ; 
You think that strange : no matter j lie’ll out 
v^grow it. 

Well, I’m his advocate : by me he prays you 
(l don't kuow whether 1 shall speak to please 
you,) 

He prays — O, bless me ! what shall 1 do now ! 
Hang me if I know what he pray s, or how ! 

And 'twas the prettiest prologue, as he wrote it : 
Well, the deuce take me, if I han’t forgot it. 

O, Lord! Tor Heaven's sake excuse the play, 
Because, you know, if it be damn’d to-day, 

1 shall be hang'd for wanting what to say. 

For tny sake then — but I'm in such confusion, 

1 cannot stay to hear your resolution. [ Huns off. 

4 8. Prologue to the Royal Mischief. 1696. 

Prior. 

Ladies, to you, with pleasure, we submit 
This early offspring of a#virgin~wit. [fears : 

From your good nature nought our authoress 
Sure you’ll indulge, if not the Muse, her jear^. 
Freely, the praise she may deserve, boJidfr ; 
Pardon, not censure, what you can't allow , 
Smile on the work, be to her merits lA!nd, 

And to her faults, whalc’er they are, be blind. 

Let critics follow rules ; site boldly writes 
What Nature dictates, and what Love Indites. 
By no dull forms her queen and ladies move, 
But court their heroes; and agnize their love. 
Poor maid! She'd have (wh5fc s&jt- no: Wife 
would crave) '.-v, ' ^ 

A husband love bin jpottsafi 
And, from a second marriages 
Shows you. what horrid 
Howe'er/to constancy the prisB 
And, though the sister dies,^ 

Bless# ;*>fh aueCe&s/nilast ht 
Enjoys at once his mistress And ft drown. 
Learn, ladies, then, from Libaraxu's fate, 

What great rewards on virtuous lovers wait. 
Learn too, if Heaven and Fate should gdvdtao 
prove; k [lovfc,) 

(For Fate and Heaven don't always smile eg 
Learn with Zelinda to be still the same, 

Nor quit your first for any sccoud tiartie : 
Whatever fate, or death, or life, be given, , ^ 
Dare to be true ; submit the rest to Heaven* ‘ 

$ 9. Prologue to the Constant Cotlj. T e. 170Q. 

FARqukAK. . 

Poets will think nothing so checks their fury, 
As wits, cits, beaux, and women, for their jury. 
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“Our spark’s half-dead to think what medleys 
come, [doom. 

With blended judgments, to pronounce his 
'Tis all false fear ; for in a mingled pit, [writ, 
Why, what your grave don thinks but dutliy 
p'eighl>or i' th' great wig may take for wit* 
Sonfy authors court the few, the wise if any : 
Our jhuth ’s content, if he can roach the many, 
Who go with much like end* to church and 
play, 

Not to observe what priests or poets say — 

No, no ! your thoughts, like theirs, He quite 
another way. 

The ladies safe may smile, for liero’a no slander, 
No smut, no lewd-tongued beau, no double en- 
tendre. i 

Tis true, he has a spark just come from France, 
Cut then* so far from beau — why, be talks 
sense, [from thence. 

Like coin, oft carried out, but— seldom brought 
There's yet a gang to whom.ourepark submits, 
Vour elbow-snaking fool that lives by’s wits, 
Tint’s only witty, though, just as he lives, by 
fits : 

Who, lion-like, through bailiffs scours away, 
Hunts, in the face of dinner, all the day, 

At night with empty bowels grumbles o’er the 
play. 

And now the fnodish prentice he implores, 
Who, with hts master's cash, etol’nout of 
doors, 

Employs it on a brace pf— honorable whores : 
While their good bulky mother pleas'd sits by, 

. Bawd-regent of the bubble gallery. , * 

NS*: 1 '/iur mounted friends we humbly move, 
Who all your side-box tricks are mU$h above, 
And neler foil to pay us with your Jove, 

All, friends ! poor Dorset Gardeu-hoi&e iagone; 
Our merry meetings there are al! undone : 
Quite lost ic es, sure for soma strange misdeeds, 
That strong dbg Samson’s pull'd it o’er our 
i \ . . [told him, 
ndj,. Wt whephis fortune's 
, of)topo; vill bne day hold] 

our good hqtur'd town 
all his pricefc down. 

Now# 

i 

..;&ry®ar Wfcbt design'd; \ - 1 
I, try, judge, . and apeak a* y outbid, 

flOr, Prologue to the J^n^aS^.4702* 

? 

Like hungry guests a sitting audience looks : 
Plays are like, suppers ; poets Are the cooks : 
The founders you ; the table is the place ; 

The carvers we: the prologue is the grace : 
Efaph act a course ; each scene a diff ’rent dish : 
Though we’re in Lent, I doubt you’re still for 
fjjCsii. [rough j 

Satires the sauce, high -season’d, sharp, and 
Kind masks and beaux, I hope you're pepper- 
proof. 



Wit is the wine j but 'tis so scarce the true, 
Poets, like vintners, balderdash and brew. 

Your surly scenes, where rant and bloodshed 
Are butcher's moat, a battle's a sirloin : [join, 
Your scenes of love, so flowing, soft, and 
chaste, 

Are water-gruel, without salt or taste. , 

Bawdy's fat venison, which, though stale, can 
■ please : [ F rene h cheese . 

Your rakes love haut-gouts. like your damn'd 
Your rarity, for the fair guest to gape on, 

Is your nice squeaker, or Italian capon j 
Or your French virgin-pullet, garnish’d round 
And dress’d with sauce of some— four hundred 
pound. 

An opera, like an oglio, nicks the age 5 
Farce is the hosty-pudding of the stage : 

For when you're treated with indifferent clicor, 
You can dispense with slender stage-coach lore. 
A pastoral’s whlpt-cream j stage-whims, more 
And tragi-comedy, half fish and flesh, [trash ; 
But comedy, that, that’s the darling cheer ; 
This night, we hope, you'll an Inconstant lx*ar; 
WiJd-fowl is lik’d in play-houso all the year. 

Yet since each mind betrays a diff rent taste, 
And ev’ry dish scarce pleases cv’ry guest. 

If aught you relish, do not damn the rest. 

This favor crav'd, up let the music sir ike : 
You’re welcome all — on 
like. , " \ 

§ 11. Prologue on the proposed Union of the 
*Ttt>o Houses. 1703. Fakquh vu. 

Now all the world’s ta'en up with state af- 
fairs, [wars ; 

Some wishing peace, some calling out for 
'Tis likewise fit we should inform the age, 
What are the present politics o' th' stage : 

Two ditfrent states, ambitious both, and bold. 
All free -bom souls, the New House and the 
Old, 

Have long contended, and made stout essays, 
WJiteh should he monarch absolute in plays. 
Long has the. battle held with bloody strife. 
Where many ranting heroes lost their life ; 

Yet such their enmity, that e’en the slain 
Do conquer death, rise up, prod fight again. 
Whilst from the gallery,. box, the pit and all, 

. The andience look'd, and shook its awful 
head, ... - r 

VVondTing tesro/aainauy thousands foil, 

And then l£im$d prfb t# see u* look so red. 



ifrotn hell, 
ody lipid 
gtoat Pompey 


You've seen 

yield.* 

Vast sums of ' 

To draw romew.,^,, 

Ligbt-footed rogues, Who, 

pay» 

Took to their heels — AUon£~oxid ran away. 
Here you have seen great Philip's conqu'ring 
son, [run; 

Who in twelve years did the whole world o'er- 


did advance, 

mcej 
got their 
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Here has he fought, and found a harder job' 

To beat one play-house, than subdue the globe; 
All this from emulation for the bays : 

You lik’d the contest, and bestow’d your praise, 
Hut now (as busy heads love something new) 
They would propose an union — Omortdieu! 
If it bo so, let Caesar hide his head, ,, 
And light no more for glory, but foe bread* 

Let Alexander mourn, as once before, 

Because no worlds arc left to conquer more. 
Hut if we may judge small from greater things, 
The present times may Bhow what union 
You feel the danger of united kings, [brings, 
If we grow one, then slav’ry must ensue 
To poets, players, and, -my friends, to you. 

For, to one house confin’d, you then must 
praise 

Roth cursed actors, and confounded plays. 
Then leave us as we are, and next advance 
Bravely to break the tie ; twixt Spain and 
France. 

$ 12. Epilogue to the Beau's Duel. 1703. 

Centlivrk. 

You see, gallants, ’t lias l>ecn our poet's care, 
To show what beaux jn their perfection arc; 
)lv nature cowards, foolish ; useless tools, 
Made men by tailors, and by women, fools : 

A lieVL, -U -La**/ ttfigr.rg, dancing crew ; 

/vav. now we hear they’ve smiiing-uiasters too. 
.fust now a Frenchman, in the dressing-room, 
From teaching of a beau to smile, was come. 
He show'd five guineas— Wasn't he rarely 
paid ? 

Thus all the world by smiles arc once betray’d. 
The statesman smiles on them he would undo, 
The courtier’s smiles are very seldom true, 
The lovers smiles too many do believe, 

And women smile on them they would deceive. 
When tradesmen smile, they safely cheat with 
case ; 

And smiling lawyers never fall of fees. 

The doctor’s look the patient’s pains beguiles, 
The sick man lives if the physician smiles. | 
Thus smiles with interest hand in hand do go, 
He surest strikes, that smiling gives the blow. 
Poets, with us, this proverb do defy : 

We live by smiles, for if you frown we die. 

To please you then shall be our chief endeav- 
or 

And all we ask, is but your smiles for ever. 

1 * ' \ Q [tfoing. 

Hold— 1 foigot^jthe>»tho^ bid me say, 

She humbly begs protedty&afor Hetjaiay: 

’Tis yours— she dedicates' It to. you tdl, 

And you're too gen’rous, sure, to, let it foil ; 
She hopes the ladies will her otiose maintain, 
Since virtue here has been her only aim. 

The beaux, she thinks, won't fail to do her 
right, [fight. 

Since here they’re taught with safety how to 
Slie’s sure of favor from the men of war, 

A soldier is Iter darling character : 

To fear their murmurs, then, would be absurd, 
They only mutiny when not preferr’d., 


But yet, 1 see, she does your fury dread. 

And, like a pris’ner, stands with fear half-dead. 
While you, her judges, do her sentence give ; 
If yon’re not pleas’d, she says, she cannot live. 
Let my petition then for once prevail, , r 
And let your gen’rous hands her pardon WT 


$ 13. Prologue to Love makes a Man. /'170-I. " 

ClKllV.lt. 

Since plays are but a kind of public feasts, 
Where tickets only make the welcome guests ; 
Methinks, instead of grace, we should prepare 
Your tastes in prologue, with your bill of fore. 
When you foreknow each course, though this 
may tease you, [you. 

’Tis five to one bi£ one o’ th’ five may please 
First, for the critics, we’ve your darling cheer, 
Faults without number, more than sense can 
bear ; 

You’re certain to be pleas'd where errors are. 
From your displeasure I dare vouch we’re safe ; 
You never frown but where your lieighliours 
laugh. [is. 

Now, you that never know what spleen or lute 
Who, for an act or two, are welcome gratis, 
That tip the wink, and so sneak out with mm- 
quam satis ; 

For your smart tastes we’ve tos$’d you up a fop, 
We hope the newest that’s of late come up ; 
The fool, beau, wit, and rake, so mix’d he 
carries, 

He seems a ragout pipiog-hot from Paris. 

But, for the softer sex, whom most we’d move, 
We’ve whnt the fair and chaste were form^kr 
for— love : ***• 


An artless passion, fraught with hopes and fears, 
And nearest happy when it most despairs. 

For masks, we’ve scandal, and for beaux, 
French airs. 

To please all tastes, we‘11 do the best we can ; 
For the galleries, we've Dicky and Will Pin- 
kethman. [fure > 

Now, sirs, you’re welcome, and you know your 
But pray, in charity, the founder spore, „ 

Lest you destroy at once the pqfikj|i)g[ the 
play’r. ST" 

$ 14. Prologue to the Rivals. 170G. 

Far^uhar. 
sounded^ 1 - 

With drums apd trumpets, in this warring 
* age, 

A martial prologue should alarm the stage L , 
New plays, ere acted, a full audience here, I 
Seem towns investee, when a siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a forlorn hope, sent out 
Before the play, to skirmish and to scout : 

Our dreadful foes, the critics, when they spy, 
They cock, they charge, they fire— then back 
they fly. 

The siege is laid ; there gallant chiefs abound 5 
Here, foes intrench’d ; there, glitt’nhg^troops 
around ; 

And the loud batt’ries roar— from yonder rising 
ground. 
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- In the first act, brisk sallies, (miss or hit,) 
With volleys of small shot, or snip-snap wit, 
Attack, and gafl the trenches of the pit. 

The next — the lire continues, but at length 
Grows less, and slackens like a bridegroom's 
strength. [abound} 

The third— feints, mines, and countermines, 
b Your critic engineers, safe under ground, 

" Blow up our works, and all our art confound. 
The fourth — brings on most action, aud 'tie 
sharp, 

Fresh foes crowd on, at youP remissness carp, 
And desp’rato, though unskill’d, insult our 
counterscarp. 

'Hie n comes the last ; the gen’ral storm is near, 
The pont -governor now quakes for fear ; 

Runs wildly up and down, forgets to hud*, j 
And would give all he’s plunder'd — to get off. 
So — Don, and Monsieur — Bluff, before the 
siege, 

Were quickly tam'd — at Venlo, and at Lioge • 
'Twas Viva Mpugnia ! Viva France! before; 
Now, Qua r tier. Monsieur! Quart ier ! Ah. 
Hr nor ! 

Rut what your resolution can withstand ? 

You master all, and awe the sea and land. 

In war — your valor makes the strong sulumt ; 
Your judgment humbles all attempts in wit. 
What play, what fort, what beauty, can endure 
All fierce assaults, and always be secure ? 
Then grant 'em gen'rous terms who dare to 
write, 

Since now — that seems as desp’rate as to light, 
ff we must yield — yet, ere the day be fix'd, 
i.c* u<> bold out the third, and, if we may, the 
sixth. 

$ 15. Prologue to the Busybody. 1708. 

CEMTLlVRf. 

Though modern prophets were expos'd of 
late, 

The author could not prophesy his fate : 

If with such scenes an audience had been fir’d, 
The poet must have really been inspir'd. 

Rut these, alas ! are melancholy days 
For modcra prophets, and for modern plays. 

Yet since prophetic lies please fools of fashion, 
And women. are so fond of agitation ; 

To men of seiilW|I71 prophesy anew. 

And tell you wondrous things that will prove 
true. 

Undaunted colonels will to camps repair, 
Assur’d there'll lie no skirmishes this year ; 

On Jur own terms will flow the wish'd -for 

, peace, 

All wars, except 'twixt man and wife, shall 
cease. 

The Grand Monarque may wish his son a 
throne, 

But hardly will advance to lose his own. 

This season most things bear a smiling face ; 
Rut play'rs in summer have a dismal case, 
SiAi(i your appearance only is our act of grace. 
Court-ladies will to country seats be gone, 

My lord can't all the year live great in town : 
Vul. vi. Nos. U7 1)3. 


Where, wanting operas, basset, and a play, 
They'll sigh, and stitch a gown to pass the time 
away. 

Gay city-wives at Tunbridge will nppra , 
Whose husbands long have wished for an heii 
Where many a courtier may their wants re- 
lieve, 

But by the waters only they conceive. 

The Fleet-street sempstress, toast of Temple 
sparks, [clerks. 

That runs spruce neckcloths for attorneys' 
At Cuper’s gardens will her horns regale. 

Sing Fair Dorinda, and drink bottled ale. 

At all assemblies rakes are up and down, 

And gamesters, when they think they are not 
known. 

.Should 1 denounce our author’s fate to-day. 
To cry down prophecies, you’d damn the play ; 
Yet whims like these have sometimes made 
you laugh, 

Tig tattling all like Isaac Biclccrstaff. 

Since war aud places claim the bards that write. 
Bo kind, and bear a woman’s treat to-mghi , 
Let your indulgence all her fears allay, 

And none but woman-haters damn this play. 

§ Ki. Prologue to the Man s Bewitch'd. 1710. 

Ct.\ i i.i v nr.. 

Ouu female author trembling iMw V- '-inJnn, 

I Her fear arises from another’s sin * 

One of her sex has so abus'd the town. 

That on her score she dreads you* angry 
frown ; 

Though, 1 dare say, poor soul, she never writ 
Lampoon, or satire, on the box or pit ; 

A harmless, hum’rous play is her extent of wit. 
Though BickcrstafTs vast genius may engage, 
And lash tho vice and follies of tho age ; 

Why should the tender Delia tax the nation, 
Stickle aud make a noise t or reformation, 

Who always gave a loose herself to inclination ? 
Scandal and satire’s thrown aside to-day, 

And humor’s the sole business of our play. 
Beaux may dress on, to catch the ladies’ hearts, 
And good assurance pass for mighty parts : 

The cits may bring their spouses without fear ; 
We show no wife that’s poaching for an heir, 
Nor teach the uso of fine gauze handkercliicr. 
Cowards may huff, and talk of mighty wonders, 
And jilts set up — lor twenty-tliousand-pound- 
ers. 

Our author, even though she knows full well. 

Is so good-natur’d, she forbears to tell, 

What colonels, lately, have found out the 
knack 

To muster madam, still, by Ned or Jack ; 

To keep their pleasures up, a frugal way, 

They give her subaltern’s subsistence for her 
pay. 

In short, whate’er your darling vices are, 

They pass untouch’d in this night’s bill of faro. 
But if all this can’t your good-nature wake. 
Though here and there a scene .should fail to 
take, 

Yet spare her for the Busybody’s sake. 
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§ 17 Epilogue to the same. Spoken by Mrs. 
Oldfield. 1710. Centliviie. 

[A Porter delivers a letter, just as 
she is going to speak.] 

What’s this ? a billet-doux from hands un- 
known ? 

’Tin new to send it thus Tore all the town : 

Hut Bince the poor man’s so agog, 

I'll read it out, by way of epilogue. 

[Reads. 

Madam, 

Permit a wretch to let you know, 

That he's no more in statu quo ; 

My ruin from this night commences, 
Unless your smiles refund my senses; 
For, with one thrust of Cupid’s dart. 
You’ve whipp’d your slave quite through 
the heart ; 

Therefore, 1 beg you, cast your oyo 
O’er boxes, pit, and gallery, 

In pity of my pains and doubt, 

And try if you can’t find me out. 

Poor soul ! he seems indeed in dismal plight j 
Let’s sen! it can’t he, sure, lroin th’ upper J 
flight, [write : ; 

No, no — that’s plain — for — none of them can 
Nor can I think it from the middle fell, 

For Jpn afraid as few j»f them can spell ; 
-Beside, their haggling passions never gain 
Beyond the passage-walking nymphs of l)rury- 
lano : [rovers, 

And then the pit’s more stock'd with rakes and 
Than any of these senseless, whining lovers. 
The backs o’ th’ boxes too sec in mostly lin’d 
With souls whose passion’s to themselves con- ; 

lin’d. [sparks, j 

In short, I can’t perceive, ’mongst all your i 
The wretch distinguish'd by these bloody 
marks * [mauds, sir, 

But since the town has heard your kind com-i 
'I’lie town shall e’en lie witness of my answer, j 
First, then, beware you prove uo spark in red. 
With empty purse and regimental head } 

That thinks no woman can refuse t’ engage in’t, 
While love's advanc'd with offer’d bills on 
agent ; 

That swears he’ll settle from his joys com- 
mencing, 

And make the babe, the day he’s born, an en- 
sign. 

Nor could l bear a titled beau, that steals 
From fasting spouse her matrimonial meals ; 
That moduli sends next morn to her apartment 
A civil how d’ye— far, alas! from th’ heart 
meant : 

Then powder'd for th’ ensuing day's delights, 
Bows through his crowd of duns, and drives to 
Whites. 

Nor could I like the wretch that all night plays. 
And only takes his rest on winning days ; 
Then sets up, from a lucky hit, his rattler ; 
Then’s trac’d from his orig'nal — in the Tatler. 
To tell you all that are my fix’d aversion, 
Would tire the tongue of malice or aspersion : 


But if I find ’mongst all one gen’rous heart, • 
That, deaf to stories, takes the stago’s part ; 
That thinks that purse deserves to keep the 
plays, [eras; 

Whose fortune’s bound for the support of oj*- 
That thinks our constitution here is justly 
fix’d, [^le*\i ; 

And now no more with lawyers’ brawls pens- 
ile, 1 declare, shall my whole heart receive } * 
Anil (what’s more strange) I’ll love him while 
I live. 

$ 18. Prologue to Lady Jane Grey. 1715. 

Rowe. 

To-night the noblest subject swells our 
scene, 

A heroine, a martyr, and a queen ; 

And, though the poet dares not boast bis art 
The very theme shall something great impart, 
To warm the. geiiTous soul, and touch the ten- 
der heart. 

To you, fair judges, we the caurc submit ; 

Your eyes shall tell us how the tale is writ. 

If your soft pity waits upon our woe, 

If silent tears for sufT ring virtue flow ; 

Your grief the muses’ labor shall confess. 

The lively passions, and the just distress. 

O ! could our author’s pencil justly paint, 

Such as she was iu life, the beauteous saint ; 
Boldly your strict attention inigtit we claim, 
And bid you mark and copy out the dame. 

No waud’ring glance one wanton thought con- 
fess’d j # 

No guilty wish inflam’d her spotless breast . 
The only love that warm’d her blooming youtb*- 
\V as husband, England, liberty, and ttfith. 

For these she fell ; while, with too weak a 
hand, 

.She strove to save a blind, ungrateful land. 

But. thus the secret laws of fate ordain, 
William’s grbat hand was doom’d to break that 
chain. 

And end the hopes of Romo’s tyrannic reign. 
For ever aB the circling years return, 

Yc grateful Britons ! crown the hero’s urn ; 

To his just care you ev’ry blessing owe, 

Which or his own, or following reigns bestow ; 
Though his hard fate a father’s name denied, 
To you a flit her, he ♦bat loss supplied. 

Then while you view the royal line’s increase. 
And €$unt the pledges of your future peace, 
From this great stock while still new glories 
come, 

Conquest abroad, and liberty at home ; ^ 
While you behold the beautiful and brave 4 
Bright princesses to grace you, kings to Bave, 
Enjoy the gill, but bless the baud that gave. 

$ 19. Epilogue to the Cruel Gift. Spoken 
by Mrs. Oldfield. 1717. Rowe. 

Wel£, ’twas a narrow ’scape my lover 
made — 

That cup and message — I was sore afraid \f u 
Was that a present for a new-made widow. 

All in her dismal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 
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When ono peep'd in— and hop'd for something 
good, 

There was — O gad ! — a nasty heart and blood.* 
If the old man had show'd himself a father, 

I lis bowl should have enclos’d a cordial rather \ 
Something to cheer me up amidst my trance, 
l,' can <fe liarbade — or comfortable. Nantz. f 
H&thought he paid it off with being smart, 
'And, to be witty, cried, he’d send the heart. 

I could have told his gravity, moreover, 

Were 1 our sex’s secrets to discover, 

Tis what wc never look for in a lover. 

Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 
All other matters fitting for a bride, 

So he make good the jewels and the jointure, 

■ To miss the heart does seldom disappoint her. 
’Faith, for the fish ion hearts of late arc made in, 
They arc fJie vilest baubles wo can trade in. 
Where are the tough, brave Britons to be found. 
With hearts of oak, so much of old renown 'd ? 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 

Swore to lie trifc to mother-church and state 3 
When their false hearts were secretly main- 
taining 

Von trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the canting crew of soul-ensurers, 
That Tyburn tribe of speech-making nonjururs, 
Who, in new-fangled terms, old truths explain- 
ing, • [meaning ! 

Teach honest Englishmen damn’d double- 
ts ! would you lost integrity restore, 

And boast that faith your plain forefathers bore 3 
Whafeurcr pattern can you hope to find 
Than that dear pledge} your monarch left be- 
hind ? 

See how his looks his honest heart explain, 

And speak the blessings of Ins future reign ! 

In his each feature truth and candor trace, 

And read plain-dealing written in his face. 

$ 20 . Epilogue to the Lying Valet. 17 10 . 

Garrick. 

That Pm a lying rogue you all agree ; [sec, 
And yet, look round the world, anil you shall 
That many more, my betters, tie ns fast as me. 
Against this vice wc all are. ever railing, 

And yet, so tempting is it, so prevailing, 

You'll find but few without this, useful, failing. 
Lady or Abigail, my lorc^s.-Will, 

The lie goes round* and the ball's never still. 
:.lv Lies too** 1 hr. 1 til less, told to show my parts, 
And not like those when tongues belie their 
hearts. 

In all professions you will find this flaw 3 
And in the gravest too, in physic and in law. 
The gouty sergeant cries, with formal pause, 

“ Your plea is good, my friend 3 don’t starve 

■ the cause 

But when rny lord decrees for t'other side, 

Your costs of suit convince you — that he lied. 

* *I*bis tragedy was founded upon the story of Fi- 
gisnyinda and tiuiscardo, out ot Boccuco’s novels 3 
wheret;i the heart of the lover is sent by the fattier to 
his daughter, as a present, 
t i. f. Citron-water and good brandy, 
j The Prince of Walt*, then present. 
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A doctor conics, with formal wig and ftco, 
First feels your pulse, then thinks, and knows 
your case, [you : 

“Your lexer's slight, not dangerous, I assure 

Keep warm, ami rcpetulvr h amt us } sir. will 

cure yon.'-’ [ing ; 

Around the bed, next day, bis friends are cry- 
The patient dies 3 the doctor’s paid for lying. 
The poet, willing to secure the pit. 

Gives out his play has humor, taste, and wit 
The cause comes on, and, while the judges trv, 
Each groan and cat-eall gives the h ird the lie. 
Now let us ask, pray, what the ladies do ■ 

They too will fib a little, entre nous. 

" Lord !” says the prude, (her face behind her 
fan,) 

u How can our sox have any joy in man ? 

As for my part, the best could ne’er deceive inn 3 
And were the race extinct, ’t would never 
grieve me ! 

Their sight is odious, but their touch, O gad ! 
The thought of that’s enough to drive, one 
mad.’' 

Thus rails at men the squeamish Lady Dainty, 
Yet weds, at litly-tive, a rake of twenty. 

In short, a beau's inlrigriea, a lover's sighs, 

The courtier's promise, the rich widow’s erics, 
And patriot’s zeal, -ire seldom more than li‘*s. 
Sometimes you’ll see :t mail belie his nation, 
Nor to liirt country show the Ic.ist relation. 

For instance . now 

A cleanly Dutchman, or a Frenchman giave, 

A sober Gerin.111, or a Spaniard bravo, 

An Englishman a coward or a slave. 

Mine, though a fibbing, waB an honest art ; 

I serv'd my master, play'd a faithful part : 

Rank me not, therefore, ’inoiigg} the lying cre 
For, though my tongue was false, my heart 
was true. 

§ 21 . Epilogue to Agamemnon. Thomson. 

Our bard, to modern epilogue .1 foe, [woe j 
Thinks such mean mirth but deadens gen’rous 
Dispels in idle air the moral sigh, 

And wipes the tender tear from pity’s eye : 

No more with social warmth thu bosom burns ; 
But all tli’ unfeeling, selfish man returns. 

Thus he began : and you approv’d the strain, 
Till the next couplet sunk to light and vain. 
You chock’d him there — to you, to reason, ju»t. 
He owns he triumph'd in your kind disgust. 
Charm'd by your frown, by your displeasure 
grac’d, 

He hails the rising virtue of your taste. 

Wide will its influence spread, as soon as 
known 3 

Truth, to be lov'd, need only to bo shown. 
Confirm it, once, the fashion to be good, 

(Since fashion leads the fool, and awes the rude,) 
No petulance shall wound the public ear; 

No hand applaud what honor shuns to hear 3 
No painful blush the modest cheek shall stain 3 
The worthy breast shall heave with no disdain. 
Chastis'd to decency, the British stage 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the sage : 

t 2 
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Both shall attend, well pleas’d, well pleas’d de* I Ah ! let not Censure term our fate our choice, — 


pjirt; 

Or, if they doom the verse, absolve the heart. 

$ 22. Prologue spoken by Mr. Garrick at the 
opening of the Theatre in Drury - Lane, in 
the Year 1747. Johnson. 

Wiikn Learning’s triumph o’er her barb’- i 
rous foes [rose j 

First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakspcarc 
Each change of many-cnlor’d life he drew, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagin'd new : 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign, 

And panting Time toil’d after him in vain : 
llis powerful strokes presiding Truth impress’d, 
And unresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 
Then Jon son came, instructed from the 
school, 

To please in method, and invent by rule : 
llis studious jKiticncc, and laborious art, 
lty regular approach, assail'd the heart : 

Cold Approbation gave the ling’riug bays ; 

For those who durst not censure scarce could 
praise. 

A mortal torn, he met the gen’ral doom, 

But left, like Egypt’s kings, a lasting tomb. 
The wits of Charles found easier ways to 
fame, [flume; 

Nor wish'd for Jonson's art, nor Shakspcare’s 
Themselves they studied, as they fell they writ ; 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 

Vice always found a sympathetic friend; 

They pleas'd their age, but did not aim to 
mend. 

Yet bards like these aspir’d to lasting praise, 
And proudly hop’d to pimp in future days : 
Their cause was gcn’ral, their supports were 
strong, [long;! 

Their slaves were willing, and their reign was 
Till Shame regain’d the post that Sense betray'd, 
And Virtue call’d Oblivion to her aid. [fin’d, 
Then, crush’d by rules, and weaken’d as rc- 
For years the power of Tragedy declin’d : 

From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 

Till Declamation roar’d whilst Passion slept ; 
Yet still did Virtue deign the stage to tread, 

. Philosophy remain’d, though Nature iled. 

But, forc’d at length her ancient reign to cpiit, 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of Wit : 
Exulting Folly hail’d the joyful day. 

And Pautomime and Song confirm’d her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage, 
And mark the future periods of the stage ? 
Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore, 
New Helms, new Durfcys, yet remain in store ; 
Perhaps, where Lear lias rav'd, and Hamlet 
died, 

On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 
Perhaps (for who c*»n guess th’ effects of| 
chance ?) 

Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot, that, here by Fortune plac’d, 
Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste ; 
With every meteor of caprice must play. 

And chase the new-blown bubble of tho day. 


The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 
The drama’s laws the drama’s patrons give, 

For wc, that live to please, must please to lire. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry, 

As tyrants doom their tools of guilt toidie ; 

’Tis yours this night to bid the reign cojVnence 
Of rescued Nature, and reviving Sense.; . _ 

To chase the charms of sound, the pomp of 
show, 

For useful mirth and salutary woe ; 

Bid scenic Virtue form the rising age, 

And Truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 

$ 2 J. Epilogue to Shaksptare's First Part of 
King Henry IV. Spoken by Mr. J. V. in 
the Character of Falstaff, 17113. Acted by 
young Gentlemen at Air. Kewcoipe’s (School 
at Hackney. IIouh.ky. 

[ Push’d in upon the stage by Prince Henry.] 

A ri.AuuE upon all coward^, still Isay — 

Old Jack must bear tho heat of nil the day. 

And he the master-fool beyond the play — 
Amidst hot-blooded Hotspur’s rebel strife. 

By miracle of wit 1 sav'd my life; 

And now stand foolishly expos’d again 
To tli’ hissing bullets of the. critic’s brain. 

Go to, old hid, ’tis time that thou wort wiser — 
Thou art not fram'd lor an cpiloguizcr. 

There’s Hal, now, or his nimble shadow, 
Poius, 

Straight in the back, ind lissome in the loins. 
Who wears his boot smooth as hia mistress' 
skin, * 

And shining as the glass she dresses in. 

Can bow and cringe, fawn, flatter, cog, and 
lie — 

Which honest Jack could never do — not I. 

Hal's heir-apparent face might stand it buff, 

And make (ha! ha! ha!) a saucy epilogue 
enough. 

But I am old and stiff— nay, bashful grown, 

For Sliakspcare’s humor is not now my own. 

I feel myself a counterfeiting ass ; 

And if for sterling wit I give you brass, 

It is his royal image makes it pass. 

Fancy now works; and here 1 stand and stew 
In mine fears, which set to view 

Eleven buckram cruise in each man of you ; 
Wights, who with no c«J.-facings will be 
I ‘ shamm’d, ~ 

Nor into risibility lie bamm’d, 

Will, though she shake their sides, think Nature ' 
treason, 

And see one damn’d— ere laugh without a 
reason. [speed, 

Then how shall one, r.ot of the virtuous, - 
Who merely has a wicked wit to plead— • 
Wit without measure, humor without rule, 
Cnfctter’d laugh, and lawless ridicule 1 . * 

Faith ! try him by his peers, a jury chosen — 
The kingdom will, I think, scarce raise the 
dozen. 

So — be but kind, and countenance the cheat, 
I’ll in, and say to Hal, I've done the fe&f. 
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24. Prologue to Irene . 1749. Johnson. 

Ye glitt’ring train ! whom lace and velvet 
bless, 

Suspend the soft solicitudes of dress j 
From grov’ling business and superfluous care, 
Ye soil of Avarice ! a moment spare : 
VotVjftlof Fame, and worshippers of Power ! 
.>t&Vmgattlic pleasing phantoms for an hour. 
Our daring bard, with spirit unconfin’d, 
Spreads Jvidc the mighty moral of mankind. 
Learn here how Heaven supportsyhc virtuous 
mind, 9 

Daring, though calm; and vigorous, though re- 
sign'd. f [breast, 

Learn here what anguish^racks the guilty 
1 n power dependent, in su^ess depress'd, 
Learn here that pcace>fc>m innocence must 
flow ; 

\11 else is empty sound, and idle show, [join ; 
lhit truths like these with pleasing language 
Ennobled, yet u/chang’d, if Nature shine : 
ll' no wild draught depart from Reason's rules, 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools; 
Intriguing wits ! his artless plot forgive ; 

And spare lum, beauties ! though his lovers live. 

He this at least his praise, be this iiis pride ; 
To force applause no modern arts are tried. 
Should partial cat-calls all his hopes confound, 

I fe bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound ; 
Should welcome sleep relieve the weary wit, 
lie rolls not thunders o’er the drowsy pit; 

No snares, tq captivate tlic judgment, spreads ; 
'^Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads. 

1 'unlov’d, though witlings sneer, and rivals rail; 
Studious to please, yet not itshain’d to fail, 

He scorns the meek address, the suppliant 
strain, 

With merit needless, and without it vain, 
lu Reason, Nature, Truth, he dares to trust ; 

Yc fops, tie silent ; and ye wits, be just. 

$ ij. Prologue to Cornua, for the Benefit of 
Milton at Grand-daughter. 17, jO. Spoken 
- by. Ah f Garrick, Johnson. 

Yk patriot crowds who burn for England’s 
lame, [name, 

nymphs whose bosoms In*"* ••♦..Milton’s 
. ' V'.ose gen'rous zeal, uc bought by ilatt'ring 
"Rhymes, 

^ names (ii'>.*-:,..«» , pcnsion8 of Augustan times ; 
.Immortal patrons of succeeding days, 

Attend this prelude of perpetual praise ; 

Let wit, condemn’d the feeble war to wage 
With close malevolence, or public rage; 

Let study, worn with virtue’s fruitless lore, 

. Heboid this theatre, and grieve no more, [tell 

* This night, distinguish'd by your smiles, shall 
That never Rriton can in vain excel ; 

• The flighted arts futurity shall trust, • 

And rising ages hasten to Ik: just. 

At length our mighty bard's victorious lays 
FrU.flm loud voice of universal praise; 

And baliledspitc, with hopeless anguish dumb, 
Yiclds*to renown the centuries to coinc ; 


With ardent haste each candidate of fame 
Ambitious catches at his tow 'ring name ; 

He sees, and pitying sees, vain wealth bestow 
Those pageant honors which ho scorn’d below, 
While crowds aloft the laureate bust behold, 
Or trace his form on circulating gold. 
Unknown, unheeded, long his offspring lay. 
And want hung threat 'ning o'er her slow decay. 
What though she shine with no Miltonian fire, 
No fav’ring muse her morning dreams inspire ! 
Yet softer claims the melting heart engage, 
Her youth laborious, and her blameless age ; 
Hers the mild merits of domestic life, 

The patient sufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thus grac’d with humble virtue’s native 
charms. 

Her Grand sire leaves her in Hritannia's arms; 
Secure with peace, with competence, to dwell, 
While tutelary nations guard her ceil. 

Yours is the charge, ye fair, ye wise, ye brave f 
Tie jours to crown desert — beyond the gia\e. 

} -2f». Occasional Prologue , spoken In/ Mr. 
Garrick , a l the opening of Ih unj-Lane The- 
atre, September b, 17.70, 

As homes, stales, and kingdoms, rise ami fall ; 
So, (with the mighty to eoinpare the siii.iII.) 
Through interest, whim, or, if yon please, 
through fate, 

Wc feel commotions in our mimic stale ■ 1 

The sock and buskin fly from stage to stage ; 

A year's alliance is with us an age ! 

And whcrc’a the wonder? all surprise must 
cease, 

When wc reflect how int’rest, or caprice, 1 
Makes real kings break articles of peace. 
Strengthen'd with new allies, our foes prepare , 
“ Cry, llavock ! and Jet slip the dogs of war.’’ 
To shake our souls, the papers of the dny v 
Drew forth the adverse power in dread array ; 
\ power, might strike the Imldcst with disnny : 
Yet, fearless still, we take the field with spirit, 
Arm’d cap-a-pie in self-sullicient merit. 

Our ladies too, with souls and tongues unt am'd, 
Eire up like Hrilons when the battle’s nam'd : 
Each female heart pants for the glorious strife, 
Emm 1 lamlot’tt motherf to the cobbler’s wile j 
Some few there arc, whom paltry passions 
guide, 

Desert each day, and fly from side to side : 
Others, like Swiss, love fighting as their trade ; 
Eor, boat or heating, they must all he paid. 
Sacred to iShakspn.ire was this spot design’d, 
To pierce the henrt, and humanize the mind . 
Hut, if an empty house, the actor’s curse, 
Shows us our Lc.irs and 1 1 runlets lose the r force, 

* In which paper* was this porn graph: “ Wo hwir 
that Mr. (Inin, Air*. CiMwr, Mr. flurry, Air. Ruck - 
Im, mid Air*. Woffington, iip* mi".i. % " , il ut (Vomit - 
Darden t limit re for themouing nein-oii.” --Outlie part 
of Drury-IjAiio Ileal rn it win notified, “That two 
celebrated uotora from Dublin worn migugnd to per- 
form there, iilrfo AIis« IMhuny, und H new actress, 
Signor PausoTij llm Conor iliino-r, and Iiim wife, and a 
gentleman to snip, who had not been on any stage. 0 
f Alrd. Pritchard. J Mrs. Clive. 
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Unwilling, we must change the nobler scene, I Was ever woman offer’d bo much wrong 1 ** 
And, in our turn, present you Harlequin ; , These creatures here would have me hold my 

Quit poets, and set carpenters to work, tongue ! 

•Show gaudy scenes, or mount the vaulting! I’m so provok'd, I hope you will excuse me ; 

Turk : 1 must be heard — and beg you won't refuse me. 

For, though we actors, one and all, agree While our mock heroes, not so wise ru. rash, 
Boldly to struggle for our — vanity, With indignation hold the vengeful Into, 

If want comes on, importance must retreat ; And at each other throw alternate sc; iLj 

Our first great ruling passion is — to eat. Compos'd of little wit — and some fe'j- fibs ‘ - 

To keep the field, all methods we'll pursue j I, Catherine Clive, come here to att:u k 'cm all. 

The conflict glorious ! for we'll fight for you : And aim alike at little and at tall. 

And, should we fail to gain the wish'd applause, But first, eift with the buskin'd chiefs I brave it, 

At least we're vanquish'd in a noble cause. A story is at hand, and you shall have it. 

. ^ _ Once oil a ti'nc two boys were throwing dirt. 

$ 27. Occasional Prologue, spoken at Corent- ^ gentle y out If* was one, and one was some- 
Garden Theatre, by Mr. Harry. 1730. what perf' •' 

WilKN vice or folly over-runs a state, Each to his mastei fvith lus tale retreated, 

Weak politicians lay the blame on fate : Who gravely heard " their dilf’rert parts re- 

Whe.u rulers useful subjects cease to prize, poated, [tr« atcl. 

And damn for arts that caus’d themselves to How Tom was rude, and Jack, poor lad ! ill- 
riso j The master paus’d — to be unjust was loath. 

When jealousies and fears possess the throne, Call'd fora rod, and fairly wlufp'd them both. 

And kings allow no merit— but their own ; J n the same master’s place, lo ! here I stand 

Can it be strange, that men for flight prepare, And for each culprit hold the lash in hand. 

And strive to raise, a colony elsewhere ? First, for our own— O, ‘tis a pretty youth ! 

Tins custom has prevail'd in ev’ry age. But out 0 f fifty lies I'll sift some truth 

And has liecn sometimes practis’d on the stage : ’Tis true, he’s of a choleric disposition, 

For — enlre now*— these managers of merit, And fiery parts make up his composition. 

Who fearless arm, and take the field with spirit, How have I seen him rave when things mis 
Have curb'd us monarchs with their haughty carried ! [ried. 

“den. Indeed, he's grown much tamer blr^e lie mar 

And Herod* have out- J/erorf-ed— within. if he succeeds, what joys his fancy strike ! 

\ Pointing to the Green Room. And then he gets — to which he's : , «A ,; «l.»Jcc. 

O, they can torture twenty thousand ways ! Faults he has many— hut I know no crimes ; . 

Make bouncing Bajazett retreat from Bayes \\ Yea, he has one— lie contradicts sometimes : 
The l.tdics§ too, with every power to charm, And when he falls into his frantic fit, 

Whose face and fire an anchorite might warm, He blusters so, it makes e’en me submit 
Have felt tlm fury of a tyrant's ann. So much for him— the other youth comes next. - 

By selfish arts oxpell'd our ancient seat, Who shows, by what he says, poor soul ! he’s 

In search of raiulor, and in search of meat, vex’d. 

We from your favor hope for this retreat. He tells you tales how cruelly this treats us. 

If Shnkspcarc’s passion, or it Jnnson’s art, To make you think the little monster licats us 
Tan fire the fancy, or can warm the heart, Would 1 have whin’d in melancholy phrase. 
That task bo ours; but if you damn their How bouncing Bajazct retreats from Baves? 

scenes, l, who am woman, would have stood the u . v , 

And heroes must give way to Harlequins, At least not snivcll'd thus, and run away 1 
We toocan have recourse to mime and dance ; Should any manager lift ann at me, 

Nay, there, l think, we have the better chance : f have a tvraq t a rm as well us he !- 
Ami, should the town grow' weary of the mute, ] n fi ic t, there haS'semc little bouncing been 
Why, we’ll produce a child upon the flutc.|| But who the bouncer*. ?. inquire within* 

But, be the food as 'twill, ’tis you that treat ! So matter who— 1 now procltaw-a pi^c'c. 

Long they have feasted— permit us now to eat. ,\nd hope henceforth hostilities will cease; . 

No more shall cither rack his brains to tease ye, . 
But let the contest be — who most shall please ye. 

} 20. Prologue to Taste. 17-52. Ppoken in the 
[Enters hastily, as if speaking to owe Character qf an Auctioneer. Garrick. 


§ 2»1. Epilogue spoken by Mrs. Clive, on the 
two occasional Prologues at Covent-Garden 
and I)nmj-Lane. 1750. 


who would oppose her. J 


Bkfou-' this court I, Peter Puff, appear, 


I I.L do t: by lleavcu, I will Pray get you j a Briton born, and bred an auctioneer! 

w . . S °“ e } . , , , . . i Who, fi»r myself, and ckc a hundred others, 

What ! all these janglings. and I not make one ? ■ >, y use f ul . } 10 nest, learned, bawling brothers 
* Mr. Unin. f Both Unin uuil flurry. J Mr. Car nek. \ With much humility and fear implore ye, 

ft ?2'.fi ,bl ^i* p ; . .. .. . . iTo lay our present desperate case licfore ye 

|| A child, KHiri to Im> iihou; t»ur years of iirc, had , ,, r / . . . . 

been introduced on the utagv* of Drury- Lane theatre, | * 18 this night a certain wag intends 

•o piny a tunc on that instrument. ' 'To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends • 
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„ If lords and ladies, and such dainty folks, “ I read no Greek, sir — when T was at school. 

Are cur'd of auction-hunting by his jokes ; Terence had prologues— Terence was no fool.’' 

Should this odd doctrine spread throughout H< He had ; but why V * replied the bard, in rage : 

the land, “ Exotics, monsters, had possess'd the stage ; 

11 Before you buy, be sure to understand But we have none in this enlighten'd age ! 

O, think on us, what various ills will flow, Your Britons now, from gallery to pit, 

Wh if great ones purchase only what they Can relish nought but stcrling Attic wit. 

J Iknow ! Here, take my play, I meant it for instruction j 

•'Wiiy feugh at taste? It is a harmless fashion, If rhymes arc wanting for its introduction, 

And qlitc subdues each detrimental passion : E’en let that nonsense be your own pruduc- 
Thc l:ir ones' hearts will ne'er incline to man, tion. 1 ' 

Whim thus they rage for — chinaAnd japan. Off went the poet. — It is now expedient 

The virtuoso too, and ronnoiaa/ir, I speak os manager, and your obedient. 

Are ever decent, delicate, ampure ; I, as your cat’rer, would provide your dishes, 

The smallest hair their loora thoughts might Dress'd to your palates, season'd to your wishes. 

hold, / [cold. Say but you're tir’d with boil’d and roast at 

Just warm when singbfcAnd when married, home, 

Their blood, at sight;* beauty, gently flows} We too can send for niceties from Rome ; 

Their Venus must Jfb old, and want a nose ! To please your tastes will spare nor pains nor 
No ain’rous pas/on with deep knowledge money, 

thrives} / Discard sirloins, and get you macaroni 

*Tis the complaint, indeed, of all our .wives !• VVliate’er new gusto for a time may reign, 

Tis said virtii to such a height is grown, Sliakspeare and liecf must have their turn ng.un. 
Ah artists are encourag'd — but our own. If novelties can please, to-night we’ve two « 

Be not deceiv'd ; 1 here declare on oath, Though English both, yet spare cm as the) ’ro 

1 never vet sold goods of foreign growth ; new. 

Ne'er sent commissions out to Greece or Rome : To one, at least, your usual favor* show } 

My best antiquities are made at home. A female asks it- —can a man Nay No ! 

I’ve Rinnans, Greeks, Italians, near at band, Should you indulge our novice* yet unseen, 

True Britons all, and living in the Strand. And crown her, with your hands, a tragic. 

I ne'er for tiinkets rack my pericranium ; queen } 

They furnish out my room from Herculaneum. Should you, with smiles, a confidence imparl, 

But hush • To calm those fears which speak a feeling heart; 

SIiAiiju it be known that English are employ'd, Assist each struggle of ingenuous shame, 

Our manufacture is at once destroy'd ; Which curbs a genius in its road to fame : 

No matter what our e.ounliymen deserve, With one wish more her whole ainhilion 

They ’ll thrive as ancients, but as moderns ends — 

* -*.fjirv o } She hopes some merit, to deserve such friends. 

If we should fall, to you it will be owing ; 

Farewell to arts — they are going, going, going ! $ 31 . lip Hogue to the same. 17M. (J \ hr ick. 
The fatal hammer’s in \our hand, O town ! Tiik port's pen ran, like a conjurers wand, S 
Then set us up, mid knock t\m poet down. Or kill or raise his heroine at eomniaml . 

_ And l shall, spirit -like, before l sink, 

$30. tyvtogue to Virginia. ‘731. Written courteously inquire, hut tell you, what 
j and spoken by Mr. Cauiiiuc. ] j, m think. 

Puoi.ouUKfl, like compliments, arc loss of From top to bottom ( sh.ill make you stare, 
time, By hitting all your judgments to a hair ! 

rp «i. 7 einiiiig bows, and making legs, in rhyrnc : And, first, with you above I shall begin 

’Tis eTinging at the door, wiili simpering grin, [ To the upper gallery. 

\vkpn we should sho 1 *' -he company within — Gnod-natur’d souls, they’re ready all to grin. 

So thi *ks our bare, who, stiff in classic knowl- Though twelve -pence seat you there, so near 

edge, [lego. the roiling, 

Preserves too much tins buckram of the col- The folks below can’t boast a bettor feeling. 
“Lord, sir,” said I, *‘an audience must be No high-bred prud’ry m your region lurks, 
woo’d, You boldly laugh and rry as nature works. 

And, lady-like, with flattery pursued} .Says John to Tom, (ay — there they sit to- 

They nauseate fellows that arc blunt and rude. got her, 

Authors should learn to dance as well as As honcr-t Britons as e’er trod on leather,) 
write — " [sight ! ! " 'Tween you and t, my friend, 'tis very vild, 

•* Dance at my time of life ! Zounds, what a i That old Vergccnus should have struck his 
Grgwn gentlemen, (’tis advertis’d,) do Icaru by j child } I ruler ; 

*. night. [these,; I would have bang’d him for’t had I been 

Your modern prologues, and such whims as, And duck’d that A pus too, by w;*y of cooler.*' 
Tiifc’^rceks ne’er knew— turn, turn to Soph- 1 * ;g rs> Graham, afitrwarda Mip. Yates, ihon a nsw 
. oclCS.’’ X ! actress. 
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Some maiden-dames, who hold the middle 
floor, [ To the middle gallery. 

And fly from naughty man, at forty-four, 

With turn’d-up eyes applaud Virginia’s ’scape, 
And vow they’d do the same to shun a rape } 

So very chaste, they live in constant fears, 

And apprehension strengthens with their years. 

Ye bucks, who from the pit your terrors send, 
Yet love distressed damsels to befriend ; 

You think this tragic joke too far was carried, 
And wish, to set all right, the maid had married : 
You’d rather sec, (if so the fates had will’d,) 
Ten wives be kind, than one poor virgin kill’d. 

May I approach unto the boxes, pray, 

And thero search out a judgment on the play 7 
In vain, alas ! 1 should attempt to find it j 
Fine ladies see a play, but never mind it. 

’Tis vulgar to lie mov’d by acted passim , 

Or form opinions till they’re fix’d by fashion. 

Our author hopes this fickle goddess, Mode, 
With us will make, at least, nine days’ abode j 
To present pleasure he contracts his view, 

And leaves his future fame to time and you. 

$ 32. Occasional Prologue to the Mask of 
Britannia. 1755. Written and spoken by 
Mr. (iakuick, in the Character of a Sailor, 
fuddled , and talking to himself. 

Enters , singing, “ How pleasant a sailor’s life 
passes !” 

Well ! if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 

A sailor, half-seas o'er, ’s a pretty fellow. 
What cheer, ho 7 Do I carry too much sail 7 

[ To the pit. 

No — tight and trim — I scud before the gale — 
[He staggers forward, and then stops. 
But softly though — the vessel seems to heel — 
Steady ! my boy — she must not show her keel. 
And now, thus ballasted — what course to steer 7 
Shall I again to sea — and bang Mounseer 7 
Or stay on shore, and toy with Sail and Sue 7 
Dost love ’em, boy 7 By this right hand, I do 1 
A well-rigg’d girl is surely most inviting : 
There's nothing better, faith — save llip and 
fighting. 

I muBt away— I must 

Wlmt ! shall we sons of beef and freedom stoop, 
Or lower our flag to slavery and soup 7 
What ! shall these Parly-voos make such a 
racket, 

And I not lend a hand to lace their jacket 7 
Still shall Old England be your Frenchman’s 
butt 7 — 

Whene’er he shuffles we should always cut. 
I’ll to ’em, faith — Avast — before I go— 

Have I not promis’d Sail to sec the show 7 

[Pulls out a play -bill. 
From this same paper we shall understand 
What work’s to-uight — I read your printed 
hand. 

First lets refresh a bit— for. faith, I need it — 
I’ll take one sugar-plum — [ lakes some tobacco.] 
and then I’ll read it. 

[He reads the play-bill of Zara, 
which was acted that evening. 


" At the Theatre Royal, Drury-Lane — ^ 
Will be presen-ta-ted a tragedy called 
Sarah”— 


I’m glad ’tis Sarah — then our Sail may see 
Her namesake’s tragedy : and, as for me, 

I’ll sleep as sound as if I were at sea — 

“ To which will be added- 
mask — ” 

Zounds ! why a mask 7 We sailors hqf 
Aboveboard all j we scorn to hide our Ltces. 
But what is here, so very large and plat n 7 
" Bri-tan-niiT O, Britannia 1 - — g ood 
again-3 ~ — 

Huzza, boys ! I?‘ the Royal George, I swear, 
Tom Coxen, anS the crew, shall straight be 
there. \ 


All free-born souls n^^st take Bri-tan-niu’s part. 
And give her three ro^d cheers, with hand 
and heart ! \ Going off, he stops. 

I wish you landmen, though • would leave your 
tricks, 1 

Your factions, parties, and daifh’d politics : 
And, like us honest tars, drink, fight, and sing ; 
True to yourselves, your country, and your 
king ! 

$ 33. Prologue to Comus. Performed for the 
Benefit of the General Hospital at Bath. 
175G ; and spoken by Miss Mon'ison , in the 
Character of a Lady of Fashion. IIoapi.ev. 

[She enters with a number of 
tickets in l hand. 
Weil, I’ve been beating up for voluiueors. 
But find that charity has got no cars. 

I first attack’d a colonel of the guards— 

“ Sir, charity— consider its rewards 5 
With healing hand the saddest sores it skins, 
And covers — O ! a multitude of sins.” 

Ho swore the world was welcome, io his- 
thoughts : 

'Twas damn'd hypocrisy to hide one’s fhults ; 
And with that sin his conscience nc’ci »Va» 
twitted, 

The only one he never had c»_ emitted. 

Next to my knight I plead, lie <&ook his 
head, ‘[ 4 

Complain’d the stocks were low, and trade was 
In these Bath charities a tax he’d found 
More heavy than four shillings in the poujd 
What with the play-house, hospital, and abbey, 
A man was stripp’d — uxd$ss he’d look 
shabby. * * 

Then such a train, and such expense , to wit, 
My lady, all the brats, and cousin liit — 

He'd steal himself, perhaps, into the pit. 

__ Old Lady Slipslop, at her morning cards i 
Vows that all works of genus she regards, 
Raffles for Chinese gods, card houses, shells, 
Nor grudge* to the music, or the bells. 

But has a strange antiquity to nasty ospitals. 

“ I hope your lordship” — then my lord replicy, 
•'No doubt, the governors are — very wise j” 1 
But, for the play, lie wonder’d at their choice. 

In Milton's days such stuff might be the taste, 1 
But, faitli ! he thought it was damn’d dtjO 1 
chaste: *' ", 
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Then swears he to the charity is hearty, 
ltut can’t in honor break his evening party. 

When to the geuty alderman I sued, 

The nasty fellow (gad !) was downright rude. 

Is begging grown the fashion, with a pox 7 
The major should set such housewifes in the 
cks. 

Give/cli a guinea! Z — ds!” replied the beast, 
/id buy a ticket for a turtle feast. 
Vliink wiat a guinea a-head might set before 

Surmulkst, turbot, and a grand J lejdh Dory, 

I'll never give a groat, as I’m & miner, 

1 lnless they gather ’t in a disln^at dinner.” 

I trust, by art and more pome address, 

Vour fairer advocates met irtfre success ; 

* And not a man compassion^causc withstood, 
When beauty pleadedfiflr such gcn’ral good. 

§ 3 t. Prologue tfThe I Pinter’s Tale, and 
Catherine andJretruchio. 1756. Written 
and spoken bn/Mr. Garrick. 

To various Jtnings the stage has been com- 
par’d, 

As apt ideas strike each humorous bunl : 

This night, for want of better simile, 

Let this our theatre a tavern be ; 

The poets vintners, and the waiters we. 

►So, as the cant and custom of the trade is, 
Von'ro welcome, gernmen ; kindly welcome, 




So blindly thoughtful, and so darkly read, 
They take Tom Durfcys lor the Shakspcarc’s 
Head. 

A vintner once acquir'd both praise and gain, 
And sold much perry for the best Champagne. 
Some rakes this precious stuff did so allure. 
They drank whole nights — what's that when 
wine is pure 7 
11 Come, fill a bumper, Jack .’’ — “ I will, my 
Lord.” 

11 Here’s cream ! — damn’d fine '.—immense ! — 
upon my word ! 

Sir William, what say you ?*’ — ‘‘ The best. 

believe me. |mo." 

Til this — eh, Jack! — the devil can’t deceive 
Thus the wise critic, too, mistakes his wine ; 
Cries out, with lifted hands— “ ’Tis great di- 
vine!” | lnm; 

Then jogs his neighbor, as the wonders strike 
“ This JShakspearc ! Shakspeare ! — O, there's 
nothing like him!” 

In this night’s various and enchanted eup 
Some little perry’s mix’d, for filling up. 

The live long acts, from which our three are 
taken, 

Stretch'd out to sixteen years," lay by, forsaken . 
Lest, then, this precious liquor run to waste, 
’Tis now confin’d and bottled for your taste. 
’Tis my chuff wish, my joy, my only plan, 

To lose no drop of that immortal mail ! 


ladies. / 

To dr»«* in customers, our bills are spread j 
You cannot miss the rignj ’tis fclhakspcarc’s 
* head" [vine, 

From this same head, this fountain-head di- 
For different palates springs a different wine j 
In which no tricks, to strengthen or to thin 

Neat as imported — no French brandy in ’em. 
llcnce for the choicest spirits flows Cham- 

~ p»g*Ub t vcin > 

Whose sparkling atoms shoot through every 
Then mount iqjfisglc vapors to th’ enraptur’d 
braiv? 

hppCfl flow for martial minds potations strong, 
And sweet love-potions for the fair and young. 
.For you, my hearts of oak, for your regale, 

[ To the upper gallery. 
Therc’sf good old English stingo, “mild and 
uv^tale: 

1 «• ligii^uxurious souls, with luscious smack, 
There’s SiH^ohii Falstalf in a butt of sack j 
* And, if the stronger liquors more invite ye, 
Hardolph is gin) and Pistol aqua-vita}. 

Hut should you call for Falstaff, where to find 
him, 

Hc’sgone — nor left one cupof sack behind him, 
Sunk in his elbow-chair, no more he’ll roam, 

4 No more, with merry wags, to Eastcheap come j 
He§ gone — to jeBt and laugh, and give his 
' sack, at home. 

As fob the learned critics, grave and deep, 
Who catch at words, and, catching, fall asleep ; 
W’bts^Q. the storms of passion, hum and haw — 
For such our masot^wdl no liquor draw— - 


$ 35. Prologue to the Apprentice. 1756. 
Spoken by Mr. Murph /, Author of the. Viec* , 
dressed in black. Garrick. 

Rf.uoI.d a wonder for theatric story ! 

The culprit of this night appears before ye : 
Before his judges dares these lmards to tread, 

** With all his imperfections on his head !’’ 
Prologues precede the piece, in mournful verte, 
As undertakers walk before the hearse ; 

Whose doleful march may strike the harden d 
mind, 

Vnd wake its feelings for the dead behind. 
Trick’d out in black, thus actors try their art, 
To melt that rock of rocks, the critic ’s heart. 
No acted fears my vanity betray '. 

I am, indeed — what others only play. 

Thus far myself. The farce comes next in view j 
Though many are its faults, at least ^lis new. 
No smuggled, pilfer’d scenes from i ranee we 

’Tis English— English, sirs, from top to toe. 
Though coarse my colors, and my hand un- 
skill’d, 

From real life my litllo doth is fill'd. 

My hero is a youth, by fate design'd [mind 
For rolling simples — but whose slago-Ktriuk. 
Nor fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. 

A place there is, where such joung Uuixotes 
meet } 

’Tis call'd the spouting-dub— i glorious treat ! 
Where prcnticcd kings alarm the gaping Btrcet. 

* Th#* fiftiun nf tho Winter’s Tale, ni written by 
ShakHiicarc, comprehends sixteen yean. 
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There Brutus starts, and stares by midnight ta- 1 
per, 

Who all the day enacts— a woollen-draper. 

Here Hamlet’s ghost stalks forth with doubled 
fist, [list !” 

Cries out, with hollow voice, “ List, list, O, 

And frightens Denmark’s prince — a young to- 
bacconist. 

The spirit too, clear’d from his deadly white, 

Rises — a haberdasher to the sight ! 

Nor young attorneys have this rage withstood, 

Rut change their pens for truncheons, ink lbr 
blood ; 

And (strange reverse !) die for their country’s 
good. 

Through all the town this folly you may trace ; 

Myself ain witness — ’tis a common case. 

I've further proofs, could yc but think 1 wrong 
ye— 

Look round — you’ll find some spouting youths 
among yc. 

To check these heroes, and their laurels crop, 

To bring them back to reason — and their shop j 

To raise a harmless laugh, was all my aim ; 

And — if I slum contempt — 1 seek not fame. 

Indulge this firstling, let me but begin, 

Nor tup me — in the buddings of my sin : 

Some hopes i cherish, in your smiles I read 
’em *, [’em. 

Whate’er my faults, your candor can exceed 


$ 36. Epilogue to the mine. 1756, 
by Mrs. Clive. Smart. 

[Kilters, reading the play-bill. 

A very pretty bill — as I’m alive ! 

The part of— Nobody — by Mrs. Clive ! 

A paltry, scribbling fool — to leave me out ! 

He’ll say, perhaps, he thought I could not 
spout. 

Malice and envy to the last degree ! 
v Ami why ? — I wrote a farce as well ns he, 

And fairly ventur’d it, without the aid 
Of prologue dress’d in black, and face in mas- 
querade ; 

O, pit, have pity — sec how I’m dismay’d ! 

Poor soul ! this canting stuff will never do, 

Fulcss, like Bayes, he brings his hangman too. 

Rut granting that, from these same obsequies, 

Rome pickings to our bard in hlark arise ; 

{Should your applause to joy convert his fear, 

As Pallas turns to feast l.ardella’s bier; 

Yet ’twould have been a better scheme, by half, 

T’ have thrown his weeds aside, and Jenrn’d 
with me to laugh. 

I could have shown lnm, had lie been inclin'd, 

A spouting junto of the female kind. 

There dwells a milliner in yonder row, 

Well-dress’d, full-voic’d, and nobly built for 
show, 

Who, when in rage she scolds at Sue and Sarah, 

Damn’d, damn’d dissembler ! thinks site's more 
thun Zara. 

She has a daughter, too, that deals in lace. 

And sings "O ponder well” and Chevy Chase..”; Up gets the boy, the father leads 
And fain would fill the fair Ophelia's place ; { And through the gazing crow " 


And , in her cock’d-up hat, and gow$ of camlet*, 

Presumes on something touching the lord 

llamlet. 

A cousin, too, she has, with squinting eyes, 

With waddling gait, and voice like London 
cries, 

Who, for the stage too short by half a st<v', 

Acts Lady Townly— thus — in all her gre rl;_ 

And, while she’s traversing her scant i^room, / - 
Cries — “ Lord, my lord, what can K do ht 
homo ?’’ n 

In short, thV>yVs girls enough for all the fellows. 
The ranting, Vhining, starting, and the jealous, 
The Hotspurs, Vorncos, Hamlets, and Olhcllns. 

O ! little do thetV* silly people, know 

What dreadful trn Is actors undergo. j*' 

Myself, who most lKjm rinony delight, 

Am scolding here fronffcriorniiig until night. 

Then take advice by iwy^o giddy things, 

Ye royal milliners, yc npro\’d kings! 

Young men, beware, and feoun our slippery 
ways, ' A 

Study arithmetic, and burn you relays; 

And you, yc girls, let not our tinsel train 
Enchant your eyes, and turn your nuidd’nmg 
brain : 

Re timely wise ; for, O ! be sure of this : — 

A shop, with virtue, is the height of bliss. 

§ 37. Prologue to the Author. 1757. Foot!.. - 
Severe their task, who, in thi'S* critic age, 
With fresh materials furnish out the static ! 

Not that our fathers drain’d the comic store ; - 
Fresh characters spring up as heretofore. 

! Nature with novelty does still abound ; 

On ev’ry side fresh follies may be found. 

Rut then the taste of every guest to hit, 

To please at once the gallery, box, asm pit, , 
Requires, at least, no common share of wit. 

Those who adorn the orb of higher life. 
Demand the lively rake or modish v.iic ; 

Whilst they, who in a h. "or qfrclc move, 

Yawn at their wit, and slumfr»Y’'\ f *thcir love. 

If light, low mirth employs the comlfc^ccnc, 
Such mirth as drives from vulgar mimfe czl* 
spleen, 

The polish’d critic damns the wretched stuff. * 
And cries — “ ’Twill please the gallne? 1 .toil 
enough.” 

Such jarring judgments who can rccon c/\f“ 
Since. fops will frown, where humbh" trailers 
smile. . * 

To dash the port’s ineffectual, '.Maim, 

And quench his thirst for universal fame, 

The Grecian fabulist, in moral lay, 

Has thus address’d the writers of his day : 

11 Once on a time, n son and sire, we're told, 

The stripling tender, and the father old, 
Purchas’d a jack-ass at a country fair, 

To ease their limbs, and hawk about their ware ; 
Rut, as the sluggish animal was weak, 

They fear'd, if both, should mount, his back 

would break : ^ 

. -rtMf 
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Forth from the throng the gray-beards hobble] 
out, 

And hail the cavalcade with feeble shout. 

• This the respect to rcv’rcnd age you show, 
And this the duty you to parents owe 7 

Jle beats the hoof, and you arc set astride : 
SiriMi ! get down, and let your father ride.’ 
AsjU'ecian lads arc seldom void of grace, 

* S nc recent, duteous youth resign'd his place. 
’'•Thcnf fresh murmur through the rabble ran, 
BoysAirls, wives, widows, all attack the man. 

‘ Surynever was brute beast so JKid of nature ! 
Have you no pity for the prctvc Feature 7 
To vour own baby can you UF unkind 7 
Here — Sukc, Dill, Bctty-Jput the child be 
hind/ 

' Old Dapple next tln^lown’s compassion 
claim'd : r / 

1 ''Pis wofidernienttftani boobies bon’t asham’d ! 
Two at a time u#>n the poor dumb beast ! 
They might as /fell have carried hun, at least/ 
The pair, stil? pliant to the partial voice, 

) dismount, anil bear the ass — Then what a noise! 
Huzzas, loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke. 
From the yet silent sire, the.se words provoke : 

* Proceed, my hoy, nor heed their farther call;! 
Vain his attempts, who strives to please them 

all/ ” 

} 33. Prologue, to the Trip to Paris. Spoken 
by Mr r Shuler, at one of his Benefits. 

Foot*;. 

In former times thrtre liv’d one AriRtotle, 
Who, as the song says, lov’d, like me, his bottle. 
To Alexander Magnus he was tutor — 

( A’n’t you surpris’d to hear the learned Shutcr 7) 
But let that rest — a new talc i'll advance — 

A tali/ *- 110 ; truth, mun — I’m just ironic from 
France. [ter r 

From Paris I came; why 1 went there, no mat-j 
PitrgiaAj.hat once more, I'm on this side the 
water. ^ 

’Twas to wbv.vmitfrge wager that hurried me 
c.-ftY; [Dover j| 

But 4 wish’d to be ofF when 1 came down to| 
To swallow sea-water the doctors will tell vc, 
But the sight of such water at once fill’d my 
belly; [sea, 

They* who choose it for physic may drink, of the 
iiVVonly to think ou’L is physic for me. 

Wiaq I first went 011 board, Lord ! 1 heard 
sfiVJi a racket, 

Such babl^ng and squabbling, fore and ‘alt, 
through the packet ; 

The passengers bawling, the sailors yoho-ing, 
The ship along' 'dashing, the winds aloit blow- 
ing} 

Some sick, and some swearing, some singing, 
some shrieking, 


W7 


Wc made Calais soon, and were soon set on 
sh< 

And I trod on French ground, where I ne'er 
trod before. * [•* Vo, yo-lio," 

Phc scene was quite chang'd; 'twos no more. 
With Damme, Jack, yes, boy” — or, “ Damme, 
Tom, no!” fplnisancc; 

Twaa quite t’other thing, mun, 'twas all 1 : 0111 - 
VYith cringes and scrapes we. were welcom'd 
to France: [sett rue. 

u Ah Monseer Angloy'’— they cried— “ be . . 
Trts umble. servant , sir, wc glatl to see you.'' 

I ne'er met such figures before in my ramble:*, 
They flock'd round my carcass like flics in the 
shambles | loath, 

To be crowded amongst them at first 1 was 
For fear they should seize me, and souse me 
for broth. \trm\ 

At last, though, they call'd me my Lor Angle - 
(Lord, hail you then seen hut iny strut and my 
stare') ' [.1 rd ; 

“ IFee, wee, '* I cried, **im then and put mi 
So at once Neddy Sliuter turn’d into a lord. 

I expected at France all the world and lus 
w»lc. 

But I never was balk'd so hcfme in my life 
1 should see wonders there. 1 was fold by 
Monseer ; [queer i 

So 1 did, I saw tilings that were wonderful 
Uueer streets and queer houses, with pcoplg 
much queerer ; ' 

Each one was a talker, hut no one a hearer. 

1 soon had enough of their pallovousee ; 

Its a fine phrase to some folks, but iiojim'iim^ 
to me. [she 

All folks there arc dress’d in a loyihop-like 
A liodgc-jKKlgiug habit ’twixt fiddler and bean ; 
Such hats, and such heads too, such coats and 
such skirts — | shuts. 

They sold me some ruffles — but I found the 
Then, as to their dinners, tlieir soups 
their stowings, 

One ounce of meal serves for ten gallons of 
brewings; I agog! 

For a slice of roast beef how my mind w.i^ 
But for hccl'lhcy produced me a fricasseed frog : 

< >ut of window 1 toss\l it, — it wa'n't lit to e.it , — 
Then down stilus [ jump’ll, and ran into the 
street. [mine 

’Twas not their palaver could make me drtcr- 
Tostay where I found it wastage to eat vermin 
Frogs in France may lie line, and their Grand 
Monarqun clever; [forever* 

I’m for beef, and King George, and old England 

$ 39. Prologue to Polly JJoneyrowbe. llhO. 

Gakkkk. 

IIith \. it,in days of yore, from Spain or France, 
Came a dread sorceress, her name Itoinanei; . 


Sails hoisting, blocks rattling, tlic yards and j O’er Britain's isle her wav ward spells she east, 


booms creaking ; 


! And Common .'Sense 111 magic chain bound fast. 


lt Oftop the ship !" — but the tars, never mind- jin mad sublime did each fund lover woo, 

* ing our cases, ; And 111 heroics ran each billet-doux : 

YYifti^li their chaws, hitch'd their trousers, and High dc«*dsof chivalry their sole delight, 

For such our mafit/^our faces. ■ Each fair a maid distress'd, each swum a knight. 
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At Athens once, fair queen of arms and arts, 
There dwelt a citizen of moderate parts j* 
Precise his manner, and demure his looks, 

Ilia mind unlettcr'd, though he dealt in books } 
Amorous, though old ; though dull, lov’d re- 
partee $ 

And penu’d a paragraph most daintily : 

He aim’d at purity in all he said, 

And never once omitted eth or ed ; 

In hath , and doth , was rarely known to fail, 
llimsclf the hero of each little talc ; 

With wits and lords this man was much de- 
lighted, [knighted. 

And once (it has been said) was near being 
One Aristophanes (a wicked wit, 

Who never liccdcd grace in what he writ) 

Had mark’d the manners of this Grecian sage, 
And, thinking him a subject lor the stage, 

Had from the lumber cull'd, with curious care, 
His voice, his looks, his gesture, gait, and air, 
His affectation, consequence, and mien, 

And boldly launch’d him on the comic scene. 
Loud peals of plaudits through the circle ran, 
All felt the satire, for all knew the man. 

Then Peter, — Petros was lus classic name, — 
Fearing the loss of dignity and fame, 

To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 

Opens his purse, and begs his best advice. 

The fee secur’d, the lawyer strokes his band, 

“ The case you put 1 fully understand ; 

The thing is plain from Cocos's reports, 

For rules of poetry a’n’t rules of courts : 

A libel this — 1 11 make the mummer know it.”— 
A Grecian constable took up the poet, 
Restrain’d the sallies of his laughing muse. 
Gall’d harmless humor scandalous abuse : 

The bard appeal’d from this severe decree, 

Th’ indulgent public set the prisoner free : 
Greece was to him what Dublin is to me. 

£ 46. Prologue to the Clandestine Marriage. 
176(i. Garrick. 

Ports and PaiAters, who from nature draw 
Their best and richest stores, have made this 
law, 

That each should, heighborly, assist his brother, 
And etcql, with decency, from one nnothcr. 
To-night, your matchless Hogarth gives the 
thought, 

Which from the canvass to the stage is brought ; 
And who so fit to warm the poet’s mind, 

As lie who pictur’d morals and mankind ? 

But not the same their characters and scenes ; 
Both labor for one ead by dill' ’rent means ; 
Each, as it suits him, takes a sep'rate road, 
Their one great object, marriage k -la-mode ; 
Where titles deign with cits to have and hold, 
And change rich blood for more substantial 
gold ! 

And honor’d trade. from int’rest turns aside, 

To hazard happiness for titled pride. 

The painter dead, yet still he charms the eye j 
While England lives, his fame can never die : 

* George Faulkner, bookseJior. 
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But he who struts his hour upon the stage 
Cun scarce extend his fame for half an age j 
Nor pen nor pencil can the actor save — 

The art and artist share one common grave. 

O let me drop one tributary tear, [bier !f 
On poor Jack Falstaff’s grave and Juliet's 
You to their worth must testimony give j | 

’Tis in your hearts alone their fame can li\ 

Still as the scenes of life will shift away, / 
The strong impressions of their art dec£y. 

Your chiidpen cannot feel what yod* have 
knowikj ^ ’fowii. 

They’ll boast v f Quins and Ciotcre oKthcir 
The greatest glofcv of our happy few, 

Is to lie felt, and be approv’d by you. 

$ 46. Epilogue to the English Merchant. 
1767. Gaiuuck. 

Enter I<ady Alton [Mrs. jfbingtori) in a pas- 
sion ; sputter [Mr. Kind] following. 

L. Alton. I’ll hear no men , lliou wretch ! 
Spatter. Attend to reason ! 

L. Alton. A woman of my rank, ’tis petty - 
treason ! 

Hear reason, blockhead! Reason! what is that ! 
Bid me wear pattens and a high-crown’d hat ! 
Won’t you begone ? What, won’t you ? What’s 
your view 1 [you.-- - 

Spatter. Humbly to serve »hc tuneful nine in 
L. Alton. I renounce such tli.ugs j 
Not Phtthus now, but vengeance, sweeps the 
strings : 

My mind is discord all ! 1 scorn, detest 
All human kind — you more than all the rest. 
Spatter. I humbly thank you, Ma’am — hut 
. weigh the matter. 

L. Alton. I won’t hear reason ! and l hate 
you, Spatter ! 

Myself, and cv'ry thing. 

Spatter. That I deny ; 

You love a little inuHgief, ro do T ; 

And mischief 1 have for j/m. 

L. Alton. How 1 whercT*\vi*wtJL 
Will you stab Falbridgc ? 

Spatter. Yes, Ma’am — with iny pen. 

L. Alton. Let loose, my Spatter, till to death 
you’ve stung ’em, 

That green-eyed monster, jealousy, among ’em. 
Spatter. To dash at all, the spirit of my 
trade is, [Indies. 

Men, women, children, parsons, lorjfll, and 
There will be danger. / 

/;. Alton. And there shall be pojf— 

Take iny purso, Spatter ! [drives it him. 
Spatter. In an honest way. 

[Smile8 t and takes it. 
L. Alton. Sjiould my lord beat you — 

Spatter. Let them laugh that win. 

For all my bruises here’s gold beater's skin. 

[C/iinAring the purse. 

Is. Alton. Nay, should he kill you ! r 
Spatter. Ma’am ? 

L. Alton. My kindness meant 
To pay your merit with a monument ! 
t Mr. Quin and Mrs. Cibber both died a little befbw. 
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.. Spatter. Your kindness, lady, takes away 
my breath : [death. 

We'll stop, with your good leave, on this side 
L. Alton. Attack Amelia, both in vorse and 
Your wit ran make a nettle of a rose, [prose, 
Spatter. A stinging-nettle for his lordship's 
jbreast : 

Aiul t* my stars and dashes leave the rest. 

Tit make them miserable, never tear j 
l\u:t in a month, and part in half a year. 

L know my genius, and can trust my plan ; 

I'll bre;»/ a woman's heart with any man. 

L. Axon. Thanks, thanks, dorr Spatter! lie 
flverc and bold ! [purse of gold. 

Spjjjntr. No qualms of conscience with a 
Though piU'nes threaten, and though crab- 
" 1 sticks fall, [all.” 

Vours are iny heart, soul, pen, cars, bones, and 
[Exit Spatter. 

Ladf Alton alone. 

Thus to the winds at once iny cares I scatter— 
O, tis a charming rascal, this same Spatter ! 
His precious mischief makes the storm subside ! 
■My anger, thank iny stars ! all rose from pride j 
Pyde should belong to us alone of fashion } 
And let the mob take love, that vulgar passion. 

■vp, pity, tenderness, are only made 
For poets, Abigails, ga d -fo l ks in trade. 

Fume cits alioutyfcncir feelings make a fuss, 

And some are netter bred — who live with 11s. 
How low lord Fal bridge is ! — lie takes a wife, 
To love, and. cherish, and be fix'd for life ! 
Thinks marriage is a comfortable state, 

No pleasure like a vartuous 1/Hc-a-tfite ! 
l)o our lords justice, for I would not wrong ’em, 
Titcee aro got many such poor souls among 
’em. 

Our turtles from the town will ily with Rpced, 
And I’ll foretell the vulgar life theyTTlcfld. 
With love and ease t row Mat, they face all 
weather, [thcr : 

And, farmers Ml., 1 ’trudge arm in arm togc- 
Now view their stock, now in their nursery 
prattle, 

For ever with their children or their cattle. 
Like the dull rnill-horsc in one round they 
keep j 

They walk, talk, fondle, dine and fall asleep } 

" Their custom always in the afternoon — ” 

He bntghwis Sol, and she the chaste full moon ! 
W'.lTd wittMer cotfee. Madam first logins, 

, She rubs her d^cs, his lordship rubs his shins ; 
She sips and snftrks — { ' Next week’s our wed- 
ding-day, 

Married seven years*.* -a nd e very hour more 
gay!” • [Yawns. 

t “ True, Emmy,” cries my lord, “the blessing 
*Our hearts in ev’ry thing so sympathise !” [lies, 

[ Yawns. 

TVsiJay thus spent, my lord for music calls ; 
He thrums the base, to which my lady squalls ; 
Th£ children join, which so delight these nin- 
nies, 

The brats seem all Guaduccics, Lovatinis. — 


3 M 

What means this qualm ? — Why, sure, while 
I’m despising. 

That vulgar passion, Envy, is not rising ! 

0 no ! — Contempt is struggling to burst out — 
I’ll give it vent at Lady Scalp’om’s tout. 

I Kxit hastily. 

$ 17. Epilogue to Zenobia. HM. Spoken 
by Mrs. Alnngton. Ha 1 : kick. 

[She peeps through the curtain. 
How do you all, good folks l — In tears, for 
certain ; 

I’ll only take a peep behind the curtain . 

You’re all so lull of tragedy and sadness. 

For me to come among you would he luudurcs ! 
Tli is is no time for giggling— when you've 
• leisure. 

Call out for me, and I’ll attend your pleasure •, 
As soldiers hurry at the beat of drum, 

Heat but your hands, that instant 1 will come. 

[She enters upon their clapping. 
This is so good ! to call me out so soon — 

The Comm Muse by me entreats a boon ; 

She call'd for Pritchard, her first maid of 
honor, 

And begg’d of her to take the task upon hci 5 
But slip. 1 am sure you'll all be sorry for't. 
Resigns her place, and soon retires from court - 
To bear this loss wc courtiers make a shift, 
When good folks leave us, worse may have p 
lift. 

The Comic Muse, whose ev’ry smile is grace. 
And her stage sister, with her tragic face, 

Have had a quarrel — each has writ a case ; 
And on their friends assembled now I wait, 

To give you of their tUfFreiice a true state. 
Melpomene complains, when she appears, 

For live good acts, in all her pomp of tears, 

To raise your souls, and with your raptures 
wing ’em, 

Nay, wet your handkerchiefs, that you may 
wring ’em — 

Sonic flippant hussy, like myself, comes in ; 
Crack goes her fan, and with a giggling grin, 

■' Hey ! Presto ! pass !’’ — all topsy-turvy set?, 
For “ ho, ho, ho !” is chang’d to “ he, he, he !” 
We own’d the fault, Imt ’tw a fault 111 vogue ; 
■'Pis theirs who call and bawl for — Epilogue j 
O, shame upon you ! — for the time to coinc, 

1 Know better, and go miserable home. 

What says our comic goddess 7 With re- 

proaches, 

She vows her sister Tragedy encroaches ! 

And, spite of all her virtue and ambition. 

Is known to have an amorous disposition ! 

For in False Delicacy — wondrous sly, 

Join’d with a certain Irishman — O fie ! 

She made you, when you ought to laugh, to cry. 
Her sister’s smiles witli tears she tried to 
smother, 

Rais’d such a tragi-comic kind of pother. 

You laugh’d with one eye, while you cried 
with t’other. [scenes ! 

What can be done? — sad work behind tho 
’There comic females scold with tragic queens 
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Each party different ways the foe assails, 

There shake the daggers, those prepare their 
nails. 

’Trs you alone must calm these dire mishaps, 
Or we shall still continue pulling caps. 

What is your will ? — 1 read it in your fares 
That all hereafter take their proper places, 
Mhake hands, and kiss, be friends, and burn 
their eases. 

$ 48. Epilogue spoken by Mrs. Pritchard, on 
her quitting the Stage. 17(>8. Gakkick. 
Tim curtain dropt — my mimic life is past, 
That scene of sleep and terror* was my last. 
Could 1 in such a scene my exit make, 

When every real feeling is awake ? 

Which beating hero, superior to all art, 

Bursts in full tides from a most grateful heart. 

I now appear myself, distress'd, dismay’d. 
More than in all the characters I’ve play’d 5 
In acted passion, tears may sekm to flow, 

“ But I have that within that passeth show.” 

Before 1 go, and this lov’d spot forsake, 
What gratitude can give, my wishes, take : 
Upon your hearts may no affliction prey. 
Which cannot by the stage be chas’d away ; 
And may the stage, to please each virtuous 
mind, 

Grow cv’ry day more moral, more refin’d, 
Refin'd from gross ness, not by foreign skill : 
Weed out the poison, hut be English still ! 

To all my brethren whom I leave behind, 
Still may your Iwuuty, as to me, be kind ; 

To me for many years your favors flow’d, 
Humbly receiv’d — on small desert bestow’d : 
For which 1 feel — what cannot be. express’d — 
Words arc too weak — my tears must speak the 
rest. 

$411. Prologue to the Good-natured Man. 
1708. Johnson. 

Brest by the load of life the weary mind 
Surveys the gen’ral toil of human kind, 

With cool submission joins the lab’ring train, 
And social sorrow loses half its pain : 

Our anxious bahl without complaint may share 
This bustling season’s epidemic care 5 
Like Caesar's pilot dignified by fate, 

Toss’d in one common storm with all the great ; 
Distress’d alike the statesman and the wit, 
When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit. 
The busy candidates for power and fame 
Have hopes, and fears, and wishes just the 
same : 

Disabled both to combat or to fly, 

Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 
Uncheck’d on both loud rabbles vent their ruge, 
As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

The offended burgess hoards his angry tale, 
For that bless’d year when all that vote may rail; 
Their schemes of spite the poet’s foes dismiss, 
Till that glad night when all that hate may 
hiss. j 

* The last scene of Lady Macbeth; 


“ This day the powder’d curls and goldeii 
coat,” [vote.” 

Says swelling Crispin, “begg’d a cobbler's 
“This night our wit,” the pert apprentice 
cries, 

11 Lies at my feet ; I hiss him. and he Hbis.” 
The great, ’tis true, can charm the electing 
tribe; * . 

The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Yet judg’d by those whose voices ne’er were 
He feels rfj want of all-persuading gol 1 ; [sold , 
But confident of praise, if praise be du 6 , 

Trusts without fear to merit and to yo^. 

$ 50. Scrub’s Trip to the. Jubilee. 

Spoken by Mr. Weston. 

From Stratford arriv’d — piping hot — gentle^ 
folks. [jokes. 

From the rarest of shows, and most wonderful 
Your simple acquaintance., Scrub, comes to 
declare, l fair; 

’Twas fuller, by far, than our Lichfield great 
Such crowds of fine ludied serenading and 
singing, 

Such firing of loud patererors, and ringing— • 
To tell it in London, must seem all a fable > 
And yet I will tell it — as well as I’m able. 
First, something in lingo of schools call’d an 
ode; 

All critics, they told rnc, allotted very good • 
One said — you may take it for truth, l assure 
yc, [Onirv. 

’Twas made by the little great man of Old 
By my brother Martin , for whose sake, (d'ye 
hear?) [pcare; # 

This night I’d a mind for a touch at Shaks- 
But, honestly speaking, I lake moxe J.:!ig>.! 

A bit of good fun, than drums, trumpets, and 
fighting. 

The pinccsSion. ’twas said would have been a 
fine train, ^ 

But could not move Arward — O la — for the 
rain — * '* ^ 

Such tragical, comical folks, and so fine — 
What pity it was that the sun did not shine ! 
Since ladies, and baronets, aldermen, squires, 
All went to this Jubilee full of desires, 

In crowds, as they go for to sec a new play ; 
And when it was done — why, they all came 
away ! 

Don’t let me forget — a main part of the show', 
Waslong-tail’d fine comets, by fp .i’d Angt-i 
Some turtle I got, which they c?-i'd paspapee; 
But honest roast beefs the beM turtle for me. 

I hate all ragouts ; and, lik- s bold Briton, 
Prefer good plum pudd»gto aught I e’er bit on. 
I drank too {and how I a poet may be) 

From a charming fine cup of the mulberry-tree, 
To bed I must go— for which, like a ninny, 

I paid, like my betters, no less than a guinea. 
For rolling — not sleeping — in linen so daipj/ 
As struck my great toe, ever since, with the 
cramp. 

* This alludes to Mr; Weston’s design of playing 
Richard. 
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>*Thus fleeced — in my pocket I felt a great smart- 
ing. 1 , 

Yet griev'd not when I and the splinters were 
parting, [brother Martin. 

'Twas worth ten times more to hear sweet 
He spoke, 'till poor »Scrub was just fit with 
" one eye 

To laugh, while the other was ready to cry ; 
Which makes me now tell you, without any 
brag, [wag. 

He's a second to none but the Warwickshire 
The Jubilee over, 1 came to thuT place, 

To t*jl you my story, and sue for your grace 
You Sever refus'd it — yet never before, [more. 
“Yjj m granting such kindness, bound gratitude 
/ivc but to own, with a diligent spirit, 

Your favors have ever outrun my slight merit. 

$ 51. Prologue to Doctor Last in his Chariot. 
17G9. Spoken by Mr. Foote. Garrick. 
Vo uk servant, kind masters, from bottom to 
top, [mean hop ; 

Be assur'd wHile I breathe, or can stand — 1 
lie you pleased to snule, or be pleased to 
grumble, [humble. 

Bo whatever you please, I am Btill your most 
As to laugh is a right only given to mail. 

To keep up that right is my pri-Ve and my plan. 
Fair ladies, don't fi‘>«\Y 7 ~k in&int woman too: 
What's comnir /' to man, must be common to 


Can the stage with its lulls, puffs, and patients 
stand trial ? 

Shall wc find out no quacks in the Theatre- 
Royal? (town. 

Some dramatical drugs, that arc piillM on the 
( 'ainw many wry faces. :i ml scarce will go down. 
Nay, an audience sometimes will in qunck’ry 
delight, [night. 

And sweat down an author some pounds in one 
To return to our quack— should ho, help'd by 
the weather. 

Raise laughter and kind perspiration together; 
Should his nostrums of hqi and of vapors but 
cure ye. 

His chariot he well can deserve, I assure yc : 
Tis easy to set up a chariot in town. 

And easier still is that chariot laid down. 

He petitions by me, both as doctor nnd lover. 
That you’ll not stop his wheels, or his chariot 
tip over. [would be. 

Fix him well, 1 liescech you ; the worst on't 
Should you overturn him, you may overset me. 

$ 5J. Prologue to the Jubilee. 1769. Spoken 
by Mr. King in the Character oj'a Waiter. 

G/Vltltll k. 

From London, your honors, to Stratford I'm 
come ; [Tom . 

I'm a waiter, your honors ; you know hustling 
Who, proud of your orders, anil bowing before 


you. 

You. all have a right your sweet muscles to 
curl,. 

From the old smirking prude to the titt'ring 
young girl ; 

And ever with pleasure my brains I could spin, 
all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin. 
In this preset summer, ns well as the past, 

To your lavor\jjniu we present Ur. Last, 
Who, by wondclfiil feats, in tliC r p5pcrs re- 
counted, - [ed. 

From trudging on foo^Io his chariot is mount- 

Amongst the old Britons when war was begun, 
Charioteers would slay ten, while the foot 
could slay one. [sent, 

So when doctors on wheels with despatches are 
Mortality bills rise a thousand per cent. 

But think not to physic that quackery’s con- 
fin’d ; [mankind : 

All the world is a stage, and the quacks are 
TJyffb’g trade, law, and slate quacks : nay, 

vvou'd wc but search. 

We should h.«jl Heaven bless us ! some 

quacksXn the church ! [race,! 

The stiff band aM stifF bob of the Methodist! 
Give the balsam of V. fp and the tincture of 
grace; ^ P| " ' lB ,. wljs done ’em, 

And their poor wretched patients think much 
Though blisters and caustics are ever upon 'em. 
As fordaws and the state, if quackery's a curse, 
^hrch will make the good bad, and the bad 
’*• will make worse, [lar brother ; 

Wc should point out the quack from the regu- 
They are wiser than I who can tell one from 
. t’other! 

Vol. \-i. Nos. 97 & 93. 


Till supper is ready, I'll tell ye a story. [ye, 
’Twi\t Hounslow and Colnbrook. two 
homes of fame, [name ■ 

Well known oil that road, the two Magpies by 
The one of long standing, the other a new one ; 
This boasts it’s the old ouc, and that it's the 
true one. 

Sure we, the old Magpie, as w el 1 as the younger, 
May boabt that our liquor is clearer and stronger. 
Of bragging and puffing you make but a jest ; 
You taste of us both, and will stick to the best. 
A raeu we have had for your pastime and 
laughter ; [after. 

Young Mag started first, with old Mag hopping 
'Tis said the old house hath possess’d a receipt 
To make a choice mixture of sour, strong, and 
sweet ; 

A Jubilee punch, which, right skilfully made, 
Ensur’d the old Magpie a good running trade ■ 
But think you wc mean to monopolize? —No, no, 
We are like brother Ashley, pro publico bono, 
Each Magpie, your honors, will pick at his 
brother, [other. 

And their natures were always to crib from each 
Young landlords and old ones are taught by 
their calling [ing. 

To laugh at engrossing — but practise forestall- 
Our landlords are game-cocks, and fair play but 
grant ’em, [tam. 

I’ll warrant you pastime from each little ban- 
Let’s return to the punch— I Jmpc from my soul, 
That now the old Magpie m iy sell you a bowl. 
We have all sorts and «izcs, quick trade to 
drive, [five : 

As one shilling, two shilling, three shilling, 
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In this town of Stratford we’ll liavc each in- 
gredient, 

Beside a kind welcome from me, your obedient. 
I’ll now squeeze my fruit, put sugar and rum 
in, [coming, a coming, a coming ! 
And be back in a moment. [ Hell rings ] A 

$ 53. Prologue to the Christmas Tale. 1774. 

Garrick. 

[Music plays, and enter several persona 
with different kinds of dishes. En- 
ter Mr. Palmer in the Character of 
Christmas. 

Go on — prepare my bounty for my friends, 
And see that Mirth, with all her crew, attends. 
To the A udience. 

Behold a personage, well known to lame, 

Once lov'd and honor'd Christmas is my 

name ! 

My officers of state my taste display j 
Cooks, scullions, pastry-cooks, prepare my wavj 
Holly and ivy round me honors spread, 

And my retinue show — I’m not ill led j 
Minc’d pies, by way of belt, my breast divide, 
And a large carving-knife adorns my side, 

Tie no fop’s weapon, 'twill be often drawn : 
Tins turban for iny head — is collar’d brawn. 
Though old, and white my locks, my checks i 
arc cherry ; [merry, 

Warm’d by good fires, good cheer, I'm always 
With carol, iiddle, dance, and pleasant talc, 
Jest, gibe, prank, gambol, mummery, and ale, 

I English hearts rejoic'd in days of yore ; 

For new strange modes, imported by the score, 
You will not sure turn Christmas out of door ! 
Suppose yourselves well seated liy a tire, 
(Stuck close, you seem more warm than you 
desire,) 

Old Father Christmas, now in all his glory, 
Begs with kind hearts you’ll listen to his story ; 
Clear well your thoughts from politics and 
spleen, 

Hear my tale out, see all that’s to be seen, 
Take care, my children, that you well behave : 
You, sir, in blue, red cape, not quite so grave : 
That critic there in black — so stern and thin, 

Before you frown, pray let the talc begin 

You in the crimson capuchin, I fear you ; 

Why, madam, at this time so cross appear you 7 
Excuse me, pray — I did not see your husband 
near you. 

Don’t think, fair ladies, I expect that you 
Should hear my tale — you’ve something else to 
do; 

Nor will our beaux old English fair encourage ; 
No foreign taste could e’er digest plum por- 
ridge. 

I have no sauce to quicken lifeless sinners ; 

My food is meant for honest, hearty grinners. 
For you, your spirits with good stomachs bring, 
O make the neighb’ring roof with rapture ring : 
Open your mouths, pray, swallow every thing ! 
Critics, beware how you our pranks despise j 
Hear well my talc, or you shan’t touch my pies ; 
The proverb change — Be merry but not wise. 
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§ 54. Prologue to the Maid of the Oaks ... 
1774. Spoken by Mr. King in the Charac- 
ter of Fame. Garrick. 

Unt.ikk to ancient Fame, all eyefe, tongues, 
ears, 

Nee modern Fame, arm’d cap-a-pic, appears. 

In legers, chronicles, gazettes, and gazetteers! 
My soaring wings arc fine election speeches, 
And puffs of candidates supply my breeches. 

My cap is satire, criticism, wit — 

Is there a head that wants it in the pit 1 

[(tfftfng it. 

No flowing robe and trumpet me adorn 
1 wear a jacket, and I wind a horn. 

Pipe, song, and pastoral, for five months ^st, 
Bull’d well liy me, have been the general tasi^j^ 
Now Maryhone shines forth to gaping crowdN j 
Now Highgatc glitters from her hil) of clouds ; 
St. George’s Fields, with taste and fashion 
struck, 

Display Arcadia at the Dog and Duck : 

And Drury misses here, “ in tawdry pride, 

Are there Pastoras by the fountain side.” 

To frowzy bow'rs they reel through midnight 
damps, [lamps. 

With Fauns half drunk, and Dryads breaking 
Both far and near did this new whimsy run, 
i One night it fr^k’d, forsooth, at Islington. 

And now, as for il... -hound to cater, 

Our manager must liavc his champHre. 
How is tho weather ? — l’rctty clear and bright. 

[Looking about. 

A storm's the devil on champctrc wight ! 

Lest it should fall to spoil the author’s scenes. 
Ml catch this gleam to tell you what he means : 
Ho means a show as brilliant as at Cox’s, 

I iAUgli for the pit, and may be at th'ViKinvc.* 
Song, chorus, frolic, dance, and, /ural play, 

The merry-making of a weddb g day. 
Whosdisicrffi piece 7 — ’Tis surmise, sugges- 
tion — v. * [tion. 

Ts’t his, or hers, or yoursysir ? That’s the ques- 
The parent, bashful, whimsical, or poor, 

Left it a puling infant at the door j 
Twas laid on fiow’rs, and wrapp’d in fancied 
cloaks, 

And on the breast was written — Maid o’ the 
Oaks. [it : 

The actors crowded round — the girls caress’d 
Lord ! the sweet pretty babe ! — they prais’d 
and bless ’d it ; [dresfll^it. 

The 'master peep'd, smil’d, took it in, aAj,. 
Whatc’cr its birth, protect it from the curse 
Of being smother’d by a parish^mrse : [it : 

As you’re kind, rear it — if yo^e curious, praise 
And ten to one but vanity betrays it. 

* „ j * * ( 

55. Prologise spoken by Mr. Y'ttes, on open- 
ing a new Theatre , built for him by the In- 
habitants qf Birmingham. Foote. 
From fiddling, fretting, monsieur, and sigp? r 
And all the dangers of the Italian shore } '[or. 
From squeaking monarchs and chromatic 
queens, 

And Metastasio’s mix’d and mangled scenes, 
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.Where F'shion, and not Fooling, bears the 
/ sway, \ 

.Whilst Sense aifd Nature coyly keep away, 
/'I come. — All hail tlio consecrated earth, 

* Whose fyrintcous bosom gave our Shakspcarc 

I yirth ! 

* Gave that great master of the scenic art 
To fceci the fancy, aud correct the heart ; 
^To check th* unruly passions’ wild career, 
And draw from Pity’s eye the tender tear j 
Of Folly’s sons t’ explore the ample train. 

The siC, the fop, the vicious, amtahe vain j 
Hyponisy to drag from her disguise, 

And /jneclation hunt through all her lies : 
yuph^vas your bard. Who then can deem the 
'PUfworthless lav’rile of an idle age ? [stage 
' Of judge that pleasure, with instruction join’d, 
Can soil the? manners, or corrupt the mind l 
Far other thoughts your generous breasts in- 
spire, 

Touch'd with a spark of true Promethean firo : 
Sure that the Arts with Commerce came to 
earth, • 

That the same parents gave those sisters birth, 
Cold, creeping Prejudice you dar d despise, 
And bade this temple to the muses rise. 

O that niy tongue could utter allLfcol ! 

Or that rny powers were cquaLdoiny zeal ! 
Placed by your lavgrj wrf. hjMnght divine, 

Th’ unworthy liign. priest of the sacred nine. 
No tainted incense should pollute their shrine, 
Nor .aught lie offer'd to the public view, 

But what vyas v^ortliy Them — aud worthy you. 

§5G. Prologue to lion Tun. 1773. Cor. wan. 
Fashion in every thing bears sovcicign 

I wordsHM periwigs have both their day j 
Eacli have tliiV purlieus too, arc modish each, 
In stated distric^L wigs as wcB aaa^Mttih, 

Tlie Tyburn scra^^ thick^riub, aud Temple 
tic ; ' [h>gh j 

The parson's feather-top, frizz'd broad and 
The coachman’s cauliflower built tiers on 
tiers ; 

DifTer not more from bags and brigadiers, I 
Thau great St. George’s or St. James’s styles 
HPsfgn the broad dialect of Broad St. Giles. 
Wliat is Don Ton ! — u O, damme cries a 

buck, [luck : 

llalL/lrunk — tl ask me, my dear, and you're in 
Bow Ton’s to swear, break windows, beat the 
watch, [catch. 

Pick up a we^ich, drink healths, and roar a 
Keep it up ! kv$p it up ! damme, take your 
swing! * _ [thing! 1 ' 

Bon Ton is lifc^ ^ Ion’s the 

u Ah ! I JovesJne, and all the jojw it yields,” 
Says Madan^nissock, warm from Spitalficlds, 
"Bon 'Vc^ ra the space ’twixt Saturday and 
•' . Monday, 

An* riding in a onc-horae chair o’ Sunday ! 
*TJs drinking tea, on summer afternoons, 

At B&gnigge Wells, with china and gilt 

_ spoons ! 


"Pis laying by our stuffe. red cloaks, ami pat 
tens, 

i To dance cowl ill ion x all in silks and Hatins !” 

’• Vulgar !’’ cries 3Iis»s — “Observe, in higher 
life, [wife’ 

The leather'd sputter, aud thrice leather'd 
The Club’s Bon Ton. Boil Ton's a constant 
trade 

Of rout, feetino, ball, anil ihas'iiirradc ' |new; 
"Pis plays and puppet-shows — 'Tis something 
’Tis losing thousands every night at lu ! 

Nature it thwarts, and contradicts all rcaron. 
’Tis stifT French Btajs, and fruit when out of 
season ! 

A rose, when lialf-a-guiniM is the price ; 

A set of bays scarce bigger than six mice . 

To visit friends — you never wish to see; 
Marriage ’twixt those who never can agree. 

Old dowagers, dress'd, painted, patch'd, anil 
curl’d — 

This is Hon Ton. and this we call the world 
True,” says iny Lord, “ aud thou, rny only 
son, [Ton ! 

Whale or your faults, ne'er sin against Don 
Who toils for learning at a public school, 

And digs for (iicek and Latin, is a fool. 
French, French, my boy, 'a the thing ! jusez ! 

prate, chatter I 
'Prim be the mode, win pl-syllabub the matter 1 
Walk like a Frenchman j for, on English pegs 
Moves native Awkwardness with two left le^u. 

C >f courtly friendship li»rni a treacherous league, 
Seduce men’s daughters, with their wives in- 
trigue } 

In sightly semicircles round your nails, [tails: 
Keep your teeth clean — and grin, if sinail-talk 
But never laugh, whatever jest prevails : 
Nothing but nonsense e’er gave laughter birth, 
That vulgar way the vulgar show their mirili. 
Laughter s a rude convulsion, sense that justles. 
Disturbs the cockles, and distorts the muscles. « 
Hearts may he black, but all should wear clean 
faces j 

The graces, boy ! the graces, graces, graces ! ” 

Such is Bon Ton ! and walk this city through, 
In building, scribbling, fighting, and virtu, 

And various other shapes, ’twill rise to view : 
To-night our Bayes, with bold but careless tints, 
Hits off a sketch or two, like Darly'a prints. 
Should connoisseurs allow his rough draughts 
strike ’em, 

’Twill be Bon Ton to see ’em, and to like ’em. 

§ 57. Prologue to the Rival s. 1775. 

SlIKlllDAN. 

Enter Sergeant at Law , and Attorney follow- 
ing, and giving a Paper. 

Serg. What' 3 here ? — a vile cramp hand ! 
i cannot see 
Without iny spectacles. 

Alt. He means his fee. 

Nay, Mr. Sergeant, good sir. tiy again. 

[(Vices Money. 
Serg. The scrawl improves— [more.] O 
come, 'tis pretty plat:! ■ 
i a 2 
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I Icy ! how’s this ? — Dibble ! — sure it cannot be ! 
A poet’s brief! a poet — and a fee ! [I know, 
Att. Yea, sir ! though you without reward, 
Would gladly plead the muses’ cause— 

Eerg. So, so ! 

Att. And if the fee offends, your wrath 
should fall 
On me — 

Srrg. Dear Dibble, no offence at nil. 

Att. Some sons of Phoebus in the Courts we 
meet — 

Ferg. And fifty sons of Phoebus in the Fleet ! 
Att. Nor pleads he worec, who, with a de- 
cent sprig 

Of bays, adorns his legal waste of wig. 

Serg. Full-bottom’d heroes thus on signs 
A leaf of laurel in a grove of curl ! [unfurl 
Yet tell your client, that, in adverse days, 
This wig is warmer than a bush of bays, [ply, 
Att. Do you then, sir, my client's place sup- 
Profusc of robe, and prodigal of tie — 

Do you, with all those blushing powers of face, 
And wonted bashful, hesitating grace, 

Rise in the Court, and flourish on the caso. 

[ Exit. 

8 'erg. For practice, then, suppose— this brief 
will show it — 

Me, Sergeant Woodward — counsel for the poqt. 
Us’d to the ground — I know 'I is hard to deal 
With this dread Court , from whence there’s 
no appeal ; 

No tricking here to blunt the edge of law, 

Or damn’d in equity — escape by flaw ; [main ; 
But, judgment given — your sentence must rc- 
No writ of error lies — to 1>nmj-lAnc ! 

Yet, when so kind you seem, ’tis past dispute 
Wc gain some favor, if not costs of suit. 

No spleen is here ! I see no hoarded fury ; 

1 think I never fac’d a milder jury ! [portation, 
Sad else our plight ! — where frowns arc trans- 
* A hiss the gallows — and a groan damnation ! 
Rut such the public candor, without fear 
My client waves all right of challenge here. 
No newsman from our session is dismiss’d, 
Nor wit nor critic toe scratch off the list j 
llis faults can never hurt another’s ease, 

His crime, at worst — a bad attempt to please : 
Thus, all respecting, he appeals to nil, 

And by the general voice will stand or fall. 

$58. Epilogue to the Same. 1775. Sheridan. 

Ladies, for you— I heard our poet say, 
He’d try to coax some moral from his play ; 
u One moral’s plain,” cried I, “ without more 
Man’s social happiness all rests on us : [fuss ; 
Through all the drama, whether damn’d or not, 
Love gilds the scene , and women guide the plot. 
From ev’ry rank obedience is our due : 

D’ye doubt ? — the world’s great stage shall 
prove it true.” 

The cit, well skill’d to shun domestic strife, 
Will sup abroad ; but first— he’ll ask his wife. 
John Trot, his friend, for once will do the 
same j 

But then — he’ll just step home to tell hi s dame. 


• [BOOK YII, 

; The surly squire at noon resolves to rule,.,. 
Ami half the day — Zounds ! Madam is a fooli 
Convinc’d at night, the vanquish’d victor sayX 
“ Ah, Kate ! you women have such coaxing 
ways /” 

The. jolty toper chides oach tardy 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on Love fo^aid : 
Then with each toast he secs fair bumpers 
swim, 

Anri kisses Chloe on the sparkling brim ! 

Nay, I have heard that statesmen, great and 
wise, 1 a 

Will sometimes counsel with a lady’s el es ; 

The servile suitors watch her various fibe, 

She smiles preferment — or she frowns dis^rgee, 
Curt’sifis a pension here — there nods a plaVse. 

Nor with less awe, in scenes of humbler 
Is view'd the mistress, or is heard t[ie wife. 

The poorest peasant of the poorest soil, 

The cliihl of poverty, and heir to toil, 

Early from radiant love’s impartial light 
IS Leals one small spark to cheer his world of 
night; 

Dear spark ! that oft, through v, inter’s chilling 
woes, 

Is all the warmth his little cottage knows ! 

The wanting tar, who not for years has 
press’d \ 

The widow’d of rest, 

On the cold deck, far from her arms remov’d. 
Still hums the ditty which his Susan lov’d : 

And, while around the cadence rude is blown. 
The boatswain whistles in a softer .tone. 

The soldier, fairly proud of wounds and foil, 
Pants for the triumph ofhis Nancy’s smile ; 

Rut ere the battle, should lie list her cries. 

The lover trembles — and the herq./l’/yfn’wj - - 

That heart, by war and honor steel’d to fear, 
Droops on a sigh, and sickens^ - a tear ! 

Rut 'j .TfA'xyjt e qau tious — y ft r ,uce-judging few. 
Who give to beau ;» only beauty’s due, 

Though friends to low — ye view with deep 
regret 

Our conquests marr’d, and triumphs incom- 
plete. 

Till polish’d wit more lasting charms disclose. 
And judgment fix the darts which beauty 
throws. 

In female breasts did sense and merit rule. 

The lover's mind would ask no other school ; 
Sham’d into sense — the scholars of o-'treyes, 

Our beaux from gallantry would soon be wise ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve, 
The lamp of knowledge at the Aorch of love ! 

$59. Epilogue to Edward J& Eleonora. 1775. 

, l * Sheridan. 

Ye wedded critics, [To th^it.] who have 
mark’d our tale, ^ 

How say you ? does our plot in nahsr^ -fail.?.. 
May we not boast that many a modem wife ^ - 
Would lose her own, to save a husband's life ? 
Would gladly die — O monstrous and ill bred ! 
There’s not a husband here but shakes his 
head ! 
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I Xou’U not treat us s 


But you,\ny gall ry friends — [Firs! Ual- . She that could jig, and nick-name all Heaven’s 
lery.) c\{ne, what say you ? creatures. fturcs ; 

our wives are with you— shake their noddles: With sorrows, not her own. deforms her fea- 
toojf j W »th stale reflections keeps a eonstant pother ; 

Abovi^fherc— hey, lads! f Upper Gallery.) \ (ireerc gave her one face, and she makes 

another — 

So very pious, and so full of woo. 

You well may hid her, “To a nunnery go.” 

Not so Melpomene ; to nature true. 

She holds her own great principle in view. 
She, from the first, when men her power con- 
fess’d, 

When grief and terror seiz'd the tortur'd breast, 
She made, to strike her moral to the mind, 
The stage the great tribunal of mankind. 

Hither the worthies of each clime she draws. 
Who founded states, or rescued dying laws; 
Who, in base times, a life of glory led, 

And for their country who have toil’d or bled, 
Hither they come— again they breathe, they 
live, 

And virtue's meed through every age receive. 
Hither the murd’rer conics, with ghastly 
niien, {scene. 


You si/c with ta /—They grin and grumble 

Yet hold — though these plain folks traduce 
their doxies, 

Sure wc have Eleonora* in the bofes 

Inhuman beaux !— why that ill-natur'd sneer? 
Whatl then, you think there’s no such idiot 
•here 1 [know, 

There arc, no doubt, though rare to find, I 
flo could lose husbands, ye t survive the blow, 
fvo years a wife — view Lesbia, sobbing, cry- 
ing i 

Her chair is waiting, but my lord is dying : 
Pieparing for the worst, she tells her maid 
To countermand her points and new brocade ; 
<4 For, Oh ! if I should lose the best of men, 
Heaven knowtlwhen I shall see the Club again, j 
So, Lappet, slpuld he die when 1 am out, 


You'll send fol me at Lady Basin's rout : ; Ami the lieml conscience limits him o'er the 

The doctor sain lie might hold out tiUrtbrcc, . Non*: arc exempted ; all must rc-appcar, 

But I ha’n’t spirits for the CoterwjT [lever, 1 And even kings a item! for judgment here; 
Now change the scene — place jlnadain in the j Here find the day, when they their power abuse, 


My lord, for comfort, at tS-^ff^avoir Vivre ; 
llis valet entefs — shakes his meager head — 

“ Chapeau, what, news ?” — “ Ah ! sir, my lady’s 
dead.” [sick! — 


Is a scene furnish’d to the tragic muse. 

Such is her art ; weaken’d perhaps at length. 
And, while she aims aL beauty, losing strength. 
Oil! when, resuming all her native rage, 


" The deuce !— ’lis sudden, faith — but four dayR 1 Shall her true energy alarm the stage 7 


Well, seven’s the main— (poor Kate !)— eleven’s 
a nick.” 

But hence reflections on a senseless train, 
WJ^taJaatJ^Drcnl joy, should feel no pain ! 
’Mongst Imwtn’s daughters still can Hymen’s 
jig)* ■ 

Reveal the loveWhich chamj’i 
to-night; * 


This night a bard — (our hopes may rise too 
high — 

’Tis yours to judge, *tis yours the cause to try :) 
This night a bard, as yet unknown to fame, 
Once more, wo hope, will rouse a genuine 
flame. [rule : 

hearts ' His no French play — tame, polish’d, dull by 
[for, I Vigorous he coincs, and warm from Shak-« 


Hhow beauteous marty^; who would carh pro- j spearo’s school. 

To die lor him, who long has liv’d for her ; Inspir’d by him, he shows in glaring light 
Domestic heroines, who, with loudest care. | A nation struggling with tyrannic might ; 
Outsinilc a husband's griefs, or claim a share ; 1 Oppression rushing on with giant, strides; 
Search where the rankling evils most abound.! A drop conspiracy, which virtue guides; 


And heal with chcrub-lip the poison’d wound. 

bright virtues in a royal mind, 
Were not aloijc to Edward '* day* confin’d ; 
Still, still thej beam around Britannia’s throne, 
And goagFan Eleonora of our own. 

$ GO. Prologue to Braganza. Murphy. 

While, in thOre days of sentiment and grace. 
Poem Comedy, Np tdo ~ resigns her place, 

And, emit withi^ls i&;*«,i**ywns crude, 
She that was &flTic once now turity a prude ; 
To her greapend the Tragic Muse aspires, 

At Athftksreorn, and faithful to her sires. 

* *flie comic sister in hysteric fit, 

Yotftfr swear, has lost her memory of wit ; 
Folly for her may now exult on high ; 
Feather’d by ridicule, no arrows fly ; 

But, you arc distress’d, she’s sure to cry. 


Heroes, for freedom who dare strike the blow, 
A tahluturc of honor, guilt, and woe. 

If on his ca rivass nature’s colors shim*, [sign. 
You'll praise the hand that trac’d the just dc- 

Gl. Epilogue by Mr. Gaukk k. on quilling 
the Stage, June, 1 ViG. 

A veteran see ! whose last act on the stage 
Entreats your smiles for sickness and for age ; 
Their cause 1 plead— plead it in heart and 
mind ; 

A fellow-feeling makes one wondrous kind : 
Might we but hope your zeal would not be less, 
When 1 ain gAne, to patronise distress, 

That hope obtain’d the wish'd* for end secures, 
To soothe their cares who oil have lighten’d 
yours. 

Shall the great heroes of celestial lino, [wine, 
Who drank full bowls of C? reek and Unman 
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Cirsar and Brutus, Agamemnon, Hector, But, ah ! the painter’s skill they little kne\^. 
Nay, Jove himself, who here has quaif’d his Nor by what curious rules of drt he drew. I 
nectar ! The wagon-load unpack'd, his ancient stored 

Shall they who govern Fortune, cringe and Furnish’d for each a face drawn fang before, 
court her, God, dame, or hero, of the days of y "re. 

Thirst in their age, and call in vain for porter ? 'Die Cicsars, with a little alteration,^ ( 

Like Belisarius tax the pitying street Were turn’d into the mayor and corporation . ' 

With date obolum to all they meet 7 [gore ; To represent the rector and the dean, 

Sha’n’t I, who oft have drench’d my hands in lie added wigs and bands to Prince Eugeno 
Stabb’d many, poison’d some, beheaded more ; The ladies, blooming all, deriv’d their faces 
Who numbers slew in battle on this plain — From Charles the Second’s beauties, and the 
Sha'n’t 1, the slayer, try to feed the slain 7 Graces. 

Brother to all, with equal love 1 view Thus done, and circled in a splendid frame. 

The men who slew me, and the men I slew : His works adorn’d each room, and spread his 
I must, I will this happy project seize, fame ; a. 

That those too old to die may live with ease. The countrymen of taste admire and stare*.* 
Suppose the babes, 1 smother'd in the Tow’r, “ My lady’s leer! Sir John's majestic air !***' 
By chance, or sickness, lose their rcting-pow’r, Miss Dimple’s languish too ! — extremely like ! 
Shall they, once princes, worse than all be And in the style and manner of Vandyke ! 

serv’d — [starv’d ? Oil ! this new limner's pictures always strike 

In childhood murder’d, and, when murder’d, Old, young; fat, lean; dark, fair; or big or 
Matrons half-ravish’d for your recreation, little, 

In age should never want some consolation. “ The very man or woman to i tittle!’* 

Can I, young Hamlet once, to nature lost, Foote and this limner in somr. points agree, 

Behold, O, horrible ! my father’s ghost, And thus, good sirs, you often leal by me. 

‘With grisly beard, pale check, stalk up and When, thc royal license and protection, 
down, I show roy’rymall academy's crllection, 

And he, the royal Dane, want half a crown ? The connoisst ur takes out his glass to pry 
Forbid it, ladies ! gentlemen, forbid it ! Into each pictui^'-with a curious eye ; 

Give joy to age, and let ’em say — you did it. Turns topsy-turvy my whole composition, 

To you, ye gods ! [to the Upper Ctallery.] I make And makes mere portraits all my exhibition. 

my last appeal ; But still the copy's so exact, you say ; • 

You have a right to judge, as well as feel ; Alas ! the same thing happens ev'ry day ! 

Will your high wisdoms to our scheme incline, How many a modish, wcll-dress'd fop you meet. 
That kings, queens, heroes, gods, and ghosts Exactly suits his shape in Monmouth-Street ; 

may dine 7 In Yorkshire warehouses and Cranbourn-Allcy, 

Olympus shakes ! — that omen all secures; ’Tis wonderful how shoes and fertjWiMs 
May every joy you give be tenfold yours ! As honest Crispin undcrstaiids.&Ys trade, 

On the true human scale his L sts are made, 

$ G2. Prologue to the Capuchin. 177G. Th c each sex a*il age to hit, 

Spoken by Mr. Foote. Culm an. And ev’ry shoe; if bcnftske, will fit. 

Critics, whene’er I write, in ev’ry scene My warehouse thus, lor nature’s walks supplifea 
Discover meanings that I never mean ; Shoes for all ranks, and lasts of ev'ry size. 

Whatever character I bring to view, Sit still, and try them, sirs — I long to please 

I am thc father of thc child, ’tis true, yc — 

But ev’ry babe his christ’ning owes to you. How well they fit ! I hope yon find them easy : 

41 The comic poet’s eye, with humorous air If the shoe pinches, swear you cannot bear it : 

Glancing from Watling-Strect to Grosvcnor- But if well-made — I wish you hea!*h‘..' it. ' 
Square, » 

He bodies forth a light, ideal train, $ 63. Epilogue to the Runaway 1776. 

And turns to shape the phantoms of his brain : -?! 4 «rick. 

Meanwhile your fancy takes more partial aim, P6 sthastf. from Italy arrives my lover ! 
And gives to airy nothing place and name.” Shall I to you, good friends, my fears discover 7 
A limner once, in want of work, went down Should foreign modes his virtues mar and 
To try his fortune in a country town : mangle, ^ 

The wagon, loaded with his goods, convey’d And caro aposo provq-r *^r D’figle Dangle ; 

To the same spot his whole dead stock in trade. No sooner y .‘ntfian sopite * S we go ; 
Originals and copies — ready made. Abroad — wL never shall each?«her know, 

To the new painter all thc country came; At home — I mope above — he’ll t : ck his teeth 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, squire and dame, below. ^ •**» . . 

The humble curate, and the curate’s wife, In sweet domestic chat we ne’er shall mingle, • 
All ask a likeness — taken front the life. And, wedded thougli I am, shall still live efngle. 

Behold the canvass on the easel stand ! However modish, I detest this plan ; 

A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brushes fill’d For me no mawkish creature, weak and wan ; 
his hand : 'He must be English — and an English m*m. 
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Jo nature sM his country false and blind, 
liould Helvute dare to twist Ills form and 
I mind, ^ 

"i will discard him— and, to Britain true, 

- A Uriton^noose — and may be oue of you — 
Nay^iJA’t bo frighten'd ; I am but in jest ; 

• FreemJi, in love or war, should ne'er be press'd. 
If yotf^vould know my utmost expectation, 

* ’Tis one unspoil’d by travell'd education } 
With knowledge, taste, much kinduess, and 

some whim, [him. 

Good sense to govern me — and let* me govern 
Great love of me must keep his heart from 
roving ; 

Then I'll forgive him, if he proves to loving, 
ltfh these times I should be bless’d by late 
With such a phtunix, such a matchless mate, 

I will by kindness, and some small discerning, 
Take care* that Hymen's torch continues burn- 
ing. 

At wc<l dings, now-a-days, the torch, thrown 
down, 

Just makes asmoke, then stinks throughout 
the totJi ! 

No married Pffritan, I’ll follow pleasure* 

And even thelashion — but in modcrremcas- 
ure ; \ X 

I will of opera ecstasies parlak«?j 
Though I take snuff to kre^nysclf awake : 

No rampant pinnies shall o'er my temples play, 
Foretelling that my brains will fly away ; 

Nor. from my head shall strange vagaries spring, 
To show thc^oil cau teem with cv'ry thing; 
No* fruits, roots, greens, shall fill the ample 
6pace, . 

A kitchen-garden to adorn my face ! 

S ’ all there be seen, no windmill, 

Nor curls, lilN^guns set round to guard the 
mountaii 


Scarce have they Ninilcs to honor grace or wit, 
1 hough Roscius spoke the lerso himself had 
writ! [cone 

1 hus through the tunc when vernal fruits re- 
TIm' grateful show’rs that hang oil April's eve; 
Though every coarser stem of forest birth 
1 brows with the morning-beam its dews to 
earth, 

NoYr does the gentle rose revive so soon — 
Rut, bath'd in nature's tears, it droops till noon. 
i O, could the Muse one simple moral teach. 
From scenes like these, which all who heard 
might reach ! 

Thou child of sympathy— whoe'er thou art, 
Who with Assyria's queen lias wept thy part— 
Go search where keener woes demand relief, 
Go— while thy heart yet beats with fancied 
grief— 

Thy lip still conscious of the recent sigh, 

'Pile graceful tear still lingering in thine eye — 
Go — and on real misery bestow 
The bless 'd effusion of fictitious woe ! 

No shall our Muse, supreme of all the Nine, 
Deserve indeed the title of— divine f 
Virtue shall own her favor’d from above. 

And Pity greet her with a sister's love ! 


still, like Asia's bleeding 


O, learn, ye fair, inf^his saigjjfhadncss spreads, 
'Not to hold up, but uHroep down your heads ! 
Re not misled by strange fantastic Art, 

Rut in your dress let Nature vke some part: 
Her skill alone a lasting pow i ensures, 

A nd best can ornament such charms as yours. 

-ft 64. E pilogue to Semiramis. 177(5. 

^ Sheridan. 

Di SHE veil'd 

Shall 1 with jests deride the tragic scene ? 

No, beauteous mourners ! — from whose down- 
cast eyes 

The Muse hro drawn her noblest sacrifice ! 
Wljasc gentl<nbost£ «. Pity's altars , bear 
Tlrc crystal intfigfl^ot tcar ! — 

There lives tlJpoct’s praise !— n^critic art 
Can matchjlrc comment of a feeling heart ! 

Whsjb^en'ral plaudits speak the fable o'er, 

> Which mute attention had approv’d before, 
Tfi&ngh ruder spirits love th' accustom'd jest 
Which chases sorrow from the vulgar breast, 
Still hearts refin'd their sadden'd tints retain— 
Though is pleasure ! and the jest is pain ! 


$Gj. Prologue to the School for Scandal. 1777. 

Garrick. 

A school for scandal ! — Tell me, 1 beseech 
you, [you 7 

Needs there a school this modish art to teach 
No need of lessons now — the knowing think — 
Wc might as well lie taught to cal and drink. 
Caus’d by a dearth of scandal, should the vapors 
Distress our fair ones, let them read the papers; 
Their powerful mixtures such disorders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's quantum sufficil. 

" I-ord !" erica my Lady Wormwood, (who 
lovos tattle, 

And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle,) ■» 
Just risen at noon, all night at cards when 
threshing, [freshing ! 

lt Strong tea and scandal — bless me, how rc- 
Give me the papers, Lisp — how bold and free! 

|«t/w.] [Lady I).' 

1 Last night Lord L. [sips.] was caught with 
For aching heads, what charming sal volatile ! 

[«F«-3 

1 If Mrs. R. will still continue flirting, 

Wc hope she'll draw, or we'JI undraw, the 
curtain.' — 

Fine satire, poz ! in public all abuse it ! 

Rut, by ourselves, [rips.] our praise wc can’t 
refuse it. 

Now, Lisp, read you — there, at that dash and 
star.” — 

u Yes, ma’am — ' A certain lord had best beware. 
Who lives not twenty miles from Grosvcnor- 
Square ; 

For, should he Lady W. find willing — 
Wormwood is bitter.' " — "O ! that's me— the 
villain ! 

Throw it behind the fire, and never more 
Let that vile paper conic within uiy door." 
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Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the 
dart 5 

To reach our feelings, we ourselves must smart. 
Is our young bard so young, to think that he 
Can stop the full springtide of calumny 7 
Knows ho the world so little, and its trade ? — 
Alas ! the devil's sooner rais'd than laid. 

So strong, so swill, the monster there’s no 
gagging; 

Cut Scandal's head off— still the tongue is wag- 
ging. 

Proud of your smiles, once lavishly bestow'd, 
Again our young Don Quizotte takes the road ; 
To show his gratitude, he draws his pen, 

And seeks this hydra, Scandal, in its den *, 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to save — 
Though he should fail, th’ attempt must please 
the brave. 

For your applause, all perils lie would through, 
lie'll light — that's write — a cavalicro true, 

Till cv'ry drop of blood — that's ink — is spilt for 
you. 

$ 66. Epilogue to the same. 1777. Spoken 
by Mrs. Abington t in the Character of Lady 
Teazle. Coj.man. 

I, WHO was late so volatile and gay, 

Like a trade-wind, must now blow all one way ; 
Bend all my cares, my studies and my vows, 
To one old rusty weather-cock — my spouse : 
So wills our virtuous bard ! — the pic-bald Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 

Old bachelors, who marry smart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ; 
Each bring his dear to town — all faults upon 
her— 

London will prove the very source of honor; 
Plung’d fairly in, like a cold bath, it serves, 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves. 
Such is my case — and yet I must deplore 
.That the gay dream of dissipation’s o’er ; 

And say, yo fair, was ever lively wife, 

Born with a genius for the highest life, 

Like me untimely blasted in her bloom 7 
Like me condemn'd to such a dismal doom ? 
Save money — when I just knew how to waste it ! 
Leave London— ju6t as 1 began to taste it ! 
Must I then watch the early-crowing cock 7 
The melancholy ticking of a clock 7 
In the lone rustic hall for ever bounded, 

With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats sur- 
rounded 7 

With humble curates can I pow retire, 

(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire,) 
Aud at backgammon mortify my soul, 

That pants for loo, or flutters at a vole ? 
Seven’s the main— dear sound ! — that must 
expire, 

Lost at hot-cockles round a Christmas fire 
The transient hour of fashion too soon spent, 

'* Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed head— the cushion’d tete, 
That takes the cushion from his proper seat ! 
The spirit-stirring drum ! — card -drums I mean : 
Ppadille, odd trick, para, basto, king, and queen ! 


[book rn. 

And you, ye knockers, that with brazen thropt 
The welcome visitor's approa^H denote — * 
Farewell ! all quality of high 'renown, ' 

Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious town, 
Farewell ! — your revels I partake mentor;, 
And Lndy Teazle’s occupation's o'erj^ , 

All this 1 told our bard — he smil’d, vj.nd said 
'twas clear 

I ought to play deep tragedy next year : 
Meanwhile he drew wise morals from his play, 
And in these solemn periods stalk'd away : 

“ Bless'd wore the fair, like you her faults who 
stopp’d, 

And clos’d her follies when the curtain dropp’d ! 
No more in vice or error to engage, 

Or play the fool at large on life’s great stagey 

$ 67. Prologue to A Word to the Wise , per- 
formed for the Benefit of Mr. Kelly's Fam- 
ily. 1777. Johnson. 

Th is night presents a play which public rage . 
Or right or wrong, once hooted from the stage.* 
From zeal or malice now no more we dread, 
For English vengeance wars nof with the dead. 
A generous toe regards with pifU'ing eye 
The mi n whom fate has laid wlnLe ail must lie. 

To wu reviving from its autljor's dust 
Be kind, ye^dges, or at least oc just : 

For no renew'd hostilities invade 
Th’ oblivious grave’s inviolable shade. 

Let one great payment every claim appease, 
And him who cannot hurt allow to please ; 

To please by scenes unconscious of offence, 

By harmless merriment, or useful sense. 
Where aught of bright or fair the piece displays. 
Approve it only — ’tis too late to praise ; 

If want of skill or want of care appear, 

Forbear to hiss — the poet caniiot/rSffr T 
By all, like him, must praise and flame be found 
At besfrn fleecing gleam, or of.pty sound. 

Yet then shall c?c'»p reflect’ -“s bless the night, 
When liberal pity (lignv^.cd delight j * 

When pleasure fir’d her torch at virtue’s flame, 
And mirth was bounty with an humbler name. 


} 66. Prologue to Sir Thomas Overbury. 1777. 

SlIhlllDAN. 

Too long the Muse, attach’d to re^al sj^tsty - 
Denies the scene to tales of hui. lilcr woe ; 

Such os were wont, while yet they charm’d 
the ear, < 

To steal the plaudit of a silent tear ; 

When Otway gave domestic grief its part, 

And Howe's familiar sorrows touch'd the heart. 


A sceptred traitor, lash'd by ve igeful fate, 

A bleeding hero, or a faUprg sta.e, * • 
Are themes .lobij^yifrth the classic 

eong)jt "V [long; 

Which fecbiy claim your sighs, Declaim them 
Too great for pity, they inspire reejfc**!,. 

Their deeds astonish, rather than affect ; . * 
Proving how rare the heart that woe can m 
Which reason tells us we can never prove. , 


* Upon the first representation of this play, 1770- 
it wus damned from the violence of party. 
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Other theVenc, where sadly stand confess’d I Returning thence, the disappointed fleet 
*' v £hc private paim that rends the sufferer’s breast, j Anchors in Tavistock's fantastic street ; 
/When sorrow sfcs upon a parent's brow, 

When fortune mocks the youthful lover's vow. 


AfUcel Ure tale — for who so mean but knows 
Whtt Jjmers’ sorrows are, what lovers’ woes ? 

On klidrcd ground our hard his fabric built, 
Andrqffiiced a mirror there for private guilt 5 
. Where, fatal union ! will appear combin’d 
An angel's form and an abandon'd mind } 

Honor attempting passion to reprove, 

And friendship struggling with ’unhallow'd 
love I 

Yet view not, critics, with severe regard, 

The orphan offspring of an orphan bard, 
Doom'd, whilst he wrote, unpiticd to sustain 
F.$rc real mis’ries than his pen could feign ! 
Ill-fated Savage ! at whose lurth was giv'n 
No parent Hut the Muse, no friend but Heaven ! 
Whose youth no brother knew, with social care 
To soothe his sufferings, or demand to share ; 
No wedded partner of his mortal woe, 

To win his snub; at all that fate could do; 
Wlule, at his loath, nor friend's nor mother’s 
tear I m 

Fell on the trick of his deserted birr Lr 
So pleads thitale* that gives to ftpfflrc tunes 
The son’s inisfcVl lines, and the parent’s erinics ; 
There shall his fame (if own’ll .to-night) survive. 
Fix'd by the hand that bids our language live ! 

$ 69. Prologue to the Princess of Parma. 

LWa. UuHlUEUI.YNl). 

Ere dark November, with his dripping 
wings, 

Shuts out the cheerful face of inen and things, 

V- in— sk* 1 »r~nirll how soon the dreary scene 
Affects yuiirwivcs and daughters with the 
spleen. A. 

Madam begins dear, th^ff odious rains 

Will bring on all rliffimatic paius ; 

In fifty places it came in last night — 

This vile old crazy mansion’s f-«*H a fright 
a What’s to be done ?’’ — u In i ry trutli, my 
love, 

l think ’twere belter for us to remove.” 

This said, if as it chance that gentle spouse 
Rear? hv rt r a ■ s econd int’rcst in the house, 

The bill is pasfftl — no sooner said than done — 
Up springsjtre hen-bird, and the covey’s gone : 
Then Jmjnp London ! there the game begins ; 
Bouquets, led diamond stars, and golden pins, 

* A thousand freakish wants, a thousand sighs, 
A thousand Routings, and ten thousand lies. 
Trim, and nky-rigg’d, and launch’d for pleas- 

/ ure’sga\, ^ 

^ madam coi^Sfhcr gosiTn^r | her tail ; 
'^Away they scamper to present thAr faces 
• * At Johnsonircitadcl; for side-box places, 
v Hejto theff joint and supplicating moan 
««£E£gcnt8 a face of brass, a heart of stone ; 

Or, monarch-like, while their address is stating, 
k Sends them a “ veto” by his lord in waiting. 

* Lift of Richard Savage, by J)r. Samuel John non, 


There, under folly’s colors, gnyly rides 
Where humor points, or veering passion guides. 

In vain the steward racks, and tenants rave : 
Money she wants, and money she will have. 
Meanwhile, terrific hangs the unpaid bill. 

Long as from Portinan -Square to Lndgntc-Hill. 
The squire, exhausted, in dcsjtnnding plight 
Creeps to his chambers to avoid the sight, 

Or at the Mount with some old snarler chimes 
In damning wives, and railing at the times. 

Such isthe, scene ! — If, then, we fetch you down 
Amusements which endear the smoky town. 

And t lirough the peasant’s poor but useful hands 
We circulate the produce of your lands; 

In this voluptuous, dissipated age, 

Sure there’s some merit in our rural staged 
Happy the rail, nor wholly vain the play, 

Which weds you to your ucres but a day. 

§70. Epilogue to Percy. 1778. Giitkiric. 

1 must, will speak — J hope, my dress and sur 
A 11 11011 uee the man of fashion, not the play’r : 
Though gentlemen arc now forbid the scenes. 
Yet I have rush'd through heroes, kings, and 
queens : 

Resolv’d, 111 pity to this polish’d age, 

To drive these, ballad-heroes from the stage — 

“ To drive the deer with hound and horn, 1 
lvirl Percy took his way ; 

The child may rue. that is unborn 
The hunting of that day.” 

A pretty basis truly, for a maudlin play ! 

What! shall a scribbling, senseless woman, 
dare 

To offer to your tastes such tasteless fare ? 

Is Douglas, or is Percy, fir’d with passion. 
Heady, for love or glory, death to dash on, 

Fit company for modern null-life men of • 
fashion ? [graze ; 

! Such madness will our hearts but slightly 
We’ve no such frantic nobles now-a-days. 

Could we believe old stories, those strange fel- 
lows jous — 

Married for love, could of their wives Ik? jeal- 
Nay , constant to ’em too — and, what is worse, 
The vulgar souls thought cuckoldom a curse! 
Most wedded pairs had then one pursr, ono 
mind, 

( >ne bed too— so preposterously join’d ! 

From such barbarity (thank Heaven!) we’re 
refin'd. 

Old songs at home their happiness record, 

From home they sep'ratc carriages abhorr’d — 
One horse serv'd both — my lady rode behind 
my lord. [der : 

’Twas death alone could snap their lionds asun- 
Now tack’d so slightly, not to snap's the wonder. 
Nay, death itself could not their hearts divide ; 
They mix’d their love with monumental pride ; 
For, cut in stone, they still lay aide by side. 


t This prolcujue was spoken at ilin private theatre 
•f Mr. Banbury, «f Kclmarsh, in Northamptondiin*- 
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But why these Gothic ancestors produce ? 

Why scour their rusty armors ? what’s the use ? 
’Twould not your nicer optics mucli regale, 

To see us beaux bend under coats of mail : 
Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruise, 
Good Heaven! how much court-plaster we 
should use ! 

We wear no armor now — but on our shoes. 

Let not with barbarism true taste be blended ; 
Old, vulgar virtues cannot be defended j 
Let the dead rest — we living can't be mended. 

$ 71. Epilogue to Fatal Falsehood. 1779. 

Sheridan. 

Unhand me, gentlemen ! By Heaven, I say, 
I’ll make a ghost of him who bars my way ! 

[Behind the scenes. 
Forth let me come — a poetaster true, 

As lean as Envy, and as baneful too 5 
Oil the dull audience let me vent my rage, 

Or drive these female scribblers from the stage. 
For sense or history, we’ve none but these : 
The law of liberty and wit they seize ; 

In tragic — comic — pastoral — they dare to 
please. 

Each puny bard must surely burst with spite, 
To iind that women with sucli fame can write : 
But, oh ! your partial favor is the cause, 

Who fend their follies with such full applause ; 
Yet still our tribe shall seek to blast their fame, 
And ridicule each fair pretender's aim, 

Where the dull duties of domestic life 
Wage with the muse's toils eternal strife. 

What motley cares Corilla'B mind perplex. 
While maids and metaphors conspire to vex ! 
In studious dishabille behold her sit, 

A letter'd gossip, and a housewife wit ; 

At once invoking, though for different views, 
Her gods, her cook, her milliner, and muse. 
JRound her strew'd room a frippery chaos lies, 
A chequer'd wreck of notable and wise ; 

Bills, books, caps, couplets, combs, a varied 
mass, 

Oppress the toilet, and obscure the glass j 
Unfinish'd here an epigram is laid, 

And there a inantua-inuker's bill unpaid 5 
Here new-born plays foretaste the town's ap- 
plause, 

There, dormant patterns lie for future gauze : 
A moral essay now is all her care 5 
A satire ne$ t, and then a bill of fare : 

A scene she now projects, and now a dish ; 
Here's act the first — and here — Remove with 
fish. 

Now, while this eye in a fine phrensy rolls, 
That, soberly, castB up a bill for coals ; 

Black pins and daggers in one leaf she sticks, 
And tears, and thread, and bowls, and thim- 
bles mix. 

Sappho, 'tis true, long vers'd in epic song, 
For years esteem’d all household studies wrong j 
When, dire mishap ! though neither shame nor 
sin, 

Sappho herself, and not her muse* lies in. 


The virgin Nine in terror fly tho’bow’r, . i 
And matron Juno claims despotic pow'r : V 
Soon Gothic hags the classic pile o'erturn, \ 
A caudle-cup supplants the sacred .urn j 
Nor books nor implements escape thjir ravfl, 
They spike the ink-stand, and they \'p f the 
page : l 

Poems and plays one barbarous fate partaxc 5 
Ovid and Plautus suffer at the stake ; 

And Aristotle's only sav'd — to wrap plum-cake. 

Yet shall a woman tempt the tragic scene f 
And dare — bat hold — 1 must repress my spleen : 

I see your hearts arc pledg'd to her applause, 
While Shakspcarc’s spirit seems to aid her 
cause, 

Well pleas'd to aid — since o'er his sacred bfcr 
A female hand did ample trophies rear, * 
And gave the gentlest lauiel that is worshipp’d 
there. * 


$ 72. Prologue to the Miniature-Picture. 
1780. SlIKItlDAN. 

Chill'd hy rude gales, while yet reluctant 
May t 

Withholds the beauties of the vc'i’iial day ; 

As soirik. fond maid, whom mafton-frowns rc- 
proVe. J 

Suspends the smile her heart devotes to love ; 
The season’s pleasures, too, delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted power : 

Then blame not, critics, if thus late we bring 
A winter’s drama; but reproach — the spring. 
What prudent cit dares 'yet the 8 erson trust, 
Bask in his whisky, and enjoy the dust 1 
Hous’d in Cheapside, scarce yet the gayer spark 
Achieves the Sunday trinmpb of the Park : 
Scarce yet you see him, dreading to bp late, 
Scour the New-Road, and dash though Grosve- 
nor-Gato. /* 

A 11 xioub^KHK 1 ' jarful too — -hjf^ftecd to show, 
The hack’d Bucc*£ialus of/^btten-Row, 
Careless he seems, yet Vigilantly sly, 

Woos the stray glance of ladies passing by ; 
While his off-heel, insidiously aside, 

Provokes the caper which he seems to chide. 
Scarce rural Kensington due honor gains : 

The vulgar verdure of her walk remains, 
Where whitc-rob'd misses umblc toothy Jwo, 
Nodding to booted beaux — " How do, bow do ?" 
With gen'ral questions, that no ahswer wait, 

“ How vastly full ! A 'n’t you come late ? 
Isn’t it quite charming ? When do you leave 
town 1 s 

An’t you quite tir'd? Pray, can Jke set you 
down ?" sf 

These suburb pleasures of a London May , 
Imperfect ycL/v^Jiail th£ W 4 |<k delay : V 
But if this nfja’e denied, in our^xcuse. 
Another still remains you can’t refuse ; 

It is a lady writes — and, hark — a nonk^musc ! 
But see a critic starting from his bench — * ■ 

'• A noble author !” Yes, sir, but the pltfy s 
not French ; „ 

Yet, if it were, no blame on us could fall ; 
l For we, you know, must follow fashior.’scalh 
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^ And truc.it #s, things lately were in train I 

To woo the Gallic Muse at Drury- Lane ; i 

Not to import a troop of foreign elves, ! 

l|ut treatpyou with French actors — in our- 
^ p-flves. 

A worn we had, who vow’rl he’d make us speak 
Pure (Ypp int French — by contract — in a week } 
Towns ’twas time to study what was good, 
Polish, and leave oft* being understood : 

That crowded audiences wc thus might bring 

V To Monsieur Parsons, and Chcvajjcr King j 
)r, should the vulgar grumble Aw and then, 
The prompter might translate — for country 
gentlemen. 

Straight all subscrib’d — kings, gods, mutes, 

/ singer, actor ; 

Flanders figure-dancer, our contractor. 

But here J grieve to own, though 't he to you, 
lie acted — e’en as most contractors do : 

Sold wlmt lie never dealt in ; and, th’ amount 
Being first discharg'd, submitted his account. 
And what th’ event ? Their industry was such, 
Dodd spoke | good Flemish, Bannister bad 
Dutch! 

Then the roJuc told us, with insultinafase, 

So it was forlign, it was sure to please : 

Beaux, wits,lapplaud, as fashion 4Tiould com- 
mand, ■ 

And misses laugh — to seem to understand. 

So from each clime onr soil may something 
gain; [.Spain; 

Manhood from Rome, and sprightlincss from 
Nmne lluswfin Roscius next delight the age, 
And a Dutch llcinel skate along the stage. 
Exotic fopperies, hail ! whose flattering smile 
Supplants the sterner virtues of our isle ! 

Xbu*’ while with Chinese firs and Indian pines 
Our nurs’rft.' swarm, the British oak declines. 
Yet vain our^Muse’s fear — no foreign laws 
Wcdread, whilNnativc beaut vgifcads-our cause; 
While you, too, jiil'ge, whrMsmilcsare honors 
higher * [inspire. 

Than verse should gain, hut where those cj ea 
But if the men presume your power to awe, 
Retort their churlish senatorial law : 

This is your house — and move — the gentle- 
men withdraw. 

Then they may vote with envy never-ceasing, 
Your influen^b has increas’d and in increasing : 
^Bnt there^jf trust, the resolution’s finish’d ; 
Sure^ntijrwil] say — it ought to be diminish’d. 

$ 73. Epilogue to the same . 1780. Jekyll. 

The mPu, like tyrants of the Turkish kind, 
Have long oiir sex’s energy confin'd ; 

ull-drcss Slack. : yid hows, and solemn stalk, 
ve long iiKjr* Tjioliz’d the * . Vogue’s walk. 

“ Iftlfs!ill the flippant Epilogue wNp ours : 

It ask’d, for gay support, the female powers ; 

K ask'd a flirting air, coquet and free, 
so, to murder it, they fix on me. 

HMuch they mistake my talents — I was born 
To tell, in sobs and sighs, some talc forlorn ; 
To wet my handkerchief with Juliet’s woes ; 
QU^n to Shore’s despair rny tragic nose. 


Yes, gentlemen, in education's spite, 

Von still shall find that we can read and write ; 
Like you. can h\voll a debt or a debate, 

Fan quit the canl-inblc lo steer the state. 

And bid our Belle Assembler's rhct'rie flow, 
To drown your dull dcrl.mucrs at Soho. 
Bethinks e’en now 1 hear inv sex’s tongues. 
The shrill, smart melody of female lungs ! 

Th- storm of Question, the division calm. 

With “Hear her hear! her! Mrs. Speaker, 
ma’am ! 

O, order! order!” Kates ami Susans rise, 

And Marg'rct moves, and T.ilnlha replies. 

Look to the camp— (ox heath and Warley 
Common 

Supplied, at least, for cv’rv Unit a woman ; 
The oartridge-papT wrapp’d the billet-doux. 
The rear and pikot form’d the rendezvous *, 
The drum’s stern rattle shrink the nuptial bed, 
The knapsack pillow’d Lady Sturgeon's head : 
Love was the watch -word, till the morning file* 
Hous’d the tame major and his warlike wife. 

Look to the stage — to-night's example drawn 
A female dramatist to grace the cause — 

So tilde the triumphs of presumptuous man ! 
And would you, ladies, hut complete iriy plan. 
Here should ye sign some patriot (ictitinu 
To mend our ronstitulional condition. 

The men invade our rights, the mimic elves 
Lisp and nick-name (iod’s creatures like our- 
selves, [fret. 

Rouge more than we do. simper, flounce, and 
And they coquet , good gods! how they coquet ! 
They, too, arc coy ; and, monstrous to relate, 
Their’s is a coyness in u tfte-ii-trte. 

Yes, ladies, yes; I could a tale unfold. 

Would harrow up your — cushions — were it 
told ; [turn. 

Part your combined curls, and freeze — pom.v 
At griefs, and grievances, as I could state ’em. 
But such eternal blazon must not speak ; • 

Besides, the House adjourns sonic day next 
week. 

This fair committee shall detail the rest, 

And then let monsters, if they dare, protest. 

§ 7 k Prologue to Fatal Curiosity. 178*2. 

Co I . MAS. 

Long since, beneath this humble roof, this 
play, 

Wrought by trim English genius, saw The day. 
Forth from this humble roof it scarce has stray’d; 
In prouder theatres ’twas never play’d. 

There you have gap’d and doz’d o’er many a 
piece 

Patch’d up from France, or stolen from Rome 
or Greece, 

Or made of shreds from Shakspeare’s golden 
fleece. 

There scholars, simple nature cast aside, 

Ilavo trick'd their heroes out in classic pride ; 
No scenes where genuine passion runs to waste, 
But all hedg’d in by shrubs oPmodern taste ! 
Each tragedy laid out like garden grounds. 
One circling gravel marks its narrow bounds. 
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I.illo's plantations were of forest growth — I 7 Tia said, when winds the troubled deep de , 

Shakspeare’s the same — great nature's hand in form, 


both. 

Give me a tale the passions to control, 

“ Whose slightest word may harrow up the 
soul !” 

A magic potion, of charm'd drugs commix'd, 
Where pleasure courts, and honor comoB be- 
twixt ! 

Such are the scenes that we this night renew, 
Scenes that your fathers were wcll-pleas'd to 
view. [prevail, 

Once we half-paus'd — and, while cold fears 
Strive with faint strokes to soften down the 
talc ; 

But soon, attir'e^in all its native woes, 

The shade of Lillo to our fancy rose : [say — 
u Check thy weak hand,' 1 it said, or seem'd to 
“ Nor of its manly vigor rob my play ! 

From British annals 1 the story drew, 

And British hearts shall/erf, and bear it too. 
Pity shall move their souls, in spite of rules ; 
And terror take no lesson from the schools. 
Speak to their bosoms , to their feelings trust, 
You'll find their sentence generous and just.” 

$ 75. Prologue to the Election of Managers. 
1784. Colman. 

4i Curst be the verse, how well soe'er it flow, 
That tends to xnakc one worthy man my foe $ 
Gives virtue scandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the soft-eyed virgin steals a tear !" 
Thus sung sweet Pope, the vigorous child 
of satire ; [nature. 

Our Bayes less genius boasts, not less good- 
No poison'd shaft he darts with partial aim, 
Folly and Vice are fair and general game ; 

No tale he echoes, on no scandal dwells, 

Nor plants on one fool's head the cap and hells ; 
He paints the living manners of the time, 

But lays at no man's door reproach or crime. 

Yet some, with critic nose, and eye too keen, 
Scent double meaning out, and blast each scone : 
While squint Suspicion holds her treacherous 
lamp, 

Fear moulds base coin, and Malice gives the 
stamp. 

Falsehood's vile gloss converts the. very Bible 
To scandalum magnatum , and a libel. 

Thus once, when sick, Sir Gripus, as we're 
told, 

In grievous usury grown rich and old, 

Bought a good book that, on a Christian plan, 
Inculcates the Whole Duty of a Man. 

To every sin a sinner's name lie tack'd, 

And through the parish all the vices track'd : 
And thus, the comment and the text enlarging, 
Crowds all his friends and neighbors in the 
margin. 

Pride was my lord, and drunkenness the squire ; 
My lady, vanity and loose desire ; 

Hardness of heart, no misery regarding, 

Was overseer; luxury, churchwarden. 

All, all he damn'd $ and, carrying the farce on, 
Made fraud the lawyer, gluttony the parson. 


Pour copious streams of oil, 'twill lay the storm : 
Thus here, let mirth and frank geod-humey’s 
balm ,4 

Make censure mild, scorn kind, and annhr • .aim! 
Some wholesome bitter if the bard produces, 
’Tis only wormwood to correct the juices. 

In this day's contest, where, in colors new, 
Three play-house candidates arc brought to 
view, j 

Our little Batyes encounters some disgrace : _ ■ 
Should you reject him too, I mourn his case— 
He can be chosen for no other place. 

$ 76. Prologue to the Jealous Wife . Lloy^j. 

The Jealous Wife — a comedy ! poor man ! 

A charming subject, but a wretched plan. 

His skittish wit, o’crlcnping the due bound, 
Commits flat trespass upon tragic ground. 
Quarrels, upbroidings, jealousies, and spleen. 
Grow too familiar in the comic scene. 

Tinge but the language with he *oic chime, 

'Tis passion, pathos, character, qjblimc ! 

What opind, big words had swill’d the pom- 
pom* scene, 

A king the husband j anil the w«fe a queen ! 
Then might Distraction rend her graceful hair, 
See sightless forms, and scrcam^and gape, and 
stare. 

Drawcansir Death had rag’d without control. 
Here the drawn daggci, there tjic poison’d 
bowl. [wot; ! * 

What eyes had stream’d at all the whining 
What hands had thunder'd at each Ah ! and 
Oh! _ 

But peace ! the gentle prologue ptSfomsends, 
Like drum and sergeant, to beat t p for friends. 

At vice and fiBy, each a lavvj^ game. 

Our author flies^git with partial aim. 

He read the manners, open as they lie 
In nature’s volume to the gcn'ral eye. 

Books too lie read, nor blush'd to use their 
store — 

flc does but what his betters did before. 
Shaksj>care has done it, arul the Grecian stage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 

If in his scenes an honest skills shown. 
And, borrowing little, much appear his own ; 

If what a master's happy pencil dre*^,. . 

1 le brings more forward in dromaticyview j 
To your decision he submits liis cau e, 

Secure of candor, anxious for appla^e. 

But if, all rude, his artless scene a deface 
The simple beauties which he me*nt to grace , 

If, an invader upo n otliersN^d, * 

He spoil andiHunder with a robber’s ha...? ; < _ 
Do justice oh him — as on fools before — 

And give to blockheads past one blockhead 
more. 

. * *' 

$ 77. Prologue to Runnamede. 

Before the records of renown were kept, “ * 
s Or theatres for dying heroes wept, 
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The race of fame by rival chiefs was iuii, 

The world’by former Alexanders won ; 

Ages of glory in long order roll'd, 

New empires rising on the wreck of old ; 
WiNders »*erc wrought by Nature in her prime, 
Nor the ancient world a wilderness of time. 

Vet lrst to fame is v irtue’s orient reign ; 
ThCpltriot liv’d, the hero died, in vain. 

Dark night descended o’er the human day, 
And wip’d the glory of the world away : 
■Whirl’d round the gulf, the acts of time were 
\ tost, • * 

Then in the vast aliyss for ever lost. 

Virtue from Fame disjoin’d began to ’plain 
1 1cr votaries lew, and unfrequented fane. 

Her voice ascended to almighty Jove ; 

11a sent the Muses from the throne nlmvo. 

The bard arose; and, full of heavenly lire. 
With hanclTiiunortul, touch’d th’ immortal lyre ; 
] leroic deeds in strains heroic*, sung, 

All earth resounded, all heaven’B arches rung : 
The world applaud what they approv'd before, 
Virtue and Fame took sop’ rate paths no more. 

Hence to the hard, interpreter of Heaven, 
The chronicle of fame by Jove is given ; # 

His eye the vobime of the past explores,* 

His hand unfonls the everlasting do*s : 

In Minos’ majesty he litis the head, 

J iiilge of the* world, and sov’reign of the (lead ; 
Oil nations and on kings in sentence sits, 
Dooms to perdition, or to heaven admits ; 
Dethrones the tyrant thougli in triumph hurl’d. 

up thoJicroTrilfii'th' eternal world, 
•StTFrounds Jus head with wreaths that ever 
bloom, 

And vows the verse that triumphs o'er the tomb. 

Wlulc here the Muses warble from the shrine, 
Oft have you listen’d to the voice divine. 


A nameless youth beheld, with noble rage, 
One siihjcct stifl^ stranger to tj^r stage ; 

A name that’s must* to the Vmish car, 

A name that’s worshipp'd in the British sphere ; 
Fair Liberty ! the goddess of the isle, 

Who blesses England with a gt *. dian smile. 

Britons ! a scene of glory draws to-night ! 
The fathers of the land arise to sight ; 

The legislators and the chiefs of old. 

The roll of patriots and the baron- hold, 

Who, greatly girded with the swonl and shield, 
At stoned Rtfnnamede’s immortal held, 

Did the£rffd charter of your freedom draw, 
he base of liberty on law. 

■, trembling for his virgin muse, 
fav’rite theme a fond excuse, 
tie the theatre commands, 
laud him, he'll acquit your 


And foui 
Our autl 
Hopes in ti 
If, while 
Yomr hearts 
/ hands : 
JWWh m 


his country's cause to bu^d his name, 
And add the patriot's to the poet’sTame. 


§ Tit. Prologue to the Heiress. Fitzpatrick. 
‘ "**5tt.Bprightly sun-beams gild the face of day, 
\Yhen low'ring tempests calmly glide away, 
.Wo, when the poet's dark horizon clears, 
Arra£jjnn smiles the Epilogue appears. 


She, of that house the lively emblem still, 
Whose brilliant speakers start what themes 
they will. 

Still varying topics for her sportive rhymes, 
From all the follies of these fruitful times, 
Uncheck’d by forms, with flippant hand may 
cull : — 

Prologues, like peers, by privilege arc dull — 

In solemn strain address th' assembled pit. 

The legal judges of dramatic wit. 

Confining still, with dignified decorum. 

Their observations — to the pin) lieforc ’em. 

Now, when each bachelor a helpmate lacks. 
(That sweet exemption from a double tax,) 
When laws arc fram’d with a benignant plan 
Of light ning burdens on the married man, 

And Hymen adds one solid comfort more 
To all those romfuils ho ronferr’d before ; 

To smooth the rough, laborious road to f.une, 
Our ban l has chosen — an alluring name. 

As wealth in wedlock oft is known to hide 
The. imperfections of a homely bride. 

This templing title he, perhaps, expects. 

May heighten beauties — and conceal detect* 
Thus Sixty's wrinkles, view’d through For- 
tune’s glass, 

The rosy dimples of Sixteen surpass. 

The modern suitor grasps his fair one's hand, 
O’erluoks her person, and adores — her land ; 
Leers on her houses with an ogling eye. t 
O’er her rich acres heaves an ain’rous sigh, 

His heart-felt pangs through groves of— timber 
vents, 

And runs distracted for — her three per cents. 

Will thus the poct'fi mimic Heiress find 
The bridegroom critic to her ladings blind, 
Who claims, alas ! his nicer taste to hit, 

The lady's portion paid in sterling wit 1 
On your decrees, to fix her future fate. 

Depends our Heiress for her whole estate : 
Rich in your smiles, she charms th' admiring • 
town \ 

A very bankrupt, should you chance to frown : 
O, may a verdict given, in your applause, 
Pronounce the prosp’rous issue of her cause, 

( ’onfirrn the name an anxious parent gave her. 
And prove her Heiress of the public favor l 

$ 79. Prologue to the Ambitious Step-mother. 

Rowe. 

If dying lovers yet deserve a tear; 

If a sad story of a maid’s despair 

Yet move compassion in the pitying fair ; 

This day the poet does his arts employ, 

The soft accesses of your souls to try. 

Nor let the stoic boast his mind unmov'd ; 

The brute philosopher, who ne’er has prov’d 
The joy of loving and of being lov'd ; 

Who scorns his human nature to confess, 

And, striving to be more than tnan, is less. 

Nor let the men the weeping fair accuse, 

Those kind protectors of th* 1 tragic muse. 
Whose tears did moving Otway's labors crown, 
And made the poor Monimia’s grief their 
own : 
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Those tears their art, not weakness, has con- 
fess’d, 

Their grief approv’d the nicencss of their taste, 
And they wept most, because they judg’d the 
best. 

O, could this age’s writers hope to find 
An audience to compassion thus inclin’d, 

The stage would need no farce, nor song, nor 
dance, 

Nor cap’ring Monsieur brought from active 
France j 

Clinch, and his organ-pipe, his dogs and bear, 
To native Barnet might again repair, 

Or breathe, with Captain Otter, Bankside air : 
Majestic Tragedy should onco again 
In purple pomp adorn the swelling scene ; 

Her search should ransack all the ancient store, 
The fortunes of their loves and arms explore, 
Such as might grieve you, but should please 
the more. [should do, 

What Shakspcare durst not, this bold age 
And famous Greek and Latin beauties show : 
Shakspeare, whose genius, to itself a law, 
Could men in cv’ry height of nature draw, 

And copied all but woman that he saw. 

Those ancient heroines your concern should 
move, [love : 

Their grief and anger much, but most their 
For in th’ account of cv’ry age we find 
The best and fairest of that sex were kind, . 
To pity always, and to love, inclin'd. 

Assert, ye fair ones, who in judgment sit, 

Your ancient empire over love and wit j 
Reform your sense, and teach the men t' obey : 
They’ll leave their tumbling, if you lead the 
way. 

Be but what those before to Otway were : 

O, were you but as kind ! wo know you arc as 
fair. 

$ 80. Epilogue to the same. Rowe. 

The spleen and vapors, and this doleful play, 
Have mortified me to that height to-day, 

That I am almost in the mortal mind 
To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 

Know then, since I resolve in peace to part, 

I mean to leave to one alone my heart : 

(Last favors will admit of no partage, 

I bar all sharing but upon the stage :) 

To one who can with one alone be blcss'd, 
The peaceful monarch of a single breast : 

To one — but, oh ! how hard ’twill be to find 
That phoenix in your fickle, changing kind ! 
New loves, new interests, and religions new. 
Still your fantastic appetites pursue. 

Your sickly fancies loathe what you possess, 
And ev’ry restless fool would change his place. 
Some, weary of their peace, and quiet grown, 
Want to be hoiated up aloft, and shown j 
Whilst from the envied height the wiso get 
safely down. 

We find your wav ’ring temper to our cost, 
Since all our pains and care to please are lost. 
Mnaic in vain supports with friendly aid 
Her sister Poetry's declining head j 


Show but a mimic ape, or French buffoon, - 
You to the other house in shojds are gone, 
And leave us here to tunc our crowds alone. 
Must Shakspeare, Fletcher, and laborious Bpi, 
Bo left for Scaramouch and Ilarlcqmh 7 f 
Allow you are inconstant 5 yet 'tis strarfb(% 

For sense is still the same, and ne’er can clgjngc; 
Yet even in that you vary, as the rest — 

And cv’ry day new notions are profess’d. 

Nay, there’s a wit* has found, as 1 am told, 
New ways W> heaven, despairing of the old : / 
He swears lib’ll spoil the clerk and sexton’s 
trade, 

Bells shall no more be rung, nor graves be made : 
The hearse and six no longer be in fashion, 
Since all the faithful may expect translation. 
What think you of the project 7 I’m for trying 'J 
I’ll Jay aside these foolish thoughts of dying, 
Preserve my youth and vigor for the stage, 
And be translated to a good old age. 


$81. Prologue to the Tender Husband, or the 
Accomplished Fools. Addison. 

In tjie first rise and infancy of Farce, 

When K>ols were many, and when plays were 
scarce, ' 

The raw, unpractis’d author codld with case 
A young and incxperienc’d audience please ; 

No single character had e’er been shown, 

But the whole herd of fops were nil their own : 
Rich in originals, they set to view, 

In cv’ry piece, a coxcomb that Wn* new. ' 
But now our British theatre can boast 
Drolls of all kinds, a vast unthinking host ! 
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it shows 
Cuckolds, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and 
beaux ; 

Rough country-knights arc found of cv’ry sliirc, 
Of every fashr^j gentle fops af^ear ; 

And punks of different characters we meet, 

As frequent on the stage as in the street : 

Our modern wits are forc’d to pick and cull, 
And here and there, by chance, glean up a fool * 
Long ere they find the necessary spark, 

They search the town and beat about the Park ; 
To all his most frequented haunts resort, 

Oil dog him to the ring, and oil to court, 

As love of pleasure or of place invites ; 

And sometimes catch him takiftg snuff at 
White’s. > • 

Howe’er, to do you right, the present age 
Breeds very hopeful monsters for thw stage ; 
That scorn the paths their dull forefathers trod. 
And won't be blockheads in the common road. 
Do but survey this crowded housfe to-night; — 
Here’s still cncouragein&lt for those tnpt 
writc^ ’ - 

Our authdr, to divert his friends to-day, 
Stocks with variety of fools his play ; 

And, that there may be something gay and new, 
Two ladies-errant has expos’d to view : * 

The first a damsel travell’d in romance ; 

The other more refin’d*, she comes from France* * 

* Aagill. 
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Jtescue, hkc courteous knights, tho nymph 
from danger j [st ranger. 

And kindly treat, like well-bred men, the 

VC'2. kpilogue to the same. Steele. 
Batons, who constant war, with factious 
k rage, 

For liberty, against each other wage, 

From foreign insults save this English stage. 
No more tli' Italian squalling tribe adroit, 

^*Iii tongues unknown ; ’tis popery in wit. 

'a|ic songs (themselves confess)* from Rome 
they bring, [sing. 

And 'tis high-mass, for aught you know, they 
Husbands, take care j the danger may come 
Higher j 

The women say their eunuch is a friar. 

Rut is it not a serious ill to sec 
Europe's great arbiters so mean can be ; 
Passive*, with an affected joy to sit, 

Suspend their native taste of manly wit; 
Neglect their comic humor, tragic rage, 

For known defects of nature ami of age ? 

Arise ! for shame ! ye ronqnVing Rritons, rise ! 
Such unadnrn'd effeminacy despise ; 

Admire (if you will dote on foreign wit) 

Not what Italians sing, hilt Unmans writ ; 

So shall less wo|ks,surii as to-night's slight play, 
At your command, with justice die away ; 

Till then forgive your writers, that can’t bear 
You should such very tramontanes appear. 

The nations, whicjvconlcmn )ou, to revere. 

.. ,(.et Anna's soul he Known for all its charms 5 
as fam’d for lib’ral sciences as arms : 

I.et those derision meet, who would advance 
Manners, or speech, from Italy or France. 

Let them learn you. who would your favor find, 
And English be the l&ngu igc of maukind. 

$ 83. Prologue to Tancred anfi, Figismunda. 

Thomson. 

Bot.d is the man, who, in this nicer age, 
Presumes to tread the chaste, corrected stag*'. 
Now, with gay tinsel arts we. m no more 
Conceal the want of nature's sterling ore : 

Our spells are vanish'd, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft: you over sea and land : 
Before your light the fairy people Fade ; 

The demons fly — the ghost itself is laid. 

In vain of martial scenes the loud alarms ; 

The mighty Ptomptcr thund'ring out to arms, 
The playhdise posse clattering from afar, 

The close-Vedg’d battle, and the din of war : 
Now e'en trs senate seldom we convene ; 

The yawning fathers nod behind the scene. 
Your taste icjects th^glitt’ring false sublime, 
To .sigh in metaphor, and die in rhyme. 

is tumbled from his gallery throne : 
Description, dreams — nay, similes arc gone. 
What shall we then 7 to please you how de- 
vise, 

w nose judgment sits not in your cars and eyes 7 
Thrice happy, could we catch great Shak- 
speare's art, 

TS^trapk the deep recesses of the heart ; 


3f.T 


! His simple, plain sublime, to which is given 
To strike the soul with darted flame from 
lu*:i\ cn ; 

j Gould we awake soft Otway’s fender woe; 
j The pomp of verse, and golden lines of Rowe f 
We to your hearts apply ; let them attend : 
Before their silent, candid bar we bend. 

II warm'd they listen, ’tis our noblest praise, — 
If c old, they wither all tho muse's ba>s. 

$ 01. Kpilogue to the same Thomson. 
Ckamm’jv to the throat with wholesome 
moral stuff; 

Alas ! poor audience 1 you have had enough. 
Was ever hapless heroine of a play 
In such a piteous plight as ours to-day ? 

Was ever woman so by love betray’d ? 

.Match’d with two husbands, and yet--die a 
maid ! 

But, bless me ! — hold — what sounds are these 

I hear ? — 

1 see the Tragic Muse herself appear ! 

[ The back scene opens, and disc overs a 
romantic sylvan landscape, from which 
Sigismunda, in the character of the 
Tragic Muse, advances slowly to music r 
and speaks (he following lines: 

Hence with your flippant epilogue, that 
tries 

To wipe the virtuous tears from British eyeh ; 
Th.it dares my moral, tragic scene profane, 
With strains — at best, unsuiting, light, ami 
vain. [play 

llcncc from the pure, unsullied beams, that 
In yon fair eyes, where virtue shines — Away ! 

Britons, f nyou. from chaste. ( ’aslalian groves. 
Where dwelt the tender, oft unhappy Loves; 
Where shades of heroes roam, each mighty 

II uiie, 

And court my aid, to rise again to fame ; 

To yon I come ; to Freedom's noblest seat ; 
And in Britannia fit my last retreat. [weal ; 

In Greece, and Koine, I watch'd the public 
The purple tyrant trembled at my steel ; 

Nor did I less o'er private sorrows reign, 

And mend the melting heart with softer pain. 
On France and you then rose my bright'ning 
star 

With social ray — The Arts arc ne'er at war. 

0 1 as your fire and genius stronger blaze ; 

As yours are gen’rnus Freedom’s bolder lays ; 
Let not the Gallic taste leave yours hehind, 

In decent manners and in life refin'd ; 

Banish the motley mode, to tag low verse, 

The laughing ballad, to the mournful hearse. 
When through five acts your hearts have 
learn ’d to glow, 

Touch’d with the sacred force of honest woe, 
O keep the dear impression on your breast, 
Nor idly lose it for a wretched jest ! 

$ 85. Epilogue to Zara. Aaron Hill. 
Here, take a surfeit, sirs, of being jealous, 
And shun the pains that plague those Turkish 
fellows : 
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Where Love and Death joined hands, their 
darts confounding ! 

Save us, good Heaven ! from this new way of 
wounding ! [woman 

Curs’d climate! — where to cards a lone-left 
Has only one of her black guards to summon ! 
Sighs, and sits mop'd, with her tame beast to 
gaze at : 

And that cold treat is all the game she plays at ! 
For — should she once some abler hand be try- 
ing, [dying! 

Poiniard's the word ! and the first deal is — 
’Slifc ! should the bloody whim get round in 
Britain, [sit on ; 

Where women's freedom has such heights to 
Daggers, provok’d, would bring on desolation, 
And murder'd belles unpeople half the nation ! 
Fain would 1 hope this play to move com- 
passion — 

And live to hunt suspicion out of fashion. — 
Four motives strongly recommend to lovers, 
Hate of this weakness, that our scene discovers. 
First, then : A woman will or won’t — de- 
pend on't : [on’t. 

If she will do't, she will — and there's an end 
But, if she won't — since safe and sound your 
trust is, 

F ear is affront, and jealousy injustice. 

Next: He who bids his dear do what she 
pleases, 

Blunts wedlock’s edge, and all its torture eases. 
For— -not to feel your sufferings is the same 
As not to suffer — all the difference — name. 
Thirdly: The jealous husband wrongs his 
honor ; [her : 

No wife goes lame, without some hurt upon 
And the malicious world will still bu guessing, 
Who oft dines out dislikes her own cook’s 
dressing. 

Fourthly, and lastly, to conclude my lecture : 
If you would fix tli' inconstant wile — respect 
her. 

She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 

Will fear to have th' account more justly stated 
And, borrowing from her pride the good wife’s 
seeming, 

Grow really such— to merit your esteeming. 

$ 86. Epilogue to the Comedy of Better Laic 
than Never. Andrews. 

The drama done, and all its int'rest over, 
Content the husband, and secure the lover, 
Our timid bard, who dreads the critic ire, 

And thinks my little tongue can never tire, 
Would have me re-ossume the wig and gown, 
To plead his goose-quill cause before the town 
“ Lord, sir,” says I, “some better counsel 
bring, 

For females in a wig are not the thing. 

Your bearded barrister, if smartly made, is 
A surer advocate among the ladies.” 
a Madam,” he cried, “ or periwigg'd or bare, 
So you but talk, I never need despair.” 

Suppose, ye fair, as I'm so smooth a prater, 

I take a line so consonant to nature j 


Give up the vain attempt your hearts to wand, ' 
And ’gainst the men with female weapon arm. 

Oft have the wits, unmindful whom they vex, 
Expos'd the foibles of the softer sell, j? 

Laugh’d at their dress, their well-shap’d^rk, 
their feathers, * 

Their steady bloom, unchanging in all weath- 
ers; 

Swore locks were grey, that seem'd a comely 
brown, 

And, though all paid for, deem'd them nef 
their own. • 

Why not retort, avenge th’ insulted fair, 

And show these men what wondrous things 
they are 7 

Now don't be frighten'd — poor eccentric elves ! 

I only show what most you like — yourselves. 

How ! tremble at a woman ? shame betide ! 
Though 1 look fierce, like you — I'm all outside ; 
Vet, ere my efforts your attention call 
To that dear portrait which should hit you all, 

Let me delineate what was once a beau, 

The Band-box Billy of some years ago. 

Sweet image of mamma in every feature. 

The youth came forth a most delicious creature, 
With full-dress’d skirts, not quite unlike a 
hoop, 

Hat under arm, fine button, anl gilt loop — 

Stiff stock, loug sword still dangling in the way, 

He sometimes ventur’d to a first-night play ; 
Tripp'd through the lobb*;, most completely 
curl'd; 

Nor did a paw -paw thing for all the world !u-T 
Thus he discours’d : “ Sir Bilberry, oils so, 

Dear, dear, good luck ! have you a place below ? 
Dcm it, don't crowd so, fellow! — O, how 
shocking ! [ing.” 

He’s spoil’d my hair, and dirtied all my stock- 
Such was the smart our grandmammas would 
praise, " 

Rather unlike the smart of present days : 

For 1 defy all history to Show 

One thing in nature like a modern beau ; 

Hat slouch'd, short stick, knee-trappings that 
bring back 

The memory of renown’d Sixteen-String Jack ; 
Eternal boots, and collar you’d suppose 
Cut in kind contact with his buckship’s nose. 
Thus trimly deck'd, each night among the 
doxies 

He storms the lobby, and assails the boxes ; 

With gait and manner — something if this way, 
Proves his rare taste, and descants outlie play — 

“ Here, box-keeper ! why don't the fiscal come 1 
Halloo— Tom Gerkin ! can you give us room 7 

What’s this?— The fr*ce Macbeth- — 

an opera ? — Oh ! 

Came out Jast season — stupid stuff— daTfarfT , 
low ! 

Zounds, let's be off!” — “ Zounds, be a little 
calmer!” 

“ Who’s that— the Jordan 7” — “ No, you fool, 
— R. Palmer.” ^ 

Thus some are found, by ev'iy act revealing ^ 
Perfect indifference to seusc and feelitife* - 
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Ty mirh our play not sum ■ but you, ye fair, \ 
Ye wise, whom nature form’d with happier care.; 
Whose tender bosoms, though by {Missions rent, 
Keel the soft virtues in their full extent, 

4 ’Irtish our author's plan, which aims to prove 
Life | best exertions spring from virtuous love. 

^ $ 8L Epilogue to the Liar ; between Mis* 
Grantham and ( >ld Wilding. 

M. Gr. Hold, sir! 

Our plot concluded, and strict justice done, 
"Let inc be heard, as counsel for yow son. 
AVpiit I can't ; 1 mean to mitigafe ; 

Proscribe all lying, what 'would be the fate 
Of this and every other earthly state. 1 
Consider, sir, if once you cry it down, 

You’ll shut up every coffee-house in town } 
The tribe, of politicians will want food, 

Even noxwhalf-fatnish'd — for the {mblic good ; 
All Grub-Street murderers of men and sense, 
And every office of intelligence, 

All would be bankrupts, the whole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publish their disgrace. 

O. Wild. Too mild a sentence ! Must the 
good ami great 

Patriots lie wrong’d, that booksellers may eat ? 
M. Gr. Your patience, sir; yet hear another 1 
word : | sword ; 

Turn to that |all where Justice wields her 
Think in what narrow limits you would draw. 
By tins proscription, all the sons of law : 

For *tis the fix'd, determin'd rule of courts, 
(Vinerwill teP /uu- nay , even Coke’s Reports.) 

. All pleaders may, when difficulties rise, 

To gain one truth, expend a hundred lies. 

O. Wild . To curb this practice 1 am some- 
what loath ; 

A lawyer has no credit hut on oath. 

M. Gr. Then to thu softer sc.x some favor 
show ; ^ , 

Leave us possession of our mmiest No ! 

O. Wild. O freely, ma’am, we’ll that allow- 
ance give, 

So that two nocs be held affiri-ative ■ 

Provided ever, that your Pish aid Pic, 

On all occasions, should be deem’d a lie. 

M. Gr. Hard terms! 

On this rejoinder, then, 1 rest iny cause: 
Should all pay homage to truth’s sacred laws, 
Let us examine what would be the case ; 

Why, many a great man would bo out of place. 
O. Wild. ’Twould many a virtuous charac- 
ter restore. 

M. Gr. But take a character from many more. 
O. Wild. Strong arc your reasons ; yet, ere 
I submit, 

I mfean to take the voices of the pit. 

Is ;t your pleasures that we make a rule, 
TimTev’ry liar be proclaim’d a fool, 

Fit subject for our author’s ridicule ? 

$ 8^. Verses written to be spoken by Mrs. Sid - 
’ dons, at her Benefit , April 27, 1795. 

Rogers. 

*JYes, *tis the pulse of life ! my fears were vain! 
*Vwakc r I breathe, and am myself again, 

*v r OL. vi. Nos. 97 & 9*5. 


Still in this nether woild! no seraph vet— 

Nor walks niv spirit when the sun is set, 

With troubled step to haunt the f.ilal board 
Where I died last - l»y poison or the sword ; 
\nd blanch each honest cheek with deeds of 
night, 

Done here so oft by dim and doubtful light 
To drop all metaphor, that little hell 
Cull'd back teality. and broke the •.pell. 

No heroine claims your tears w it li tragic tone 
A very woman — scarce restrains her ow r n 1 
( 'an she, with fiction, ehniiii the cheated mind, 
When to be grateful is the part assign'd 1 
Ah, no! shu scorns the trappings of her art , 

No theme but truth, iio prompter but the heart 
But, ladies, say. uniat 1 done uninask ? 

Is here no other actress, let me ask '! 

Believe me. those, who best the heart de-sort. 
Know, ctery woman studies sluge-eilm i 
She moulds her maimers to the part she tilth, 
As instinct teaches, or as humor wills; 

\nil, as die giave or gay her talent rails. 

Acts in tho drama, till the curtain falls. 

First, how her little breast with triumph 
swells 1 . 

When tho red rural rings its siher bells 1 
To piny in pantomime is then tin* rage 
Along tlit' ear)M‘t’s iimny-eolor'd stage ; 

( Ir lisp her merry thoughts with Imu! endeavor. 
Now line, now llioie — in noise and mischp'f 
ever' |pers, 

A school-girl next — she curls her hair in pa- 
A ud mimics father’s gout, anti mother’s vapors ; 
Discards her doll, bribes Betty lor romances, 
Playful at church, and serious when sliodane( > <i ; 
Tramples alike on customs and oil toes, 

Anti whispers all hlie hears to all she knows ; 
Terror of caps and wigs ami sober notions 1 
A romp' that longest of pirjn lual motions ! 
Till, tam'd and tortur'd into foreign grace'' 

She sports her lovely face at public places , 
And. with blue laughing eyes, behind her fm, 
First acts her part with that groat aetor — mail. 

Too soon a tlirt — approach her and she Hies ; 
Frowns when pursued, and when entreated 
sighs ; 

Plays with unhappy men as eats with mire, 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 

Her prudence dictates what her pride dis 
dain’d, 

And now she sues to slaves herself had chain'd. 

Then comes that good old character, a wife, 
With all the dear distracting cares of life j 
A thousand cards %-day at doors to leave, 

And, in return, a thousand cards receive ; 
Rouge high, play deep ; to lead the ton aspire, 
Witii nightly blaze set Portland- Place on lire ; 
Snatch half a glimpse at concert, opera, ball, 
A meteor trac’d by none, though seen by all ; 
And when her shatter'd nerves forbid to roam, 
In very spleen — rehearse the girl at home. 

Last — the gray dowager in ancient flounces, 
With snuff and spectacles the age denounces ; 
Boasts how the sires of this degenerate isle 
Knelt for a look, and duell'd for a smile ; 



070 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[BOOK VII. 


The scourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal , E’en beauty’s portrait wears a softer prime * 

] lor tea she sweetens, as she sips, witli scandal $ Touch'd by the tender band of mellowing time.* 
With modern Indies eternal warfare wages, The patient sculptor owns ail humbler part, 
Like her own birds, that clamor from their A ruder toil, and more mechanic art ; 

cages 5 < '(intent with slow and timorous stroke to jraro 

And shuffles round to bear her tale to all, The lingering line, and mould the tardy g^re * 

Like some old ruin nodding to its fall,” But once achiev’d, though barb’rous wrecks 

Thus woman makes her entrance and her exit, o’erthrow 

Then most an actress when she leasts suspects The sacred fane., and lay its glories low, 
it. Vet shall the sculptur'd ruin rise to-day, 

Vet nature oft peeps out, and mars the plot} j Grac'd by defect, and worshipp’d in decay ; / — • 
Each lesson lost, each poor pretence forgot } j Th’ enduring record bears the artist's nanny 
Full oft with energy that scorns control, Demands his honors, and asserts bis fame. 

At once lights up the features of the soul ; .Superior hopes the poet's bosom fire, 

Unlocks each thought churn'd down by coward <). proud distinction of the sacred lyre ! 

art, Wide as th' inspiring Phu-lma darts his ray, 

And to full day the latent passions start. Diffusive splendor gilds his votary's lay. 

But she, whose first, best wish is your ap- VV bother the song heroic woes rehearse 
plausc, With epic grandeur, and the pomp of verst* } 

llrrsclf exemplifies the truth she draws. Or, fondly gay, with unambitious guile 

Born on the stage, through cv'ry shilling scene, Attempt no prize but fav'ring beauty’s smile 3 
Obscure or bright, tempestuous or serene, Or l>car dejected to the lonely grove 
Still has your smile her trembling spirit fir'd ; The soft despair of unpre vailing love ; [clinic. 
And can Bhe act, with thoughts like these in- Whate'cr the theme, through cv'ry age and 
spir’d 7 f Vmgcnial passions meet the according rhyme , 

Thus from her mind all artifice she flings, The pride of glory, pity’s sigh sincere. 

All skill, all practice, now unmeaning things ! Youth’s earliest blush, and beauty's virgin tear. 
To you, uncheck'd, each genuine feeling flows, Such is their meed— their honors thus secure, 
For all that lifo endears— to you she owes. Whose arts yield objects, airl whose works 

endure : 

$ 89. Verses to the Memory of Mr. Garrick. The actor only shrinks from time’s award ; 
Spoken as a Monody by Mrs. Yates, at the Feeble tradition is his mem> -ry's guard 3 
Theatre. Royal in Drury- Lane. Sheridan. By whose faiut breath his'merits must nbidf , 

If dying excellence deserves a tear, Unvouch’d by proof, to substance unallicd ! 

If fond remembrance «till is cherish’d here, E’en matchless Garrick's art, to heaven re- 
fan wc persist to bid our sorrows flow sign'd, 

For fabled sutY’rcrs and delusive, woe. ; No fix'd effect, no model leaves behind. 

Or with quaint smiles dismiss the plaintive The grace of action, the adapted mien, 
strain. Faithful as nature to the varied scene 3 

Point the quick jest — indulge the comic vein— Th’ expressive glance, whose subtle comment 
Ere yet to buried Roscius we assign draws 

Ono kind regret, one tributary line 7 Entranc’d attention, and a mute applause ; 

His fame requires we act a tend’rer part . Gesture that marks, with force and feeling 
His memory claims the tear you gave his art. fraught, 

The gen’ral voice, the meed of mournful A sense in silence, and a will in thought ; 
verse, » I larmonious speech, whose pure and liquid tone 

The splendid sorrows that adorn'd his hearse, Gives verse a music scarce confess'd its own, 
The throng that mourn’d as their dead fav’nte As light from gems assumes a brighter ray, 

pass’d, And, cloth'd with orient hues, transcends the 

The grac’d respect that claim’d him to the last ; day } [sense, 

While Shakspeare’s image, from its hallow'd Passion's wild break, and frowns that awe tho 
base, [place. : And cv'ry charm of gentle eloquence, — 

Seem'd to prescribe tips grave, and point the All perishable ! — like th’ electric fire, 

Nor these, nor all the sad regrets that flow But strike the frame, and. as they strike, expire 3 
From fond fidelity's domestic woe, [due, Incense too pure a bodied flame to bear, [air. 
So much are Garrick’s praise — so much his Its fragrance charms the sense, and blends with 
As, on this spot— one tear bestow'd by you. Where then, while aunl in cold decay he lies, 
Amid the arts which seek ingenuous fame, And pale eclipse for ever veils those 
Onr toil attempts the most precarious claim ; Where is the blest memorial that ensures 
To him, whose mimic pencil wins the prize, Our Garrick's fame 7 — whose is the trust 7 — 
Obedient fame immortal wreaths supplies : 'tis yours. . _ 

Whatever of wonder Reynolds now may raise, j And, O! by cv’ry charm his art essay'd ■ 
Raphael still boasts contemporary praise : 1 To soothe your cares ! by cv'ry grief allay’d,! 

Each dazzling light and gaudier bloom subdued, * By the hush'd wonder which his accents drear! 
With undiminish’d awe his works arc view’d : I By his last, parting tear, repaid by you^ ** 
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9/ all those thoughts, which, many a distant 
night, 

Shall mark his memory with a sad delight ! 
gtill in your hearts’ dear record bear his name, 
erish the keen regret that lifts his fame ; 
Toyou it is bequeath’d : assert the trust, 

And to his worth — *tis all you can — be just. 

What more is due from sanctifying time, 

To clieerful wit, and many a favor’d rhyme, 
O'er his grac'd urn shall bloom, a deathless 
wreath, [beneath. 

Whose blossom'd sweets shall deck the mask 
For these, when sculpture's votive toil shall rear 
The due memorial of a loss so dear, 

O loveliest mourner, gentle Muse ! be thine 
The pleasing woe, to guard the laurell'd shrine. 
As Fancy oft, by Superstition led 
To roam tjic mansions of the sainted dead, 
lias view’d, by shadowy eve's unfaithful gloom, 
A weeping cherub on a martyr's tomb, 

So thou, sweet Muse, hang o'er his sculptur’d 
bier. 

With patient woe, that loves the ling’ring tear j 
With thoughts that mourn, nor yet desire relief, 
With incek regret, and fond, enduring grief; 
With looks that speak. He never shall return ! 
Chilling thy tender bosom, clasp Ins urn ! 

And with Bolt sighs disperse th' irrev’rent dust, 
Which Time Aiay strew upon his sacred bust. 

$ 90. Monody on the Death of the Right Hon. 
R. B. Sheridan. Byron. 

When the last sunshine of expiring day 
In summer’s twilight weeps itself away, 

Who hath not felt the softness of the hour 
.Sink on the heart, as dew along the flower 7 
With a pure feeling which absorbs and awes 
While Nature makes that melancholy pause — 
Her breathing moment on the bridge wlierc 
Time, * 

Of light and darkness, forms an arch sublime . 
Who hath not shared that calm so still and 
deep — 

The voiceless thought, which would not speak, 
but weep 

A holy concord, and a bright regret — 

A glorious sympathy with suns that set 1 
'Tis not harsh sorrow, but a tenderer woe — 
Nameless, but dear to gentle hearts below ; 
Felt without bitterness — but full and cleat ; 

A sweet dejection — a transparent tear 
I'nmivM with worldly grief or selfish stain; 
Shed without shame — and secret without, pain. 

Even as the tenderness that hour instils, 
When summer's day declines along the hills, 
So feels the fulness of our heart and eyes 
When all of Genius, Vhich can perish, dies. 

A mi^Iity Spirit is eclipsed; a FWcr [hour 
Hath pass'd from day to darkness— to whose 
Of light no likeness is liequeath'd — no name ! 
Focus at once of all the rays of Fame. 

Th# flash of Wit— the bright Intelligence— 
TJio beam of fi*‘ong— the blaze of Eloquence, 
fct with their Sun ! but .still have, left behind 
The enduring produce of immortal Mind 


Fruits of a genial inorn, and glorious noon, 

A deathless part of him >' ho died too soon. 

Rut small that portion of the wondrous whole, 
These sparkling segments of that circling soul, 
Which all embraced — ami lighten'd over all. 
To cheer, to pierce, to please, or to appal : 
From the charm'd council to the festive board. 
Of human feelings the. unbounded lord ; 

In whose acclaim the loftiest voices vied, 

The praised — the proud — who inode his praise 
their pride. 

When the loud cry of trampled Hindustan 
Arose to Heaven in Iter appeal from man, 

His was the thunder — his the avenging rod, 
The wrath — the delegated voice of God ! 
Which shook the nations through his lips — 
and blazed 

Till vanquish’d senates trembled as they 
praised. 

And here, oh 1 here, where yet, all young and 
warm. 

The gay creations of his spirit charm : 

The matchless dialogue, the deathless wit, — 
Which knew not what it was to intermit 
Tlic glowing portraits, fresh from life, that bring 
Homo to our hearts the truth from which they 
spring : 

These wondrous lieingN of his Fancy, wrought 
To fulness by the fiat of his thought, 

Here in their first abode you still may meet, , 
Bright with the hues of his Promethean heat ; 
A halo of the light of other days, 

Which still the splendor of its orb lietrays. 

But should there tie to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing wisdom yields a base, delight, 

Men who exult when minds of heavenly tone 
Jar in the music which was born their own ; 
Still let them pause — All ! little do they know 
That what to them seem'd Vice might lie but 
Woe. 

Hard is his fate on whom the. public gaze 
Is fix'd for ever to detract' or praise ; 

Repose denies her rrquiriq to his name, 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The. secret enemy whose sleepless eye 
•Stands sentinel, accuser, judge, and spy ; 

The foe, the fool, the jealous, anil the vain. 
The envious, (who but breathe in others’ pain,) 
Behold flic liobt ! delighting to deprave, 

Who track the steps of Glory to the grave ; 
Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to the. ardor which its birth bestows, 
Distort the truth, accumulate the lie, 

And pile the pyramid of calumny ! 

These are his portion — but if, join'd to these, 
Gaunt Poverty should league with deep Dis- 
ease, 

If the high Spirit must forget to soar, 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door. 
To soothe Indignity — and, (lice to face, 

Meet sordid Rage — and wrestle with Disgrace, 
To find in Hope but the renew' ‘d caress, 

The serpent-fold of further Faithlessness,— 

If .such may lie the ills wh.ch men assail, 
What marvel if at lail the miglilic.it fail? 
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Breasts to whom all the strength of feeling ; The fctago ! that threads each labyrinth of thq 
given, | soul, 

Hear hearts electric — charged with fire from j Wakes Laughter's peal, rind bids the tear-drop 
Heaven, j roll} 

Black with the rude collision, inly torn, That hoots at Eollv, mocks proud Fashion s 

Hy clouds surrounded, and uu whirlwinds slaves, / 

liorne, And brands with shame the world's vile drove * 

Driven o'er the lowering atmosphere that of knaves. * 

nurs'd The child of Genius, catering for tho stage, 

Thoughts which have turn’d to thunder — Rides the stores of every clime and age. 

scorch — and hurst. He speaks, tho sepulchre resigns its prey, 

Tiut fur from us and from our mimic Rcmie And crimson life runs through the sleeping 
Such things should he — if such have ever taen ; clay : 

Ours bo the gentler wish, the kinder task, The grave, the gibbet, and the battle-field, 

To give tho tribute Glory need not ask. At ins command, their festering tenants yield. 

To mourn tho vanish’d beam — and add our Hero Wisdom's heir, released from Deaths 

rnito embrace. 

Of praise, in payment of a long delight. Reads awful lessons to another race ; 

Vo Orators! whom yet our councils yield, Talc, bleeding Love cornea weeping from the 

Mourn for the veteran hero of your field ! tomb, 

The worthy rival of the wondrous Three !* That kindred Soilness may bewail her doom ; 
Whose words were sparks of Immortality ! Murder's dry bones, re-clot hod, desert tin* dust. 

Ye Hards ! to whom the Drama’s Muse is dear, That after times may own his sentence just ; 
He was your master — emulate hint here ! And the mad tyrant of some mouldering page 
Ye men of wit and social eloquence ! Stalks here to warn, who once could curse an 

He was your brother — bear his ashes hence ! age ! 

While Powers of mind almost of boundless May this fair dome, in classic beauty reared, 
range, Ry Taste be fostered, and by Worth revered. 

Tomplete in kind — as various in their change, May chastened Wit here beftd to Virtue’s 
While Eloquence — Wit — Poesy — and Mirth, cause, 

That humbler harmonist of care on earth, — Reflect her image, and repeat her laws ; 

Survive within our souls — while Jives our And Vice, that slumbers o’er llje sacred page, 
sense llatc his own likeness, shadowed from the 

Of prido in Merit's proud pre-eminence, stage. 

Long shall we seek his likeness — long in vain, Here lei the guardian of the drama sit 
And turn to all of luni which may remain. In righteous judgment o’er the realm of wit. 
Sighing that Nature form'd but one such man, Not his the shame, with servile pen to wait 
And broke the die — in moulding Sheridan ! On private friendship, or on private hate ; 

. ( „ . , _ ______ To Hatter fools, or Satire’s javelin dart, 

4 91. Prise Address; spoken by Mr. Simpson, Tipp’d with a'lie, at proud Ambition’, heart. 

«i( the opening qf tKe Park J heat re, A«to jjj s the nobler task to herald forth 
iork, Sept. 1, 1820. Spraouf.. Young, blushing Merit and neglected Worth j 

When mitred Zeal, in wild, unholy days, To stamp with scorn the prostituted page. 
Bared liis red arm, and bade the fagot blaze, And lash the fool who lisps it from the stage. 
Our patriot sires the pilgrim sail unfurl'd, Here Rhall bright Genius wing his eagle 

And Freedom pointed to a rival world. flight — 

Where prowl’d the wolf, and where the hunter Rich dew-drops shaking from his plumes of 
roved, light, 

Faith raised her altars to the God she loved ; Till high in mental worlds, from vulgar ken, 
Toil, linked with Art, explored each savage wild, He soars, the wonder and the prido of men. 
The forest bowed, the desert bloomed and Cold Censure hero to decent Mirth shall bow, 
smiled j And Higotry unbend his monkish brow. 

Taste reared her domes, fair Science spread Here Toil shall pause, his ponderous sledge 
her page, thrown by. 

And Wit and Genius gathered round the stage : And Hcauty bless each strain With melting 
The stage ! where Fancy sits creative queen, eye : • 

And spreads gay web-work o’er life’s mimic Grief, too, in fiction lost! shall cease to weep, 
scene ; [sight, And all the world's rude cares be laid to sleep. 

Whore young-eyed Wonder comes to feast his Each polished scene shall Taste and Truth 
Aud quail* instruction while he drinks delight : approve, 

* Fox-Titt— Uurkii. And the stage triumph in tho people’s love. 


iitd or VOL. vi. 



• The Subscribers to this work will please accept the thanks of 
the Publisher for tlicir patronage.— The number of pages given in 
the six volumes exceeds the quantity promised in the. Prospectus by 
about thirty pages. — The following plan is submitted for placing 
the engravings. Those persons who wish the plates placed other- * 
wise will give notice to the binder. 


vpl. 1. 

Portrait of Knox, to 

face 

engraved title 

cc 

CC 

Blaih, 

cc 

page 43. 

Vol. II. 

cc 

Jefferson, 

cc 

engraved title 

CC 

cc 

Hamilton, 

cc 

page 1G. 

« • 

cc 

Ames, 

cc 

page 1G2. 

cc 

cc 

Irving, 

cc 

page 374. 

Vol. III. 


Pope, 

cc 

engraved title 

Vol. IV. 

cc 

Washington, 

cc 

engraved title 

1C 

cc 

Johnson, 

cc 

page 38. 

If 

cc 

Fox, 

cc 

page 23S. 

cc 

cc 

* Franklin, 

cc 

page 333. 

Vol. V. 

Cc 

Milton, 

cc 

engraved title 

CC 

cc 

Addison, 

cc 

page 2. 

cc 

cc 

Dryden, 

cc 

page 276. 

cc 

cc 

Scott, 

cc 

page 326. 

Vol. VI. 

cc 

Shakspeare, 

cc 

engraved title 

, cc 

cc 

Byron, 

cc 

page 118. 



Goldsmith, 

cc 

page 225. 


page. 

page. 


page. 

page. 


page. 


page. 





